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* * * *
“The Wil lows” orig i nally ap peared in the Lis tener and

Other Sto ries (1907).
“The Wendigo” orig i nally ap peared in the Lost Val ley

and Other Sto ries (1910).
“The Sin gu lar Death of Mor ton” orig i nally ap peared in

the Tramp, De cem ber 1910.
“The Olive” orig i nally ap peared in Pear son’s Mag a zine,

July 1921.
“An cient Lights” orig i nally ap peared in the Eye-Wit ness,

No vem ber 7, 1912.
“The Kit-Bag” orig i nally ap peared in the Pall Mall Mag a- 

zine, 1899.
“The Oc cu pant of the Room” orig i nally ap peared in

Nash’s Mag a zine, De cem ber 1909.
“A Haunted Is land” orig i nally ap peared in the Pall Mall

Mag a zine, April 1899.
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The Cen taur orig i nally ap peared in 1911.
“The Damned” orig i nally ap peared in In cred i ble Ad ven- 

tures (1914).
“The Wolves of God” orig i nally ap peared in the Wolves

of God and Other Fey Sto ries (1921).
“Chi nese Magic” orig i nally ap peared in Ro mance, June

1920.
“Run ning Wolf” orig i nally ap peared in the Cen tury Mag- 

a zine, Au gust 1920.
“First Hate” orig i nally ap peared in Mc Clure’s Mag a zine,

Feb ru ary 1920.
“The Tarn of Sac ri fice” orig i nally ap peared in the

Wolves of God and Other Fey Sto ries (1921).
“The Val ley of the Beasts” orig i nally ap peared in Ro- 

mance, May 1921.
“The Call” orig i nally ap peared in Nash’s Il lus trated

Weekly, June 12, 1919.
“Egyp tian Sor cery” orig i nally ap peared in the Wolves of

God and Other Fey Sto ries (1921).
“The De coy” orig i nally ap peared in Lloyd’s Mag a zine,

De cem ber 1919.
“The Man Who Found Out (A Night mare)” orig i nally

ap peared in the Cana dian Mag a zine, De cem ber 1912.
“The Empty Sleeve” orig i nally ap peared in the Lon don

Mag a zine, Jan u ary 1911.
“Wire less Con fu sion” orig i nally ap peared in the Wolves

of God and Other Fey Sto ries (1921).
“Con fes sion” orig i nally ap peared in the Cen tury Mag a- 

zine, March 1921.
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“The Lane That Ran East and West” orig i nally ap peared
in Mc Call’s, Sep tem ber 1921.

“Vengeance Is Mine”” orig i nally ap peared in the Wolves
of God and Other Fey Sto ries (1921).

The six cases of John Si lence orig i nally ap peared in
John Si lence (1908).

“The Re gen er a tion of Lord Ernie” orig i nally ap peared
in In cred i ble Ad ven tures (1914).

“The Sac ri fice” orig i nally ap peared in the Quest, April
1913.

“A De scent Into Egypt” orig i nally ap peared in In cred i ble
Ad ven tures (1914).

“Way far ers” orig i nally ap peared in the Eng lish Re view,
De cem ber 1912.

“Ac ces sory Be fore the Fact” orig i nally ap peared in the
West min ster Gazette, Feb ru ary 9, 1911.
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A NOTE FROM THE PUB LISHER

MEET AL GER NON BLACK WOOD

Al ger non Black wood (1869–1951) was an Eng lish short
story writer and nov el ist, one of the most pro lific writ ers
of ghost sto ries in the his tory of the genre. He was also a
jour nal ist and a broad cast ing nar ra tor. S. T. Joshi has
stated that “his work is more con sis tently mer i to ri ous
than any weird writer’s ex cept Dun sany’s” and that his
short story col lec tion In cred i ble Ad ven tures (1914) “may be
the pre mier weird col lec tion of this or any other cen- 
tury.”

Black wood was born in Shooter’s Hill (to day part of
south-east Lon don, but then part of north west Kent) and
ed u cated at Welling ton Col lege. His fa ther was a Post Of- 
fice ad min is tra tor who, ac cord ing to Pe ter Pen zoldt,
“though not de void of gen uine good-heart ed ness, had ap- 
pallingly nar row re li gious ideas.” Black wood had a var ied
ca reer, work ing as a dairy farmer in Canada, op er at ing a
ho tel, as a news pa per re porter in New York City, bar- 
tender, model, jour nal ist for the New York Times, pri vate
sec re tary, busi ness man, and vi o lin teacher.
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Through out his adult life, he was an oc ca sional es say ist
for var i ous pe ri od i cals. In his late thir ties, he moved back
to Eng land and started to write sto ries of the su per nat u- 
ral. He was very suc cess ful, writ ing at least ten orig i nal
col lec tions of short sto ries and even tu ally ap pear ing on
both ra dio and tele vi sion to tell them. He also wrote four- 
teen nov els, sev eral chil dren’s books, and a num ber of
plays, most of which were pro duced but not pub lished. He
was an avid lover of na ture and the out doors, and many of
his sto ries re flect this. To sat isfy his in ter est in the su per- 
nat u ral, he joined the Ghost Club. He never mar ried; ac- 
cord ing to his friends he was a loner but also cheer ful
com pany.

Jack Sul li van points out that “Black wood’s life par al lels
his work more neatly than per haps that of any other
ghost story writer. Like his lonely but fun da men tally op ti- 
mistic pro tag o nists, he was a com bi na tion of mys tic and
out doors man; when he wasn’t steep ing him self in oc- 
cultism, in clud ing Rosi cru cian ism and Bud dhism, he was
likely to be ski ing or moun tain climb ing.” Black wood was
a mem ber of one of the fac tions of the Her metic Or der of
the Golden Dawn, as was his con tem po rary Arthur
Machen.

His two best known sto ries are prob a bly “The Wil lows”
and “The Wendigo,” which lead off this col lec tion. He
would also of ten write sto ries for news pa pers at short no- 
tice, with the re sult that he was un cer tain ex actly how
many short sto ries he had writ ten and there is no sure to- 
tal. Though Black wood wrote a num ber of hor ror sto ries,
his most typ i cal work seeks less to frighten than to in duce
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a sense of awe. One good ex am ples is the novel the Cen- 
taur. In cor re spon dence with Pe ter Pen zoldt, Black wood
wrote:

My fun da men tal in ter est, I sup pose, is signs and
proofs of other pow ers that lie hid den in us all; the
ex ten sion, in other words, of hu man fac ulty. So
many of my sto ries, there fore, deal with ex ten sion
of con scious ness; spec u la tive and imag i na tive treat- 
ment of pos si bil i ties out side our nor mal range of
con scious ness.… Also, all that hap pens in our uni- 
verse is nat u ral; un der Law; but an ex ten sion of our
so lim ited nor mal con scious ness can re veal new, ex- 
tra or di nary pow ers etc., and the word “su per nat u- 
ral” seems the best word for treat ing these in fic- 
tion. I be lieve it pos si ble for our con scious ness to
change and grow, and that with this change we may
be come aware of a new uni verse. A “change” in con- 
scious ness, in its type, I mean, is some thing more
than a mere ex ten sion of what we al ready pos sess
and know.

—John Be tan court
Pub lisher, Wild side Press LLC

wild side press.com | bcmys tery.com

ABOUT THE MEGA PACK® SE RIES
Over the last few years, our MEGA PACK® se ries of ebook

an tholo gies has proved to be one of our most pop u lar en- 
deav ors. (Maybe it helps that we some times of fer them as
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pre mi ums to our mail ing list!) One ques tion we keep get- 
ting asked is, “Who’s the ed i tor?”

The MEGA PACK®s (ex cept where specif i cally cred ited)
are a group ef fort. Ev ery one at Wild side works on them.
This in cludes John Be tan court, Mary Wick izer Burgess,
Sam Cooper, Carla Coupe, Steve Coupe, Bon ner Menk ing,
Colin Azariah-Kribbs, Robert Regi nald. A. E. War ren, and
many of Wild side’s au thors…who of ten sug gest sto ries to
in clude (and not just their own!).

REC OM MEND A FA VORITE STORY?
Do you know a great clas sic sci ence fic tion story, or

have a fa vorite au thor whom you be lieve is per fect for the
MEGA PACK® se ries? We’d love your sug ges tions! You can
email the pub lisher at wild side press@ya hoo.com.

Note: we only con sider sto ries that have al ready been
pro fes sion ally pub lished. This is not a mar ket for new
works.

TY POS
Un for tu nately, as hard as we try, a few ty pos do slip

through. We up date our ebooks pe ri od i cally, so make sure
you have the cur rent ver sion (or down load a fresh copy if
it’s been sit ting in your ebook reader for months.) It may
have al ready been up dated.

If you spot a new typo, please let us know. We’ll fix it
for ev ery one. You can email the pub lisher at wild side- 
press@ya hoo.com.
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THE WIL LOWS

I
Af ter leav ing Vi enna, and long be fore you come to Bu- 

da pest, the Danube en ters a re gion of sin gu lar lone li ness
and des o la tion, where its wa ters spread away on all sides
re gard less of a main chan nel, and the coun try be comes a
swamp for miles upon miles, cov ered by a vast sea of low
wil low-bushes. On the big maps this de serted area is
painted in a fluffy blue, grow ing fainter in color as it
leaves the banks, and across it may be seen in large strag- 
gling let ters the word Sumpfe, mean ing marshes.

In high flood this great acreage of sand, shin gle-beds,
and wil low-grown is lands is al most topped by the wa ter,
but in nor mal sea sons the bushes bend and rus tle in the
free winds, show ing their sil ver leaves to the sun shine in
an ever-mov ing plain of be wil der ing beauty. These wil- 
lows never at tain to the dig nity of trees; they have no
rigid trunks; they re main hum ble bushes, with rounded
tops and soft out line, sway ing on slen der stems that an- 
swer to the least pres sure of the wind; sup ple as grasses,
and so con tin u ally shift ing that they some how give the
im pres sion that the en tire plain is mov ing and alive. For
the wind sends waves ris ing and fall ing over the whole



15

sur face, waves of leaves in stead of waves of wa ter, green
swells like the sea, too, un til the branches turn and lift,
and then sil very white as their un der side turns to the sun.

Happy to slip be yond the con trol of the stern banks,
the Danube here wan ders about at will among the in tri- 
cate net work of chan nels in ter sect ing the is lands ev ery- 
where with broad av enues down which the wa ters pour
with a shout ing sound; mak ing whirlpools, ed dies, and
foam ing rapids; tear ing at the sandy banks; car ry ing away
masses of shore and wil low-clumps; and form ing new is- 
lands in nu mer ably which shift daily in size and shape and
pos sess at best an im per ma nent life, since the flood-time
oblit er ates their very ex is tence.

Prop erly speak ing, this fas ci nat ing part of the river’s
life be gins soon af ter leav ing Press burg, and we, in our
Cana dian ca noe, with gipsy tent and fry ing-pan on board,
reached it on the crest of a ris ing flood about mid-July.
That very same morn ing, when the sky was red den ing be- 
fore sun rise, we had slipped swiftly through still-sleep ing
Vi enna, leav ing it a cou ple of hours later a mere patch of
smoke against the blue hills of the Wiener wald on the
hori zon; we had break fasted be low Fis cher a mend un der a
grove of birch trees roar ing in the wind; and had then
swept on the tear ing cur rent past Orth, Hain burg,
Petronell (the old Ro man Car nun tum of Mar cus Au re lius),
and so un der the frown ing heights of Thelsen on a spur of
the Carpathi ans, where the March steals in qui etly from
the left and the fron tier is crossed be tween Aus tria and
Hun gary.
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Rac ing along at twelve kilo me ters an hour soon took us
well into Hun gary, and the muddy wa ters—sure sign of
flood—sent us aground on many a shin gle-bed, and
twisted us like a cork in many a sud den belch ing
whirlpool be fore the tow ers of Press burg (Hun gar ian, Pos- 
zony) showed against the sky; and then the ca noe, leap ing
like a spir ited horse, flew at top speed un der the grey
walls, ne go ti ated safely the sunken chain of the Fliegende
Brucke ferry, turned the cor ner sharply to the left, and
plunged on yel low foam into the wilder ness of is lands,
sand banks, and swamp-land be yond—the land of the wil- 
lows.

The change came sud denly, as when a se ries of bio- 
scope pic tures snaps down on the streets of a town and
shifts with out warn ing into the scenery of lake and for est.
We en tered the land of des o la tion on wings, and in less
than half an hour there was nei ther boat nor fish ing-hut
nor red roof, nor any sin gle sign of hu man habi ta tion and
civ i liza tion within sight. the sense of re mote ness from the
world of hu mankind, the ut ter iso la tion, the fas ci na tion of
this sin gu lar world of wil lows, winds, and wa ters, in- 
stantly laid its spell upon us both, so that we al lowed
laugh ingly to one an other that we ought by rights to have
held some spe cial kind of pass port to ad mit us, and that
we had, some what au da ciously, come with out ask ing
leave into a sep a rate lit tle king dom of won der and magic
—a king dom that was re served for the use of oth ers who
had a right to it, with ev ery where un writ ten warn ings to
tres passers for those who had the imag i na tion to dis cover
them.
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Though still early in the af ter noon, the cease less buf- 
fet ings of a most tem pes tu ous wind made us feel weary,
and we at once be gan cast ing about for a suit able camp- 
ing-ground for the night. But the be wil der ing char ac ter of
the is lands made land ing dif fi cult; the swirling flood car- 
ried us in shore and then swept us out again; the wil low
branches tore our hands as we seized them to stop the ca- 
noe, and we pulled many a yard of sandy bank into the
wa ter be fore at length we shot with a great side ways blow
from the wind into a back wa ter and man aged to beach the
bows in a cloud of spray. Then we lay pant ing and laugh- 
ing af ter our ex er tions on the hot yel low sand, shel tered
from the wind, and in the full blaze of a scorch ing sun, a
cloud less blue sky above, and an im mense army of danc- 
ing, shout ing wil low bushes, clos ing in from all sides,
shin ing with spray and clap ping their thou sand lit tle
hands as though to ap plaud the suc cess of our ef forts.

“What a river!” I said to my com pan ion, think ing of all
the way we had trav eled from the source in the Black For- 
est, and how he had of ten been obliged to wade and push
in the up per shal lows at the be gin ning of June.

“Won’t stand much non sense now, will it?” he said,
pulling the ca noe a lit tle far ther into safety up the sand,
and then com pos ing him self for a nap.

I lay by his side, happy and peace ful in the bath of the
el e ments—wa ter, wind, sand, and the great fire of the sun
—think ing of the long jour ney that lay be hind us, and of
the great stretch be fore us to the Black Sea, and how
lucky I was to have such a de light ful and charm ing trav el- 
ing com pan ion as my friend, the Swede.
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We had made many sim i lar jour neys to gether, but the
Danube, more than any other river I knew, im pressed us
from the very be gin ning with its alive ness. From its tiny
bub bling en try into the world among the pinewood gar- 
dens of Donaueschin gen, un til this mo ment when it be gan
to play the great river-game of los ing it self among the de- 
serted swamps, un ob served, un re strained, it had seemed
to us like fol low ing the grown of some liv ing crea ture.
Sleepy at first, but later de vel op ing vi o lent de sires as it
be came con scious of its deep soul, it rolled, like some
huge fluid be ing, through all the coun tries we had passed,
hold ing our lit tle craft on its mighty shoul ders, play ing
roughly with us some times, yet al ways friendly and well-
mean ing, till at length we had come in evitably to re gard it
as a Great Per son age.

How, in deed, could it be oth er wise, since it told us so
much of its se cret life? At night we heard it singing to the
moon as we lay in our tent, ut ter ing that odd sibi lant note
pe cu liar to it self and said to be caused by the rapid tear- 
ing of the peb bles along its bed, so great is its hur ry ing
speed. We knew, too, the voice of its gur gling whirlpools,
sud denly bub bling up on a sur face pre vi ously quite calm;
the roar of its shal lows and swift rapids; its con stant
steady thun der ing be low all mere sur face sounds; and
that cease less tear ing of its icy wa ters at the banks. How it
stood up and shouted when the rains fell flat upon its
face! And how its laugh ter roared out when the wind blew
up-stream and tried to stop its grow ing speed! We knew
all its sounds and voices, its tum blings and foam ings, its
un nec es sary splash ing against the bridges; that self-con- 
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scious chat ter when there were hills to look on; the af- 
fected dig nity of its speech when it passed through the lit- 
tle towns, far too im por tant to laugh; and all these faint,
sweet whis per ings when the sun caught it fairly in some
slow curve and poured down upon it till the steam rose.

It was full of tricks, too, in its early life be fore the great
world knew it. There were places in the up per reaches
among the Swabian forests, when yet the first whis pers of
its des tiny had not reached it, where it elected to dis ap- 
pear through holes in the ground, to ap pear again on the
other side of the por ous lime stone hills and start a new
river with an other name; leav ing, too, so lit tle wa ter in its
own bed that we had to climb out and wade and push the
ca noe through miles of shal lows.

And a chief plea sure, in those early days of its ir re spon- 
si ble youth, was to lie low, like Brer Fox, just be fore the
lit tle tur bu lent trib u taries came to join it from the Alps,
and to refuse to ac knowl edge them when in, but to run for
miles side by side, the di vid ing line well marked, the very
lev els dif fer ent, the Danube ut terly de clin ing to rec og nize
the new comer. Be low Pas sau, how ever, it gave up this
par tic u lar trick, for there the Inn comes in with a thun- 
der ing power im pos si ble to ig nore, and so pushes and in- 
com modes the par ent river that there is hardly room for
them in the long twist ing gorge that fol lows, and the
Danube is shoved this way and that against the cliffs, and
forced to hurry it self with great waves and much dash ing
to and fro in or der to get through in time. And dur ing the
fight our ca noe slipped down from its shoul der to its
breast, and had the time of its life among the strug gling
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waves. But the Inn taught the old river a les son, and af ter
Pas sau it no longer pre tended to ig nore new ar rivals.

This was many days back, of course, and since then we
had come to know other as pects of the great crea ture, and
across the Bavar ian wheat plain of Straub ing she wan- 
dered so slowly un der the blaz ing June sun that we could
well imag ine only the sur face inches were wa ter, while be- 
low there moved, con cealed as by a silken man tle, a whole
army of Undines, pass ing silently and un seen down to the
sea, and very leisurely too, lest they be dis cov ered.

Much, too, we for gave her be cause of her friend li ness
to the birds and an i mals that haunted the shores. Cor- 
morants lined the banks in lonely places in rows like short
black pal ings; grey crows crowded the shin gle-beds;
storks stood fish ing in the vis tas of shal lower wa ter that
opened up be tween the is lands, and hawks, swans, and
marsh birds of all sorts filled the air with glint ing wings
and singing, petu lant cries. It was im pos si ble to feel an- 
noyed with the river’s va garies af ter see ing a deer leap
with a splash into the wa ter at sun rise and swim past the
bows of the ca noe; and of ten we saw fawns peer ing at us
from the un der brush, or looked straight into the brown
eyes of a stag as we charged full tilt round a cor ner and
en tered an other reach of the river. Foxes, too, ev ery where
haunted the banks, trip ping dain tily among the drift wood
and dis ap pear ing so sud denly that it was im pos si ble to see
how they man aged it.

But now, af ter leav ing Press burg, ev ery thing changed a
lit tle, and the Danube be came more se ri ous. It ceased tri- 
fling. It was half-way to the Black Sea, within seem ing dis- 
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tance al most of other, stranger coun tries where no tricks
would be per mit ted or un der stood. It be came sud denly
grown-up, and claimed our re spect and even our awe. It
broke out into three arms, for one thing, that only met
again a hun dred kilo me ters far ther down, and for a ca noe
there were no in di ca tions which one was in tended to be
fol lowed.

“If you take a side chan nel,” said the Hun gar ian of fi cer
we met in the Press burg shop while buy ing pro vi sions,
“you may find your selves, when the flood sub sides, forty
miles from any where, high and dry, and you may eas ily
starve. There are no peo ple, no farms, no fish er men. I
warn you not to con tinue. the river, too, is still ris ing, and
this wind will in crease.”

The ris ing river did not alarm us in the least, but the
mat ter of be ing left high and dry by a sud den sub si dence
of the wa ters might be se ri ous, and we had con se quently
laid in an ex tra stock of pro vi sions. For the rest, the of fi- 
cer’s prophecy held true, and the wind, blow ing down a
per fectly clear sky, in creased steadily till it reached the
dig nity of a west erly gale.

It was ear lier than usual when we camped, for the sun
was a good hour or two from the hori zon, and leav ing my
friend still asleep on the hot sand, I wan dered about in
desul tory ex am i na tion of our ho tel. the is land, I found,
was less than an acre in ex tent, a mere sandy bank stand- 
ing some two or three feet above the level of the river. the
far end, point ing into the sun set, was cov ered with fly ing
spray which the tremen dous wind drove off the crests of
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the bro ken waves. It was tri an gu lar in shape, with the
apex up stream.

I stood there for sev eral min utes, watch ing the im petu- 
ous crim son flood bear ing down with a shout ing roar,
dash ing in waves against the bank as though to sweep it
bod ily away, and then swirling by in two foam ing streams
on ei ther side. the ground seemed to shake with the shock
and rush, while the fu ri ous move ment of the wil low
bushes as the wind poured over them in creased the cu ri- 
ous il lu sion that the is land it self ac tu ally moved. Above,
for a mile or two, I could see the great river de scend ing
upon me; it was like look ing up the slope of a slid ing hill,
white with foam, and leap ing up ev ery where to show it- 
self to the sun.

The rest of the is land was too thickly grown with wil- 
lows to make walk ing pleas ant, but I made the tour, nev- 
er the less. From the lower end the light, of course,
changed, and the river looked dark and an gry. Only the
backs of the fly ing waves were vis i ble, streaked with foam,
and pushed forcibly by the great puffs of wind that fell
upon them from be hind. For a short mile it was vis i ble,
pour ing in and out among the is lands, and then dis ap- 
pear ing with a huge sweep into the wil lows, which closed
about it like a herd of mon strous an te dilu vian crea tures
crowd ing down to drink. They made me think of gi gan tic
sponge-like growths that sucked the river up into them- 
selves. They caused it to van ish from sight. They herded
there to gether in such over pow er ing num bers.

Al to gether it was an im pres sive scene, with its ut ter
lone li ness, its bizarre sug ges tion; and as I gazed, long and
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cu ri ously, a sin gu lar emo tion be gan to stir some where in
the depths of me. Mid way in my de light of the wild
beauty, there crept, un bid den and un ex plained, a cu ri ous
feel ing of dis qui etude, al most of alarm.

A ris ing river, per haps, al ways sug gests some thing of
the omi nous; many of the lit tle is lands I saw be fore me
would prob a bly have been swept away by the morn ing;
this re sist less, thun der ing flood of wa ter touched the
sense of awe. Yet I was aware that my un easi ness lay
deeper far than the emo tions of awe and won der. It was
not that I felt. Nor had it di rectly to do with the power of
the driv ing wind—this shout ing hur ri cane that might al- 
most carry up a few acres of wil lows into the air and scat- 
ter them like so much chaff over the land scape. the wind
was sim ply en joy ing it self, for noth ing rose out of the flat
land scape to stop it, and I was con scious of shar ing its
great game with a kind of plea sur able ex cite ment. Yet this
novel emo tion had noth ing to do with the wind. In deed,
so vague was the sense of dis tress I ex pe ri enced, that it
was im pos si ble to trace it to its source and deal with it ac- 
cord ingly, though I was aware some how that it had to do
with my re al iza tion of our ut ter in signif i cance be fore this
un re strained power of the el e ments about me. the huge-
grown river had some thing to do with it too—a vague, un- 
pleas ant idea that we had some how tri fled with these
great el e men tal forces in whose power we lay help less ev- 
ery hour of the day and night. For here, in deed, they were
gi gan ti cally at play to gether, and the sight ap pealed to the
imag i na tion.
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But my emo tion, so far as I could un der stand it, seemed
to at tach it self more par tic u larly to the wil low bushes, to
these acres and acres of wil lows, crowd ing, so thickly
grow ing there, swarm ing ev ery where the eye could reach,
press ing upon the river as though to suf fo cate it, stand ing
in dense ar ray mile af ter mile be neath the sky, watch ing,
wait ing, lis ten ing. And, apart quite from the el e ments, the
wil lows con nected them selves sub tly with my malaise, at- 
tack ing the mind in sid i ously some how by rea son of their
vast num bers, and con triv ing in some way or other to rep- 
re sent to the imag i na tion a new and mighty power, a
power, more over, not al to gether friendly to us.

Great rev e la tions of na ture, of course, never fail to im- 
press in one way or an other, and I was no stranger to
moods of the kind. Moun tains over awe and oceans ter rify,
while the mys tery of great forests ex er cises a spell pe cu- 
liarly its own. But all these, at one point or an other, some- 
where link on in ti mately with hu man life and hu man ex- 
pe ri ence. They stir com pre hen si ble, even if alarm ing,
emo tions. They tend on the whole to ex alt.

With this mul ti tude of wil lows, how ever, it was some- 
thing far dif fer ent, I felt. Some essence em anated from
them that be sieged the heart. A sense of awe awak ened,
true, but of awe touched some where by a vague ter ror.
Their ser ried ranks, grow ing ev ery where darker about me
as the shad ows deep ened, mov ing fu ri ously yet softly in
the wind, woke in me the cu ri ous and un wel come sug ges- 
tion that we had tres passed here upon the bor ders of an
alien world, a world where we were in trud ers, a world
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where we were not wanted or in vited to re main—where
we ran grave risks per haps!

The feel ing, how ever, though it re fused to yield its
mean ing en tirely to anal y sis, did not at the time trou ble
me by pass ing into men ace. Yet it never left me quite,
even dur ing the very prac ti cal busi ness of putting up the
tent in a hur ri cane of wind and build ing a fire for the
stew-pot. It re mained, just enough to bother and per plex,
and to rob a most de light ful camp ing-ground of a good
por tion of its charm. To my com pan ion, how ever, I said
noth ing, for he was a man I con sid ered de void of imag i na- 
tion. In the first place, I could never have ex plained to
him what I meant, and in the sec ond, he would have
laughed stupidly at me if I had.

There was a slight de pres sion in the cen ter of the is- 
land, and here we pitched the tent. the sur round ing wil- 
lows broke the wind a bit.

“A poor camp,” ob served the im per turbable Swede
when at last the tent stood up right, “no stones and pre- 
cious lit tle fire wood. I’m for mov ing on early to mor row—
eh? This sand won’t hold any thing.”

But the ex pe ri ence of a col laps ing tent at mid night had
taught us many de vices, and we made the cozy gipsy
house as safe as pos si ble, and then set about col lect ing a
store of wood to last till bed-time. Wil low bushes drop no
branches, and drift wood was our only source of sup ply.
We hunted the shores pretty thor oughly. Ev ery where the
banks were crum bling as the ris ing flood tore at them and
car ried away great por tions with a splash and a gur gle.
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“The is land’s much smaller than when we landed,” said
the ac cu rate Swede. “It won’t last long at this rate. We’d
bet ter drag the ca noe close to the tent, and be ready to
start at a mo ment’s no tice. I shall sleep in my clothes.”

He was a lit tle dis tance off, climb ing along the bank,
and I heard his rather jolly laugh as he spoke.

“By Jove!” I heard him call, a mo ment later, and turned
to see what had caused his ex cla ma tion. But for the mo- 
ment he was hid den by the wil lows, and I could not find
him.

“What in the world’s this?” I heard him cry again, and
this time his voice had be come se ri ous.

I ran up quickly and joined him on the bank. He was
look ing over the river, point ing at some thing in the wa- 
ter.

“Good heav ens, it’s a man’s body!” he cried ex cit edly.
“Look!”

A black thing, turn ing over and over in the foam ing
waves, swept rapidly past. It kept dis ap pear ing and com- 
ing up to the sur face again. It was about twenty feet from
the shore, and just as it was op po site to where we stood it
lurched round and looked straight at us. We saw its eyes
re flect ing the sun set, and gleam ing an odd yel low as the
body turned over. Then it gave a swift, gulp ing plunge,
and dived out of sight in a flash.

“An ot ter, by gad!” we ex claimed in the same breath,
laugh ing.

It was an ot ter, alive, and out on the hunt; yet it had
looked ex actly like the body of a drowned man turn ing
help lessly in the cur rent. Far be low it came to the sur face
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once again, and we saw its black skin, wet and shin ing in
the sun light.

Then, too, just as we turned back, our arms full of drift- 
wood, an other thing hap pened to re call us to the river
bank. This time it re ally was a man, and what was more, a
man in a boat. Now a small boat on the Danube was an un- 
usual sight at any time, but here in this de serted re gion,
and at flood time, it was so un ex pected as to con sti tute a
real event. We stood and stared.

Whether it was due to the slant ing sun light, or the re- 
frac tion from the won der fully il lu mined wa ter, I can not
say, but, what ever the cause, I found it dif fi cult to fo cus
my sight prop erly upon the fly ing ap pari tion. It seemed,
how ever, to be a man stand ing up right in a sort of flat-
bot tomed boat, steer ing with a long oar, and be ing car ried
down the op po site shore at a tremen dous pace. He ap par- 
ently was look ing across in our di rec tion, but the dis tance
was too great and the light too un cer tain for us to make
out very plainly what he was about. It seemed to me that
he was ges tic u lat ing and mak ing signs at us. His voice
came across the wa ter to us shout ing some thing fu ri ously,
but the wind drowned it so that no sin gle word was au di- 
ble. There was some thing cu ri ous about the whole ap pear- 
ance—man, boat, signs, voice—that made an im pres sion
on me out of all pro por tion to its cause.

“He’s cross ing him self!” I cried. “Look, he’s mak ing the
sign of the Cross!”

“I be lieve you’re right,” the Swede said, shad ing his
eyes with his hand and watch ing the man out of sight. He
seemed to be gone in a mo ment, melt ing away down there
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into the sea of wil lows where the sun caught them in the
bend of the river and turned them into a great crim son
wall of beauty. Mist, too, had be gun to ruse, so that the air
was hazy.

“But what in the world is he do ing at night fall on this
flooded river?” I said, half to my self. “Where is he go ing at
such a time, and what did he mean by his signs and shout- 
ing? D’you think he wished to warn us about some thing?”

“He saw our smoke, and thought we were spir its prob a- 
bly,” laughed my com pan ion. “These Hun gar i ans be lieve
in all sorts of rub bish; you re mem ber the shop woman at
Press burg warn ing us that no one ever landed here be- 
cause it be longed to some sort of be ings out side man’s
world! I sup pose they be lieve in fairies and el e men tals,
pos si bly demons, too. That peas ant in the boat saw peo ple
on the is lands for the first time in his life,” he added, af ter
a slight pause, “and it scared him, that’s all.”

The Swede’s tone of voice was not con vinc ing, and his
man ner lacked some thing that was usu ally there. I noted
the change in stantly while he talked, though with out be- 
ing able to la bel it pre cisely.

“If they had enough imag i na tion,” I laughed loudly—I
re mem ber try ing to make as much noise as I could—“they
might well peo ple a place like this with the old gods of an- 
tiq uity. the Ro mans must have haunted all this re gion
more or less with their shrines and sa cred groves and el e- 
men tal deities.”

The sub ject dropped and we re turned to our stew-pot,
for my friend was not given to imag i na tive con ver sa tion
as a rule. More over, just then I re mem ber feel ing dis- 
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tinctly glad that he was not imag i na tive; his stolid, prac ti- 
cal na ture sud denly seemed to me wel come and com fort- 
ing. It was an ad mirable tem per a ment, I felt; he could
steer down rapids like a red In dian, shoot dan ger ous
bridges and whirlpools bet ter than any white man I ever
saw in a ca noe. He was a grand fel low for an ad ven tur ous
trip, a tower of strength when un to ward things hap pened.
I looked at his strong face and light curly hair as he stag- 
gered along un der his pile of drift wood (twice the size of
mine!), and I ex pe ri enced a feel ing of re lief. Yes, I was dis- 
tinctly glad just then that the Swede was—what he was,
and that he never made re marks that sug gested more
than they said.

“The river’s still ris ing, though,” he added, as if fol low- 
ing out some thoughts of his own, and drop ping his load
with a gasp. “This is land will be un der wa ter in two days if
it goes on.”

“I wish the wind would go down,” I said. “I don’t care a
fig for the river.”

The flood, in deed, had no ter rors for us; we could get
off at ten min utes’ no tice, and the more wa ter the bet ter
we liked it. It meant an in creas ing cur rent and the oblit er- 
a tion of the treach er ous shin gle-beds that so of ten threat- 
ened to tear the bot tom out of our ca noe.

Con trary to our ex pec ta tions, the wind did not go down
with the sun. It seemed to in crease with the dark ness,
howl ing over head and shak ing the wil lows round us like
straws. Cu ri ous sounds ac com pa nied it some times, like
the ex plo sion of heavy guns, and it fell upon the wa ter
and the is land in great flat blows of im mense power. It
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made me think of the sounds a planet must make, could
we only hear it, driv ing along through space.

But the sky kept wholly clear of clouds, and soon af ter
sup per the full moon rose up in the east and cov ered the
river and the plain of shout ing wil lows with a light like
the day.

We lay on the sandy patch be side the fire, smok ing, lis- 
ten ing to the noises of the night round us, and talk ing
hap pily of the jour ney we had al ready made, and of our
plans ahead. the map lay spread in the door of the tent,
but the high wind made it hard to study, and presently we
low ered the cur tain and ex tin guished the lantern. the
fire light was enough to smoke and see each other’s faces
by, and the sparks flew about over head like fire works. A
few yards be yond, the river gur gled and hissed, and from
time to time a heavy splash an nounced the fall ing away of
fur ther por tions of the bank.

Our talk, I no ticed, had to do with the far away scenes
and in ci dents of our first camps in the Black For est, or of
other sub jects al to gether re mote from the present set ting,
for nei ther of us spoke of the ac tual mo ment more than
was nec es sary—al most as though we had agreed tac itly to
avoid dis cus sion of the camp and its in ci dents. Nei ther the
ot ter nor the boat man, for in stance, re ceived the honor of
a sin gle men tion, though or di nar ily these would have fur- 
nished dis cus sion for the greater part of the evening.
They were, of course, dis tinct events in such a place.

The scarcity of wood made it a busi ness to keep the fire
go ing, for the wind, that drove the smoke in our faces
wher ever we sat, helped at the same time to make a
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forced draught. We took it in turn to make some for ag ing
ex pe di tions into the dark ness, and the quan tity the Swede
brought back al ways made me feel that he took an ab- 
surdly long time find ing it; for the fact was I did not care
much about be ing left alone, and yet it al ways seemed to
be my turn to grub about among the bushes or scram ble
along the slip pery banks in the moon light. the long day’s
bat tle with wind and wa ter—such wind and such wa ter!—
had tired us both, and an early bed was the ob vi ous pro- 
gram. Yet nei ther of us made the move for the tent. We
lay there, tend ing the fire, talk ing in desul tory fash ion,
peer ing about us into the dense wil low bushes, and lis ten- 
ing to the thun der of wind and river. the lone li ness of the
place had en tered our very bones, and si lence seemed nat- 
u ral, for af ter a bit the sound of our voices be came a tri fle
un real and forced; whis per ing would have been the fit ting
mode of com mu ni ca tion, I felt, and the hu man voice, al- 
ways rather ab surd amid the roar of the el e ments, now
car ried with it some thing al most il le git i mate. It was like
talk ing out loud in church, or in some place where it was
not law ful, per haps not quite safe, to be over heard.

The eeri ness of this lonely is land, set among a mil lion
wil lows, swept by a hur ri cane, and sur rounded by hur ry- 
ing deep wa ters, touched us both, I fancy. Un trod den by
man, al most un known to man, it lay there be neath the
moon, re mote from hu man in flu ence, on the fron tier of
an other world, an alien world, a world ten anted by wil- 
lows only and the souls of wil lows. And we, in our rash- 
ness, had dared to in vade it, even to make use of it! Some- 
thing more than the power of its mys tery stirred in me as
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I lay on the sand, feet to fire, and peered up through the
leaves at the stars. For the last time I rose to get fire wood.

“When this has burnt up,” I said firmly, “I shall turn
in,” and my com pan ion watched me lazily as I moved off
into the sur round ing shad ows.

For an unimag i na tive man I thought he seemed un usu- 
ally re cep tive that night, un usu ally open to sug ges tion of
things other than sen sory. He too was touched by the
beauty and lone li ness of the place. I was not al to gether
pleased, I re mem ber, to rec og nize this slight change in
him, and in stead of im me di ately col lect ing sticks, I made
my way to the far point of the is land where the moon light
on plain and river could be seen to bet ter ad van tage. the
de sire to be alone had come sud denly upon me; my for- 
mer dread re turned in force; there was a vague feel ing in
me I wished to face and probe to the bot tom.

When I reached the point of sand jut ting out among the
waves, the spell of the place de scended upon me with a
pos i tive shock. No mere “scenery” could have pro duced
such an ef fect. There was some thing more here, some- 
thing to alarm.

I gazed across the waste of wild wa ters; I watched the
whis per ing wil lows; I heard the cease less beat ing of the
tire less wind; and, one and all, each in its own way, stirred
in me this sen sa tion of a strange dis tress. But the wil lows
es pe cially; for ever they went on chat ter ing and talk ing
among them selves, laugh ing a lit tle, shrilly cry ing out,
some times sigh ing—but what it was they made so much
to-do about be longed to the se cret life of the great plain
they in hab ited. And it was ut terly alien to the world I
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knew, or to that of the wild yet kindly el e ments. They
made me think of a host of be ings from an other plane of
life, an other evo lu tion al to gether, per haps, all dis cussing
a mys tery known only to them selves. I watched them
mov ing busily to gether, oddly shak ing their big bushy
heads, twirling their myr iad leaves even when there was
no wind. They moved of their own will as though alive,
and they touched, by some in cal cu la ble method, my own
keen sense of the hor ri ble.

There they stood in the moon light, like a vast army
sur round ing our camp, shak ing their in nu mer able sil ver
spears de fi antly, formed all ready for an at tack.

The psy chol ogy of places, for some imag i na tions at
least, is very vivid; for the wan derer, es pe cially, camps
have their “note” ei ther of wel come or re jec tion. At first it
may not al ways be ap par ent, be cause the busy prepa ra- 
tions of tent and cook ing pre vent, but with the first pause
—af ter sup per usu ally—it comes and an nounces it self. And
the note of this wil low-camp now be came un mis tak ably
plain to me; we were in ter lop ers, tres passers; we were not
wel comed. the sense of un fa mil iar ity grew upon me as I
stood there watch ing. We touched the fron tier of a re gion
where our pres ence was re sented. For a night’s lodg ing we
might per haps be tol er ated; but for a pro longed and in- 
quis i tive stay—No! by all the gods of the trees and wilder- 
ness, no! We were the first hu man in flu ences upon this is- 
land, and we were not wanted. the wil lows were against
us.

Strange thoughts like these, bizarre fan cies, borne I
know not whence, found lodg ment in my mind as I stood
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lis ten ing. What, I thought, if, af ter all, these crouch ing
wil lows proved to be alive; if sud denly they should rise up,
like a swarm of liv ing crea tures, mar shaled by the gods
whose ter ri tory we had in vaded, sweep to wards us off the
vast swamps, boom ing over head in the night—and then
set tle down! As I looked it was so easy to imag ine they ac- 
tu ally moved, crept nearer, re treated a lit tle, hud dled to- 
gether in masses, hos tile, wait ing for the great wind that
should fi nally start them a-run ning. I could have sworn
their as pect changed a lit tle, and their ranks deep ened
and pressed more closely to gether.

The melan choly shrill cry of a night-bird sounded over- 
head, and sud denly I nearly lost my bal ance as the piece
of bank I stood upon fell with a great splash into the river,
un der mined by the flood. I stepped back just in time, and
went on hunt ing for fire wood again, half laugh ing at the
odd fan cies that crowded so thickly into my mind and cast
their spell upon me. I re called the Swede’s re mark about
mov ing on next day, and I was just think ing that I fully
agreed with him, when I turned with a start and saw the
sub ject of my thoughts stand ing im me di ately in front of
me. He was quite close. the roar of the el e ments had cov- 
ered his ap proach.

II
“You’ve been gone so long,” he shouted above the

wind, “I thought some thing must have hap pened to you.”
But there was that in his tone, and a cer tain look in his

face as well, that con veyed to me more than his usual
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words, and in a flash I un der stood the real rea son for his
com ing. It was be cause the spell of the place had en tered
his soul too, and he did not like be ing alone.

“River still ris ing,” he cried, point ing to the flood in the
moon light, “and the wind’s sim ply aw ful.”

He al ways said the same things, but it was the cry for
com pan ion ship that gave the real im por tance to his
words.

“Lucky,” I cried back, “our tent’s in the hol low. I think
it’ll hold all right.” I added some thing about the dif fi culty
of find ing wood, in or der to ex plain my ab sence, but the
wind caught my words and flung them across the river, so
that he did not hear, but just looked at me through the
branches, nod ding his head.

“Lucky if we get away with out dis as ter!” he shouted, or
words to that ef fect; and I re mem ber feel ing half an gry
with him for putting the thought into words, for it was ex- 
actly what I felt my self. There was dis as ter im pend ing
some where, and the sense of pre sen ti ment lay un pleas- 
antly upon me.

We went back to the fire and made a fi nal blaze, pok ing
it up with our feet. We took a last look round. But for the
wind the heat would have been un pleas ant. I put this
thought into words, and I re mem ber my friend’s re ply
struck me oddly: that he would rather have the heat, the
or di nary July weather, than this “di a bol i cal wind.”

Ev ery thing was snug for the night; the ca noe ly ing
turned over be side the tent, with both yel low pad dles be- 
neath her; the pro vi sion sack hang ing from a wil low-stem,
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and the washed-up dishes re moved to a safe dis tance from
the fire, all ready for the morn ing meal.

We smoth ered the em bers of the fire with sand, and
then turned in. the flap of the tent door was up, and I saw
the branches and the stars and the white moon light. the
shak ing wil lows and the heavy buf fet ings of the wind
against our taut lit tle house were the last things I re mem- 
bered as sleep came down and cov ered all with its soft and
de li cious for get ful ness.

Sud denly I found my self ly ing awake, peer ing from my
sandy mat tress through the door of the tent. I looked at
my watch pinned against the can vas, and saw by the
bright moon light that it was past twelve o’clock—the
thresh old of a new day—and I had there fore slept a cou ple
of hours. the Swede was asleep still be side me; the wind
howled as be fore; some thing plucked at my heart and
made me feel afraid. There was a sense of dis tur bance in
my im me di ate neigh bor hood.

I sat up quickly and looked out. the trees were sway ing
vi o lently to and fro as the gusts smote them, but our lit tle
bit of green can vas lay snugly safe in the hol low, for the
wind passed over it with out meet ing enough re sis tance to
make it vi cious. the feel ing of dis qui etude did not pass,
how ever, and I crawled qui etly out of the tent to see if our
be long ings were safe. I moved care fully so as not to waken
my com pan ion. A cu ri ous ex cite ment was on me.

I was half-way out, kneel ing on all fours, when my eye
first took in that the tops of the bushes op po site, with
their mov ing trac ery of leaves, made shapes against the
sky. I sat back on my haunches and stared. It was in cred i- 
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ble, surely, but there, op po site and slightly above me,
were shapes of some in de ter mi nate sort among the wil- 
lows, and as the branches swayed in the wind they seemed
to group them selves about these shapes, form ing a se ries
of mon strous out lines that shifted rapidly be neath the
moon. Close, about fifty feet in front of me, I saw these
things.

My first in stinct was to waken my com pan ion, that he
too might see them, but some thing made me hes i tate—the
sud den re al iza tion, prob a bly, that I should not wel come
cor rob o ra tion; and mean while I crouched there star ing in
amaze ment with smart ing eyes. I was wide awake. I re- 
mem ber say ing to my self that I was not dream ing.

They first be came prop erly vis i ble, these huge fig ures,
just within the tops of the bushes—im mense, bronze-col- 
ored, mov ing, and wholly in de pen dent of the sway ing of
the branches. I saw them plainly and noted, now I came to
ex am ine them more calmly, that they were very much
larger than hu man, and in deed that some thing in their
ap pear ance pro claimed them to be not hu man at all. Cer- 
tainly they were not merely the mov ing trac ery of the
branches against the moon light. They shifted in de pen- 
dently. They rose up wards in a con tin u ous stream from
earth to sky, van ish ing ut terly as soon as they reached the
dark of the sky. They were in ter laced one with an other,
mak ing a great col umn, and I saw their limbs and huge
bod ies melt ing in and out of each other, form ing this ser- 
pen tine line that bent and swayed and twisted spi rally
with the con tor tions of the wind-tossed trees. They were
nude, fluid shapes, pass ing up the bushes, within the
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leaves al most—ris ing up in a liv ing col umn into the heav- 
ens. Their faces I never could see. Un ceas ingly they
poured up wards, sway ing in great bend ing curves, with a
hue of dull bronze upon their skins.

I stared, try ing to force ev ery atom of vi sion from my
eyes. For a long time I thought they must ev ery mo ment
dis ap pear and re solve them selves into the move ments of
the branches and prove to be an op ti cal il lu sion. I
searched ev ery where for a proof of re al ity, when all the
while I un der stood quite well that the stan dard of re al ity
had changed. For the longer I looked the more cer tain I
be came that these fig ures were real and liv ing, though
per haps not ac cord ing to the stan dards that the cam era
and the bi ol o gist would in sist upon.

Far from feel ing fear, I was pos sessed with a sense of
awe and won der such as I have never known. I seemed to
be gaz ing at the per son i fied el e men tal forces of this
haunted and primeval re gion. Our in tru sion had stirred
the pow ers of the place into ac tiv ity. It was we who were
the cause of the dis tur bance, and my brain filled to burst- 
ing with sto ries and leg ends of the spir its and deities of
places that have been ac knowl edged and wor shipped by
men in all ages of the world’s his tory. But, be fore I could
ar rive at any pos si ble ex pla na tion, some thing im pelled
me to go far ther out, and I crept for ward on the sand and
stood up right. I felt the ground still warm un der my bare
feet; the wind tore at my hair and face; and the sound of
the river burst upon my ears with a sud den roar. These
things, I knew, were real, and proved that my senses were
act ing nor mally. Yet the fig ures still rose from earth to
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heaven, silent, ma jes ti cally, in a great spi ral of grace and
strength that over whelmed me at length with a gen uine
deep emo tion of wor ship. I felt that I must fall down and
wor ship—ab so lutely wor ship.

Per haps in an other minute I might have done so, when
a gust of wind swept against me with such force that it
blew me side ways, and I nearly stum bled and fell. It
seemed to shake the dream vi o lently out of me. At least it
gave me an other point of view some how. the fig ures still
re mained, still as cended into heaven from the heart of the
night, but my rea son at last be gan to as sert it self. It must
be a sub jec tive ex pe ri ence, I ar gued—none the less real
for that, but still sub jec tive. the moon light and the
branches com bined to work out these pic tures upon the
mir ror of my imag i na tion, and for some rea son I pro jected
them out wards and made them ap pear ob jec tive. I knew
this must be the case, of course. I took courage, and be gan
to move for ward across the open patches of sand. By Jove,
though, was it all hal lu ci na tion? Was it merely sub jec tive?
Did not my rea son ar gue in the old fu tile way from the lit- 
tle stan dard of the known?

I only know that great col umn of fig ures as cended
darkly into the sky for what seemed a very long pe riod of
time, and with a very com plete mea sure of re al ity as most
men are ac cus tomed to gauge re al ity. Then sud denly they
were gone!

And, once they were gone and the im me di ate won der
of their great pres ence had passed, fear came down upon
me with a cold rush. the es o teric mean ing of this lonely
and haunted re gion sud denly flamed up within me, and I
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be gan to trem ble dread fully. I took a quick look round—a
look of hor ror that came near to panic—cal cu lat ing vainly
ways of es cape; and then, re al iz ing how help less I was to
achieve any thing re ally ef fec tive, I crept back silently into
the tent and lay down again upon my sandy mat tress, first
low er ing the door-cur tain to shut out the sight of the wil- 
lows in the moon light, and then bury ing my head as
deeply as pos si ble be neath the blan kets to deaden the
sound of the ter ri fy ing wind.

As though fur ther to con vince me that I had not been
dream ing, I re mem ber that it was a long time be fore I fell
again into a trou bled and rest less sleep; and even then
only the up per crust of me slept, and un der neath there
was some thing that never quite lost con scious ness, but lay
alert and on the watch.

But this sec ond time I jumped up with a gen uine start
of ter ror. It was nei ther the wind nor the river that woke
me, but the slow ap proach of some thing that caused the
sleep ing por tion of me to grow smaller and smaller till at
last it van ished al to gether, and I found my self sit ting bolt
up right—lis ten ing.

Out side there was a sound of mul ti tudi nous lit tle pat- 
ter ings. They had been com ing, I was aware, for a long
time, and in my sleep they had first be come au di ble. I sat
there ner vously wide awake as though I had not slept at
all. It seemed to me that my breath ing came with dif fi- 
culty, and that there was a great weight upon the sur face
of my body. In spite of the hot night, I felt clammy with
cold and shiv ered. Some thing surely was press ing steadily
against the sides of the tent and weigh ing down upon it
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from above. Was it the body of the wind? Was this the pat- 
ter ing rain, the drip ping of the leaves? the spray blown
from the river by the wind and gath er ing in big drops? I
thought quickly of a dozen things.

Then sud denly the ex pla na tion leaped into my mind: a
bough from the poplar, the only large tree on the is land,
had fallen with the wind. Still half caught by the other
branches, it would fall with the next gust and crush us,
and mean while its leaves brushed and tapped upon the
tight can vas sur face of the tent. I raised a loose flap and
rushed out, call ing to the Swede to fol low.

But when I got out and stood up right I saw that the
tent was free. There was no hang ing bough; there was no
rain or spray; noth ing ap proached.

A cold, grey light fil tered down through the bushes and
lay on the faintly gleam ing sand. Stars still crowded the
sky di rectly over head, and the wind howled mag nif i- 
cently, but the fire no longer gave out any glow, and I saw
the east red den ing in streaks through the trees. Sev eral
hours must have passed since I stood there be fore watch- 
ing the as cend ing fig ures, and the mem ory of it now came
back to me hor ri bly, like an evil dream. Oh, how tired it
made me feel, that cease less rag ing wind! Yet, though the
deep las si tude of a sleep less night was on me, my nerves
were tin gling with the ac tiv ity of an equally tire less ap- 
pre hen sion, and all idea of re pose was out of the ques tion.
the river I saw had risen fur ther. Its thun der filled the air,
and a fine spray made it self felt through my thin sleep ing
shirt.
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Yet nowhere did I dis cover the slight est ev i dence of
any thing to cause alarm. This deep, pro longed dis tur- 
bance in my heart re mained wholly un ac counted for.

My com pan ion had not stirred when I called him, and
there was no need to waken him now. I looked about me
care fully, not ing ev ery thing; the turned-over ca noe; the
yel low pad dles—two of them, I’m cer tain; the pro vi sion
sack and the ex tra lantern hang ing to gether from the
tree; and, crowd ing ev ery where about me, en velop ing all,
the wil lows, those end less, shak ing wil lows. A bird ut tered
its morn ing cry, and a string of duck passed with whirring
flight over head in the twi light. the sand whirled, dry and
sting ing, about my bare feet in the wind.

I walked round the tent and then went out a lit tle way
into the bush, so that I could see across the river to the
far ther land scape, and the same pro found yet in de fin able
emo tion of dis tress seized upon me again as I saw the in- 
ter minable sea of bushes stretch ing to the hori zon, look- 
ing ghostly and un real in the wan light of dawn. I walked
softly here and there, still puz zling over that odd sound of
in fi nite pat ter ing, and of that pres sure upon the tent that
had wak ened me. It must have been the wind, I re flected—
the wind bear ing upon the loose, hot sand, driv ing the dry
par ti cles smartly against the taut can vas—the wind drop- 
ping heav ily upon our frag ile roof.

Yet all the time my ner vous ness and malaise in creased
ap pre cia bly.

I crossed over to the far ther shore and noted how the
coast-line had al tered in the night, and what masses of
sand the river had torn away. I dipped my hands and feet
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into the cool cur rent, and bathed my fore head. Al ready
there was a glow of sun rise in the sky and the ex quis ite
fresh ness of com ing day. On my way back I passed pur- 
posely be neath the very bushes where I had seen the col- 
umn of fig ures ris ing into the air, and mid way among the
clumps I sud denly found my self over taken by a sense of
vast ter ror. From the shad ows a large fig ure went swiftly
by. Some one passed me, as sure as ever man did….

It was a great stag ger ing blow from the wind that
helped me for ward again, and once out in the more open
space, the sense of ter ror di min ished strangely. the winds
were about and walk ing, I re mem ber say ing to my self, for
the winds of ten move like great pres ences un der the
trees. And al to gether the fear that hov ered about me was
such an un known and im mense kind of fear, so un like
any thing I had ever felt be fore, that it woke a sense of awe
and won der in me that did much to coun ter act its worst
ef fects; and when I reached a high point in the mid dle of
the is land from which I could see the wide stretch of river,
crim son in the sun rise, the whole mag i cal beauty of it all
was so over pow er ing that a sort of wild yearn ing woke in
me and al most brought a cry up into the throat.

But this cry found no ex pres sion, for as my eyes wan- 
dered from the plain be yond to the is land round me and
noted our lit tle tent half hid den among the wil lows, a
dread ful dis cov ery leaped out at me, com pared to which
my ter ror of the walk ing winds seemed as noth ing at all.

For a change, I thought, had some how come about in
the ar range ment of the land scape. It was not that my
point of van tage gave me a dif fer ent view, but that an al- 
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ter ation had ap par ently been ef fected in the re la tion of
the tent to the wil lows, and of the wil lows to the tent.
Surely the bushes now crowded much closer—un nec es sar- 
ily, un pleas antly close. They had moved nearer.

Creep ing with silent feet over the shift ing sands, draw- 
ing im per cep ti bly nearer by soft, un hur ried move ments,
the wil lows had come closer dur ing the night. But had the
wind moved them, or had they moved of them selves? I re- 
called the sound of in fi nite small pat ter ings and the pres- 
sure upon the tent and upon my own heart that caused
me to wake in ter ror. I swayed for a mo ment in the wind
like a tree, find ing it hard to keep my up right po si tion on
the sandy hillock. There was a sug ges tion here of per sonal
agency, of de lib er ate in ten tion, of ag gres sive hos til ity,
and it ter ri fied me into a sort of rigid ity.

Then the re ac tion fol lowed quickly. the idea was so
bizarre, so ab surd, that I felt in clined to laugh. But the
laugh ter came no more read ily than the cry, for the
knowl edge that my mind was so re cep tive to such dan ger- 
ous imag in ings brought the ad di tional ter ror that it was
through our minds and not through our phys i cal bod ies
that the at tack would come, and was com ing.

The wind buf feted me about, and, very quickly it
seemed, the sun came up over the hori zon, for it was af ter
four o’clock, and I must have stood on that lit tle pin na cle
of sand longer than I knew, afraid to come down to close
quar ters with the wil lows. I re turned qui etly, creep ily, to
the tent, first tak ing an other ex haus tive look round and—
yes, I con fess it—mak ing a few mea sure ments. I paced out
on the warm sand the dis tances be tween the wil lows and



45

the tent, mak ing a note of the short est dis tance par tic u- 
larly.

I crawled stealth ily into my blan kets. My com pan ion,
to all ap pear ances, still slept soundly, and I was glad that
this was so. Pro vided my ex pe ri ences were not cor rob o- 
rated, I could find strength some how to deny them, per- 
haps. With the day light I could per suade my self that it
was all a sub jec tive hal lu ci na tion, a fan tasy of the night, a
pro jec tion of the ex cited imag i na tion.

Noth ing fur ther came in to dis turb me, and I fell asleep
al most at once, ut terly ex hausted, yet still in dread of
hear ing again that weird sound of mul ti tudi nous pat ter- 
ing, or of feel ing the pres sure upon my heart that had
made it dif fi cult to breathe.

The sun was high in the heav ens when my com pan ion
woke me from a heavy sleep and an nounced that the por- 
ridge was cooked and there was just time to bathe. the
grate ful smell of friz zling ba con en tered the tent door.

“River still ris ing,” he said, “and sev eral is lands out in
mid-stream have dis ap peared al to gether. Our own is land’s
much smaller.”

“Any wood left?” I asked sleep ily.
“The wood and the is land will fin ish to mor row in a

dead heat,” he laughed, “but there’s enough to last us till
then.”

I plunged in from the point of the is land, which had in- 
deed al tered a lot in size and shape dur ing the night, and
was swept down in a mo ment to the land ing-place op po- 
site the tent. the wa ter was icy, and the banks flew by like
the coun try from an ex press train. Bathing un der such
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con di tions was an ex hil a rat ing op er a tion, and the ter ror
of the night seemed cleansed out of me by a process of
evap o ra tion in the brain. the sun was blaz ing hot; not a
cloud showed it self any where; the wind, how ever, had not
abated one lit tle jot.

Quite sud denly then the im plied mean ing of the
Swede’s words flashed across me, show ing that he no
longer wished to leave post-haste, and had changed his
mind. “Enough to last till to mor row”—he as sumed we
should stay on the is land an other night. It struck me as
odd. the night be fore he was so pos i tive the other way.
How had the change come about?

Great crum blings of the banks oc curred at break fast,
with heavy splash ings and clouds of spray which the wind
brought into our fry ing-pan, and my fel low-trav eler
talked in ces santly about the dif fi culty the Vi enna-Pesth
steam ers must have to find the chan nel in flood. But the
state of his mind in ter ested and im pressed me far more
than the state of the river or the dif fi cul ties of the steam- 
ers. He had changed some how since the evening be fore.
His man ner was dif fer ent—a tri fle ex cited, a tri fle shy,
with a sort of sus pi cion about his voice and ges tures. I
hardly know how to de scribe it now in cold blood, but at
the time I re mem ber be ing quite cer tain of one thing—
that he had be come fright ened?

He ate very lit tle break fast, and for once omit ted to
smoke his pipe. He had the map spread open be side him,
and kept study ing its mark ings.

“We’d bet ter get off sharp in an hour,” I said presently,
feel ing for an open ing that must bring him in di rectly to a
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par tial con fes sion at any rate. And his an swer puz zled me
un com fort ably: “Rather! If they’ll let us.”

“Who’ll let us? the el e ments?” I asked quickly, with af- 
fected in dif fer ence.

“The pow ers of this aw ful place, who ever they are,” he
replied, keep ing his eyes on the map. “The gods are here,
if they are any where at all in the world.”

“The el e ments are al ways the true im mor tals,” I
replied, laugh ing as nat u rally as I could man age, yet
know ing quite well that my face re flected my true feel ings
when he looked up gravely at me and spoke across the
smoke:

“We shall be for tu nate if we get away with out fur ther
dis as ter.”

This was ex actly what I had dreaded, and I screwed my- 
self up to the point of the di rect ques tion. It was like
agree ing to al low the den tist to ex tract the tooth; it had to
come any how in the long run, and the rest was all pre- 
tence.

“Fur ther dis as ter! Why, what’s hap pened?”
“For one thing—the steer ing pad dle’s gone,” he said

qui etly.
“The steer ing pad dle gone!” I re peated, greatly ex cited,

for this was our rud der, and the Danube in flood with out a
rud der was sui cide. “But what—”

“And there’s a tear in the bot tom of the ca noe,” he
added, with a gen uine lit tle tremor in his voice.

I con tin ued star ing at him, able only to re peat the
words in his face some what fool ishly. There, in the heat of
the sun, and on this burn ing sand, I was aware of a freez- 
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ing at mos phere de scend ing round us. I got up to fol low
him, for he merely nod ded his head gravely and led the
way to wards the tent a few yards on the other side of the
fire place. the ca noe still lay there as I had last seen her in
the night, ribs up per most, the pad dles, or rather, the pad- 
dle, on the sand be side her.

“There’s only one,” he said, stoop ing to pick it up. “And
here’s the rent in the base-board.”

It was on the tip of my tongue to tell him that I had
clearly no ticed two pad dles a few hours be fore, but a sec- 
ond im pulse made me think bet ter of it, and I said noth- 
ing. I ap proached to see.

There was a long, finely made tear in the bot tom of the
ca noe where a lit tle slither of wood had been neatly taken
clean out; it looked as if the tooth of a sharp rock or snag
had eaten down her length, and in ves ti ga tion showed that
the hole went through. Had we launched out in her with- 
out ob serv ing it we must in evitably have foundered. At
first the wa ter would have made the wood swell so as to
close the hole, but once out in mid-stream the wa ter must
have poured in, and the ca noe, never more than two
inches above the sur face, would have filled and sunk very
rapidly.

“There, you see an at tempt to pre pare a vic tim for the
sac ri fice,” I heard him say ing, more to him self than to me,
“two vic tims rather,” he added as he bent over and ran his
fin gers along the slit.

I be gan to whis tle—a thing I al ways do un con sciously
when ut terly non plussed—and pur posely paid no at ten- 
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tion to his words. I was de ter mined to con sider them fool- 
ish.

“It wasn’t there last night,” he said presently, straight- 
en ing up from his ex am i na tion and look ing any where but
at me.

“We must have scratched her in land ing, of course,” I
stopped whistling to say. “The stones are very sharp.”

I stopped abruptly, for at that mo ment he turned
round and met my eye squarely. I knew just as well as he
did how im pos si ble my ex pla na tion was. There were no
stones, to be gin with.

“And then there’s this to ex plain too,” he added qui- 
etly, hand ing me the pad dle and point ing to the blade.

A new and cu ri ous emo tion spread freez ingly over me
as I took and ex am ined it. the blade was scraped down all
over, beau ti fully scraped, as though some one had sand-
pa pered it with care, mak ing it so thin that the first vig or- 
ous stroke must have snapped it off at the el bow.

“One of us walked in his sleep and did this thing,” I said
fee bly, “or—or it has been filed by the con stant stream of
sand par ti cles blown against it by the wind, per haps.”

“Ah,” said the Swede, turn ing away, laugh ing a lit tle,
“you can ex plain ev ery thing.”

“The same wind that caught the steer ing pad dle and
flung it so near the bank that it fell in with the next lump
that crum bled,” I called out af ter him, ab so lutely de ter- 
mined to find an ex pla na tion for ev ery thing he showed
me.

“I see,” he shouted back, turn ing his head to look at me
be fore dis ap pear ing among the wil low bushes.
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Once alone with these per plex ing ev i dences of per sonal
agency, I think my first thoughts took the form of “One of
us must have done this thing, and it cer tainly was not I.”
But my sec ond thought de cided how im pos si ble it was to
sup pose, un der all the cir cum stances, that ei ther of us had
done it. That my com pan ion, the trusted friend of a dozen
sim i lar ex pe di tions, could have know ingly had a hand in
it, was a sug ges tion not to be en ter tained for a mo ment.
Equally ab surd seemed the ex pla na tion that this im per- 
turbable and densely prac ti cal na ture had sud denly be- 
come in sane and was bus ied with in sane pur poses.

Yet the fact re mained that what dis turbed me most,
and kept my fear ac tively alive even in this blaze of sun- 
shine and wild beauty, was the clear cer tainty that some
cu ri ous al ter ation had come about in his mind—that he
was ner vous, timid, sus pi cious, aware of go ings on he did
not speak about, watch ing a se ries of se cret and hith erto
un men tion able events—wait ing, in a word, for a cli max
that he ex pected, and, I thought, ex pected very soon. This
grew up in my mind in tu itively—I hardly knew how.

I made a hur ried ex am i na tion of the tent and its sur- 
round ings, but the mea sure ments of the night re mained
the same. There were deep hol lows formed in the sand I
now no ticed for the first time, basin-shaped and of var i- 
ous depths and sizes, vary ing from that of a tea-cup to a
large bowl. the wind, no doubt, was re spon si ble for these
minia ture craters, just as it was for lift ing the pad dle and
toss ing it to wards the wa ter. the rent in the ca noe was the
only thing that seemed quite in ex pli ca ble; and, af ter all, it
was con ceiv able that a sharp point had caught it when we
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landed. the ex am i na tion I made of the shore did not as sist
this the ory, but all the same I clung to it with that di min- 
ish ing por tion of my in tel li gence which I called my “rea- 
son.” An ex pla na tion of some kind was an ab so lute ne ces- 
sity, just as some work ing ex pla na tion of the uni verse is
nec es sary—how ever ab surd—to the hap pi ness of ev ery in- 
di vid ual who seeks to do his duty in the world and face
the prob lems of life. the sim ile seemed to me at the time
an ex act par al lel.

I at once set the pitch melt ing, and presently the Swede
joined me at the work, though un der the best con di tions
in the world the ca noe could not be safe for trav el ing till
the fol low ing day. I drew his at ten tion ca su ally to the hol- 
lows in the sand.

“Yes,” he said, “I know. They’re all over the is land. But
you can ex plain them, no doubt!”

“Wind, of course,” I an swered with out hes i ta tion.
“Have you never watched those lit tle whirl winds in the
street that twist and twirl ev ery thing into a cir cle? This
sand’s loose enough to yield, that’s all.”

He made no re ply, and we worked on in si lence for a
bit. I watched him sur rep ti tiously all the time, and I had
an idea he was watch ing me. He seemed, too, to be al ways
lis ten ing at ten tively to some thing I could not hear, or per- 
haps for some thing that he ex pected to hear, for he kept
turn ing about and star ing into the bushes, and up into the
sky, and out across the wa ter where it was vis i ble through
the open ings among the wil lows. Some times he even put
his hand to his ear and held it there for sev eral min utes.
He said noth ing to me, how ever, about it, and I asked no
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ques tions. And mean while, as he mended that torn ca noe
with the skill and ad dress of a red In dian, I was glad to no- 
tice his ab sorp tion in the work, for there was a vague
dread in my heart that he would speak of the changed as- 
pect of the wil lows. And, if he had no ticed that, my imag i- 
na tion could no longer be held a suf fi cient ex pla na tion of
it.

III
At length, af ter a long pause, he be gan to talk.
“Queer thing,” he added in a hur ried sort of voice, as

though he wanted to say some thing and get it over.
“Queer thing. I mean, about that ot ter last night.”

I had ex pected some thing so to tally dif fer ent that he
caught me with sur prise, and I looked up sharply.

“Shows how lonely this place is. Ot ters are aw fully shy
things—”

“I don’t mean that, of course,” he in ter rupted. “I mean
—do you think—did you think it re ally was an ot ter?”

“What else, in the name of Heaven, what else?”
“You know, I saw it be fore you did, and at first it

seemed—so much big ger than an ot ter.”
“The sun set as you looked up-stream mag ni fied it, or

some thing,” I replied.
He looked at me ab sently a mo ment, as though his

mind were busy with other thoughts.
“It had such ex tra or di nary yel low eyes,” he went on

half to him self.
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“That was the sun too,” I laughed, a tri fle bois ter ously.
“I sup pose you’ll won der next if that fel low in the boat—”

I sud denly de cided not to fin ish the sen tence. He was in
the act again of lis ten ing, turn ing his head to the wind,
and some thing in the ex pres sion of his face made me halt.
the sub ject dropped, and we went on with our caulk ing.
Ap par ently he had not no ticed my un fin ished sen tence.
Five min utes later, how ever, he looked at me across the
ca noe, the smok ing pitch in his hand, his face ex ceed ingly
grave.

“I did rather won der, if you want to know,” he said
slowly, “what that thing in the boat was. I re mem ber
think ing at the time it was not a man. the whole busi ness
seemed to rise quite sud denly out of the wa ter.”

I laughed again bois ter ously in his face, but this time
there was im pa tience, and a strain of anger too, in my
feel ing.

“Look here now,” I cried, “this place is quite queer
enough with out go ing out of our way to imag ine things!
That boat was an or di nary boat, and the man in it was an
or di nary man, and they were both go ing down-stream as
fast as they could lick. And that ot ter was an ot ter, so
don’t let’s play the fool about it!”

He looked steadily at me with the same grave ex pres- 
sion. He was not in the least an noyed. I took courage from
his si lence.

“And, for Heaven’s sake,” I went on, “don’t keep pre- 
tend ing you hear things, be cause it only gives me the
jumps, and there’s noth ing to hear but the river and this
cursed old thun der ing wind.”
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“You fool!” he an swered in a low, shocked voice, “you
ut ter fool. That’s just the way all vic tims talk. As if you
didn’t un der stand just as well as I do!” he sneered with
scorn in his voice, and a sort of res ig na tion. “The best
thing you can do is to keep quiet and try to hold your
mind as firm as pos si ble. This fee ble at tempt at self-de- 
cep tion only makes the truth harder when you’re forced
to meet it.”

My lit tle ef fort was over, and I found noth ing more to
say, for I knew quite well his words were true, and that I
was the fool, not he. Up to a cer tain stage in the ad ven ture
he kept ahead of me eas ily, and I think I felt an noyed to be
out of it, to be thus proved less psy chic, less sen si tive than
him self to these ex tra or di nary hap pen ings, and half ig no- 
rant all the time of what was go ing on un der my very
nose. He knew from the very be gin ning, ap par ently. But
at the mo ment I wholly missed the point of his words
about the ne ces sity of there be ing a vic tim, and that we
our selves were des tined to sat isfy the want. I dropped all
pre tence thence for ward, but thence for ward like wise my
fear in creased steadily to the cli max.

“But you’re quite right about one thing,” he added, be- 
fore the sub ject passed, “and that is that we’re wiser not
to talk about it, or even to think about it, be cause what
one thinks finds ex pres sion in words, and what one says,
hap pens.”

That af ter noon, while the ca noe dried and hard ened,
we spent try ing to fish, test ing the leak, col lect ing wood,
and watch ing the enor mous flood of ris ing wa ter. Masses
of drift wood swept near our shores some times, and we
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fished for them with long wil low branches. the is land
grew per cep ti bly smaller as the banks were torn away
with great gulps and splashes. the weather kept bril liantly
fine till about four o’clock, and then for the first time for
three days the wind showed signs of abat ing. Clouds be- 
gan to gather in the south-west, spread ing thence slowly
over the sky.

This less en ing of the wind came as a great re lief, for
the in ces sant roar ing, bang ing, and thun der ing had ir ri- 
tated our nerves. Yet the si lence that came about five
o’clock with its sud den ces sa tion was in a man ner quite as
op pres sive. the boom ing of the river had ev ery thing in its
own way then; it filled the air with deep mur murs, more
mu si cal than the wind noises, but in fin itely more mo not o- 
nous. the wind held many notes, ris ing, fall ing al ways
beat ing out some sort of great el e men tal tune; whereas
the river’s song lay be tween three notes at most—dull
pedal notes, that held a lugubri ous qual ity for eign to the
wind, and some how seemed to me, in my then ner vous
state, to sound won der fully well the mu sic of doom.

It was ex tra or di nary, too, how the with drawal sud- 
denly of bright sun light took ev ery thing out of the land- 
scape that made for cheer ful ness; and since this par tic u lar
land scape had al ready man aged to con vey the sug ges tion
of some thing sin is ter, the change of course was all the
more un wel come and no tice able. For me, I know, the
dark en ing out look be came dis tinctly more alarm ing, and I
found my self more than once cal cu lat ing how soon af ter
sun set the full moon would get up in the east, and
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whether the gath er ing clouds would greatly in ter fere
with her light ing of the lit tle is land.

With this gen eral hush of the wind—though it still in- 
dulged in oc ca sional brief gusts—the river seemed to me
to grow blacker, the wil lows to stand more densely to- 
gether. the lat ter, too, kept up a sort of in de pen dent
move ment of their own, rustling among them selves when
no wind stirred, and shak ing oddly from the roots up- 
wards. When com mon ob jects in this way be come
charged with the sug ges tion of hor ror, they stim u late the
imag i na tion far more than things of un usual ap pear ance;
and these bushes, crowd ing hud dled about us, as sumed
for me in the dark ness a bizarre grotes querie of ap pear- 
ance that lent to them some how the as pect of pur pose ful
and liv ing crea tures. Their very or di nar i ness, I felt,
masked what was ma lig nant and hos tile to us. the forces
of the re gion drew nearer with the com ing of night. They
were fo cus ing upon our is land, and more par tic u larly
upon our selves. For thus, some how, in the terms of the
imag i na tion, did my re ally in de scrib able sen sa tions in this
ex tra or di nary place present them selves.

I had slept a good deal in the early af ter noon, and had
thus re cov ered some what from the ex haus tion of a dis- 
turbed night, but this only served ap par ently to ren der
me more sus cep ti ble than be fore to the ob sess ing spell of
the haunt ing. I fought against it, laugh ing at my feel ings
as ab surd and child ish, with very ob vi ous phys i o log i cal
ex pla na tions, yet, in spite of ev ery ef fort, they gained in
strength upon me so that I dreaded the night as a child
lost in a for est must dread the ap proach of dark ness.
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The ca noe we had care fully cov ered with a wa ter proof
sheet dur ing the day, and the one re main ing pad dle had
been se curely tied by the Swede to the base of a tree, lest
the wind should rob us of that too. From five o’clock on- 
wards I bus ied my self with the stew-pot and prepa ra tions
for din ner, it be ing my turn to cook that night. We had
pota toes, onions, bits of ba con fat to add fla vor, and a gen- 
eral thick residue from for mer stews at the bot tom of the
pot; with black bread bro ken up into it the re sult was
most ex cel lent, and it was fol lowed by a stew of plums
with sugar and a brew of strong tea with dried milk. A
good pile of wood lay close at hand, and the ab sence of
wind made my du ties easy. My com pan ion sat lazily
watch ing me, di vid ing his at ten tions be tween clean ing his
pipe and giv ing use less ad vice—an ad mit ted priv i lege of
the off-duty man. He had been very quiet all the af ter- 
noon, en gaged in re-caulk ing the ca noe, strength en ing
the tent ropes, and fish ing for drift wood while I slept. No
more talk about un de sir able things had passed be tween
us, and I think his only re marks had to do with the grad- 
ual de struc tion of the is land, which he de clared was not
fully a third smaller than when we first landed.

The pot had just be gun to bub ble when I heard his
voice call ing to me from the bank, where he had wan- 
dered away with out my notic ing. I ran up.

“Come and lis ten,” he said, “and see what you make of
it.” He held his hand cup wise to his ear, as so of ten be fore.

“Now do you hear any thing?” he asked, watch ing me
cu ri ously.
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We stood there, lis ten ing at ten tively to gether. At first I
heard only the deep note of the wa ter and the hiss ings ris- 
ing from its tur bu lent sur face. the wil lows, for once, were
mo tion less and silent. Then a sound be gan to reach my
ears faintly, a pe cu liar sound—some thing like the hum- 
ming of a dis tant gong. It seemed to come across to us in
the dark ness from the waste of swamps and wil lows op po- 
site. It was re peated at reg u lar in ter vals, but it was cer- 
tainly nei ther the sound of a bell nor the hoot ing of a dis- 
tant steamer. I can liken it to noth ing so much as to the
sound of an im mense gong, sus pended far up in the sky,
re peat ing in ces santly its muf fled metal lic note, soft and
mu si cal, as it was re peat edly struck. My heart quick ened
as I lis tened.

“I’ve heard it all day,” said my com pan ion. “While you
slept this af ter noon it came all round the is land. I hunted
it down, but could never get near enough to see—to lo cal- 
ize it cor rectly. Some times it was over head, and some- 
times it seemed un der the wa ter. Once or twice, too, I
could have sworn it was not out side at all, but within my- 
self—you know—the way a sound in the fourth di men sion
is sup posed to come.”

I was too much puz zled to pay much at ten tion to his
words. I lis tened care fully, striv ing to as so ciate it with any
known fa mil iar sound I could think of, but with out suc- 
cess. It changed in the di rec tion, too, com ing nearer, and
then sink ing ut terly away into re mote dis tance. I can not
say that it was omi nous in qual ity, be cause to me it
seemed dis tinctly mu si cal, yet I must ad mit it set go ing a
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dis tress ing feel ing that made me wish I had never heard
it.

“The wind blow ing in those sand-fun nels,” I said de ter- 
mined to find an ex pla na tion, “or the bushes rub bing to- 
gether af ter the storm per haps.”

“It comes off the whole swamp,” my friend an swered.
“It comes from ev ery where at once.” He ig nored my ex- 
pla na tions. “It comes from the wil low bushes some how—”

“But now the wind has dropped,” I ob jected. “The wil- 
lows can hardly make a noise by them selves, can they?”

His an swer fright ened me, first be cause I had dreaded
it, and sec ondly, be cause I knew in tu itively it was true.

“It is be cause the wind has dropped we now hear it. It
was drowned be fore. It is the cry, I be lieve, of the—”

I dashed back to my fire, warned by the sound of bub- 
bling that the stew was in dan ger, but de ter mined at the
same time to es cape fur ther con ver sa tion. I was res o lute,
if pos si ble, to avoid the ex chang ing of views. I dreaded,
too, that he would be gin about the gods, or the el e men tal
forces, or some thing else dis qui et ing, and I wanted to
keep my self well in hand for what might hap pen later.
There was an other night to be faced be fore we es caped
from this dis tress ing place, and there was no know ing yet
what it might bring forth.

“Come and cut up bread for the pot,” I called to him,
vig or ously stir ring the ap pe tiz ing mix ture. That stew-pot
held san ity for us both, and the thought made me laugh.

He came over slowly and took the pro vi sion sack from
the tree, fum bling in its mys te ri ous depths, and then emp- 
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ty ing the en tire con tents upon the ground-sheet at his
feet.

“Hurry up!” I cried; “it’s boil ing.”
The Swede burst out into a roar of laugh ter that star- 

tled me. It was forced laugh ter, not ar ti fi cial ex actly, but
mirth less.

“There’s noth ing here!” he shouted, hold ing his sides.
“Bread, I mean.”
“It’s gone. There is no bread. They’ve taken it!”
I dropped the long spoon and ran up. Ev ery thing the

sack had con tained lay upon the ground-sheet, but there
was no loaf.

The whole dead weight of my grow ing fear fell upon
me and shook me. Then I burst out laugh ing too. It was
the only thing to do: and the sound of my laugh ter also
made me un der stand his. the stain of psy chi cal pres sure
caused it—this ex plo sion of un nat u ral laugh ter in both of
us; it was an ef fort of re pressed forces to seek re lief; it was
a tem po rary safety-valve. And with both of us it ceased
quite sud denly.

“How crim i nally stupid of me!” I cried, still de ter mined
to be con sis tent and find an ex pla na tion. “I clean for got to
buy a loaf at Press burg. That chat ter ing woman put ev ery- 
thing out of my head, and I must have left it ly ing on the
counter or—”

“The oat meal, too, is much less than it was this morn- 
ing,” the Swede in ter rupted.

Why in the world need he draw at ten tion to it? I
thought an grily.



61

“There’s enough for to mor row,” I said, stir ring vig or- 
ously, “and we can get lots more at Ko morn or Gran. In
twenty-four hours we shall be miles from here.”

“I hope so—to God,” he mut tered, putting the things
back into the sack, “un less we’re claimed first as vic tims
for the sac ri fice,” he added with a fool ish laugh. He
dragged the sack into the tent, for safety’s sake, I sup pose,
and I heard him mum bling to him self, but so in dis tinctly
that it seemed quite nat u ral for me to ig nore his words.

Our meal was be yond ques tion a gloomy one, and we
ate it al most in si lence, avoid ing one an other’s eyes, and
keep ing the fire bright. Then we washed up and pre pared
for the night, and, once smok ing, our minds un oc cu pied
with any def i nite du ties, the ap pre hen sion I had felt all
day long be came more and more acute. It was not then ac- 
tive fear, I think, but the very vague ness of its ori gin dis- 
tressed me far more that if I had been able to ticket and
face it squarely. the cu ri ous sound I have likened to the
note of a gong be came now al most in ces sant, and filled
the still ness of the night with a faint, con tin u ous ring ing
rather than a se ries of dis tinct notes. At one time it was
be hind and at an other time in front of us. Some times I
fan cied it came from the bushes on our left, and then
again from the clumps on our right. More of ten it hov ered
di rectly over head like the whirring of wings. It was re ally
ev ery where at once, be hind, in front, at our sides and
over our heads, com pletely sur round ing us. the sound re- 
ally de fies de scrip tion. But noth ing within my knowl edge
is like that cease less muf fled hum ming ris ing off the de- 
serted world of swamps and wil lows.
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We sat smok ing in com par a tive si lence, the strain
grow ing ev ery minute greater. the worst fea ture of the
sit u a tion seemed to me that we did not know what to ex- 
pect, and could there fore make no sort of prepa ra tion by
way of de fense. We could an tic i pate noth ing. My ex pla na- 
tions made in the sun shine, more over, now came to haunt
me with their fool ish and wholly un sat is fac tory na ture,
and it was more and more clear to us that some kind of
plain talk with my com pan ion was in evitable, whether I
liked it or not. Af ter all, we had to spend the night to- 
gether, and to sleep in the same tent side by side. I saw
that I could not get along much longer with out the sup- 
port of his mind, and for that, of course, plain talk was im- 
per a tive. As long as pos si ble, how ever, I post poned this
lit tle cli max, and tried to ig nore or laugh at the oc ca sional
sen tences he flung into the empti ness.

Some of these sen tences, more over, were con found edly
dis qui et ing to me, com ing as they did to cor rob o rate
much that I felt my self; cor rob o ra tion, too—which made it
so much more con vinc ing—from a to tally dif fer ent point
of view. He com posed such cu ri ous sen tences, and hurled
them at me in such an in con se quen tial sort of way, as
though his main line of thought was se cret to him self, and
these frag ments were mere bits he found it im pos si ble to
di gest. He got rid of them by ut ter ing them. Speech re- 
lieved him. It was like be ing sick.

“There are things about us, I’m sure, that make for dis- 
or der, dis in te gra tion, de struc tion, our de struc tion,” he
said once, while the fire blazed be tween us. “We’ve
strayed out of a safe line some where.”
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And, an other time, when the gong sounds had come
nearer, ring ing much louder than be fore, and di rectly
over our heads, he said as though talk ing to him self:

“I don’t think a gramo phone would show any record of
that. the sound doesn’t come to me by the ears at all. the
vi bra tions reach me in an other man ner al to gether, and
seem to be within me, which is pre cisely how a fourth di- 
men sional sound might be sup posed to make it self heard.”

I pur posely made no re ply to this, but I sat up a lit tle
closer to the fire and peered about me into the dark ness.
the clouds were massed all over the sky, and no trace of
moon light came through. Very still, too, ev ery thing was,
so that the river and the frogs had things all their own
way.

“It has that about it,” he went on, “which is ut terly out
of com mon ex pe ri ence. It is un known. Only one thing de- 
scribes it re ally; it is a non-hu man sound; I mean a sound
out side hu man ity.”

Hav ing rid him self of this in di gestible morsel, he lay
quiet for a time, but he had so ad mirably ex pressed my
own feel ing that it was a re lief to have the thought out,
and to have con fined it by the lim i ta tion of words from
dan ger ous wan der ing to and fro in the mind.

The soli tude of that Danube camp ing-place, can I ever
for get it? the feel ing of be ing ut terly alone on an empty
planet! My thoughts ran in ces santly upon cities and the
haunts of men. I would have given my soul, as the say ing
is, for the “feel” of those Bavar ian vil lages we had passed
through by the score; for the nor mal, hu man com mon- 
places; peas ants drink ing beer, ta bles be neath the trees,
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hot sun shine, and a ru ined cas tle on the rocks be hind the
red-roofed church. Even the tourists would have been
wel come.

Yet what I felt of dread was no or di nary ghostly fear. It
was in fin itely greater, stranger, and seemed to arise from
some dim an ces tral sense of ter ror more pro foundly dis- 
turb ing than any thing I had known or dreamed of. We had
“strayed,” as the Swede put it, into some re gion or some
set of con di tions where the risks were great, yet un in tel li- 
gi ble to us; where the fron tiers of some un known world
lay close about us. It was a spot held by the dwellers in
some outer space, a sort of peep-hole whence they could
spy upon the earth, them selves un seen, a point where the
veil be tween had worn a lit tle thin. As the fi nal re sult of
too long a so journ here, we should be car ried over the
bor der and de prived of what we called “our lives,” yet by
men tal, not phys i cal, pro cesses. In that sense, as he said,
we should be the vic tims of our ad ven ture—a sac ri fice.

It took us in dif fer ent fash ion, each ac cord ing to the
mea sure of his sen si tive ness and pow ers of re sis tance. I
trans lated it vaguely into a per son i fi ca tion of the might ily
dis turbed el e ments, in vest ing them with the hor ror of a
de lib er ate and malefic pur pose, re sent ful of our au da cious
in tru sion into their breed ing-place; whereas my friend
threw it into the un o rig i nal form at first of a tres pass on
some an cient shrine, some place where the old gods still
held sway, where the emo tional forces of for mer wor ship- 
pers still clung, and the an ces tral por tion of him yielded
to the old pa gan spell.
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At any rate, here was a place un pol luted by men, kept
clean by the winds from coars en ing hu man in flu ences, a
place where spir i tual agen cies were within reach and ag- 
gres sive. Never, be fore or since, have I been so at tacked
by in de scrib able sug ges tions of a “be yond re gion,” of an- 
other scheme of life, an other rev o lu tion not par al lel to
the hu man. And in the end our minds would suc cumb un- 
der the weight of the aw ful spell, and we should be drawn
across the fron tier into their world.

Small things tes ti fied to the amaz ing in flu ence of the
place, and now in the si lence round the fire they al lowed
them selves to be noted by the mind. the very at mos phere
had proved it self a mag ni fy ing medium to dis tort ev ery
in di ca tion: the ot ter rolling in the cur rent, the hur ry ing
boat man mak ing signs, the shift ing wil lows, one and all
had been robbed of its nat u ral char ac ter, and re vealed in
some thing of its other as pect—as it ex isted across the bor- 
der to that other re gion. And this changed as pect I felt
was now not merely to me, but to the race. the whole ex- 
pe ri ence whose verge we touched was un known to hu- 
man ity at all. It was a new or der of ex pe ri ence, and in the
true sense of the word un earthly.

“It’s the de lib er ate, cal cu lat ing pur pose that re duces
one’s courage to zero,” the Swede said sud denly, as if he
had been ac tu ally fol low ing my thoughts. “Oth er wise
imag i na tion might count for much. But the pad dle, the ca- 
noe, the less en ing food—”

“Haven’t I ex plained all that once?” I in ter rupted vi- 
ciously.

“You have,” he an swered dryly; “you have in deed.”
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He made other re marks too, as usual, about what he
called the “plain de ter mi na tion to pro vide a vic tim”; but,
hav ing now ar ranged my thoughts bet ter, I rec og nized
that this was sim ply the cry of his fright ened soul against
the knowl edge that he was be ing at tacked in a vi tal part,
and that he would be some how taken or de stroyed. the
sit u a tion called for a courage and calm ness of rea son ing
that nei ther of us could com pass, and I have never be fore
been so clearly con scious of two per sons in me—the one
that ex plained ev ery thing, and the other that laughed at
such fool ish ex pla na tions, yet was hor ri bly afraid.

Mean while, in the pitchy night the fire died down and
the wood pile grew small. Nei ther of us moved to re plen- 
ish the stock, and the dark ness con se quently came up
very close to our faces. A few feet be yond the cir cle of
fire light it was inky black. Oc ca sion ally a stray puff of
wind set the wil lows shiv er ing about us, but apart from
this not very wel come sound a deep and de press ing si- 
lence reigned, bro ken only by the gur gling of the river
and the hum ming in the air over head.

We both missed, I think, the shout ing com pany of the
winds.

At length, at a mo ment when a stray puff pro longed it- 
self as though the wind were about to rise again, I reached
the point for me of sat u ra tion, the point where it was ab- 
so lutely nec es sary to find re lief in plain speech, or else to
be tray my self by some hys ter i cal ex trav a gance that must
have been far worse in its ef fect upon both of us. I kicked
the fire into a blaze, and turned to my com pan ion
abruptly. He looked up with a start.
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“I can’t dis guise it any longer,” I said; “I don’t like this
place, and the dark ness, and the noises, and the aw ful
feel ings I get. There’s some thing here that beats me ut- 
terly. I’m in a blue funk, and that’s the plain truth. If the
other shore was—dif fer ent, I swear I’d be in clined to swim
for it!”

The Swede’s face turned very white be neath the deep
tan of sun and wind. He stared straight at me and an- 
swered qui etly, but his voice be trayed his huge ex cite- 
ment by its un nat u ral calm ness. For the mo ment, at any
rate, he was the strong man of the two. He was more
phleg matic, for one thing.

“It’s not a phys i cal con di tion we can es cape from by
run ning away,” he replied, in the tone of a doc tor di ag- 
nos ing some grave dis ease; “we must sit tight and wait.
There are forces close here that could kill a herd of ele- 
phants in a sec ond as eas ily as you or I could squash a fly.
Our only chance is to keep per fectly still. Our in signif i- 
cance per haps may save us.”

I put a dozen ques tions into my ex pres sion of face, but
found no words. It was pre cisely like lis ten ing to an ac cu- 
rate de scrip tion of a dis ease whose symp toms had puz zled
me.

“I mean that so far, al though aware of our dis turb ing
pres ence, they have not found us—not ‘lo cated’ us, as the
Amer i cans say,” he went on. “They’re blun der ing about
like men hunt ing for a leak of gas. the pad dle and ca noe
and pro vi sions prove that. I think they feel us, but can not
ac tu ally see us. We must keep our minds quiet—it’s our
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minds they feel. We must con trol our thoughts, or it’s all
up with us.”

“Death, you mean?” I stam mered, icy with the hor ror
of his sug ges tion.

“Worse—by far,” he said. “Death, ac cord ing to one’s be- 
lief, means ei ther an ni hi la tion or re lease from the lim i ta- 
tions of the senses, but it in volves no change of char ac ter.
You don’t sud denly al ter just be cause the body’s gone. But
this means a rad i cal al ter ation, a com plete change, a hor- 
ri ble loss of one self by sub sti tu tion—far worse than death,
and not even an ni hi la tion. We hap pen to have camped in
a spot where their re gion touches ours, where the veil be- 
tween has worn thin”—hor rors! he was us ing my very
own phrase, my ac tual words—“so that they are aware of
our be ing in their neigh bor hood.”

“But who are aware?” I asked.
I for got the shak ing of the wil lows in the wind less

calm, the hum ming over head, ev ery thing ex cept that I
was wait ing for an an swer that I dreaded more than I can
pos si bly ex plain.

He low ered his voice at once to re ply, lean ing for ward a
lit tle over the fire, an in de fin able change in his face that
made me avoid his eyes and look down upon the ground.

“All my life,” he said, “I have been strangely, vividly
con scious of an other re gion—not far re moved from our
own world in one sense, yet wholly dif fer ent in kind—
where great things go on un ceas ingly, where im mense
and ter ri ble per son al i ties hurry by, in tent on vast pur- 
poses com pared to which earthly af fairs, the rise and fall
of na tions, the des tinies of em pires, the fate of armies and
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con ti nents, are all as dust in the bal ance; vast pur poses, I
mean, that deal di rectly with the soul, and not in di rectly
with more ex pres sions of the soul—”

“I sug gest just now—” I be gan, seek ing to stop him,
feel ing as though I was face to face with a mad man. But he
in stantly over bore me with his tor rent that had to come.

“You think,” he said, “it is the spirit of the el e ments,
and I thought per haps it was the old gods. But I tell you
now it is—nei ther. These would be com pre hen si ble en ti- 
ties, for they have re la tions with men, de pend ing upon
them for wor ship or sac ri fice, whereas these be ings who
are now about us have ab so lutely noth ing to do with
mankind, and it is mere chance that their space hap pens
just at this spot to touch our own.”

The mere con cep tion, which his words some how made
so con vinc ing, as I lis tened to them there in the dark still- 
ness of that lonely is land, set me shak ing a lit tle all over. I
found it im pos si ble to con trol my move ments.

“And what do you pro pose?” I be gan again.
“A sac ri fice, a vic tim, might save us by dis tract ing

them un til we could get away,” he went on, “just as the
wolves stop to de vour the dogs and give the sleigh an- 
other start. But—I see no chance of any other vic tim
now.”

I stared blankly at him. the gleam in his eye was dread- 
ful. Presently he con tin ued.

IV
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“It’s the wil lows, of course. the wil lows mask the oth- 
ers, but the oth ers are feel ing about for us. If we let our
minds be tray our fear, we’re lost, lost ut terly.” He looked
at me with an ex pres sion so calm, so de ter mined, so sin- 
cere, that I no longer had any doubts as to his san ity. He
was as sane as any man ever was. “If we can hold out
through the night,” he added, “we may get off in the day- 
light un no ticed, or rather, undis cov ered.”

“But you re ally think a sac ri fice would—”
That gong-like hum ming came down very close over

our heads as I spoke, but it was my friend’s scared face
that re ally stopped my mouth.

“Hush!” he whis pered, hold ing up his hand. “Do not
men tion them more than you can help. Do not re fer to
them by name. To name is to re veal; it is the in evitable
clue, and our only hope lies in ig nor ing them, in or der
that they may ig nore us.”

“Even in thought?” He was ex traor di nar ily ag i tated.
“Es pe cially in thought. Our thoughts make spi rals in

their world. We must keep them out of our minds at all
costs if pos si ble.”

I raked the fire to gether to pre vent the dark ness hav- 
ing ev ery thing its own way. I never longed for the sun as I
longed for it then in the aw ful black ness of that sum mer
night.

“Were you awake all last night?” he went on sud denly.
“I slept badly a lit tle af ter dawn,” I replied eva sively,

try ing to fol low his in struc tions, which I knew in stinc- 
tively were true, “but the wind, of course—”

“I know. But the wind won’t ac count for all the noises.”



71

“Then you heard it too?”
“The mul ti ply ing count less lit tle foot steps I heard,” he

said, adding, af ter a mo ment’s hes i ta tion, “and that other
sound—”

“You mean above the tent, and the press ing down upon
us of some thing tremen dous, gi gan tic?”

He nod ded sig nif i cantly.
“It was like the be gin ning of a sort of in ner suf fo ca- 

tion?” I said.
“Partly, yes. It seemed to me that the weight of the at- 

mos phere had been al tered—had in creased enor mously,
so that we should have been crushed.”

“And that,” I went on, de ter mined to have it all out,
point ing up wards where the gong-like note hummed
cease lessly, ris ing and fall ing like wind. “What do you
make of that?”

“It’s their sound,” he whis pered gravely. “It’s the
sound of their world, the hum ming in their re gion. the di- 
vi sion here is so thin that it leaks through some how. But,
if you lis ten care fully, you’ll find it’s not above so much as
around us. It’s in the wil lows. It’s the wil lows them selves
hum ming, be cause here the wil lows have been made sym- 
bols of the forces that are against us.”

I could not fol low ex actly what he meant by this, yet
the thought and idea in my mind were be yond ques tion
the thought and idea in his. I re al ized what he re al ized,
only with less power of anal y sis than his. It was on the tip
of my tongue to tell him at last about my hal lu ci na tion of
the as cend ing fig ures and the mov ing bushes, when he
sud denly thrust his face again close into mine across the
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fire light and be gan to speak in a very earnest whis per. He
amazed me by his calm ness and pluck, his ap par ent con- 
trol of the sit u a tion. This man I had for years deemed
unimag i na tive, stolid!

“Now lis ten,” he said. “The only thing for us to do is to
go on as though noth ing had hap pened, fol low our usual
habits, go to bed, and so forth; pre tend we feel noth ing
and no tice noth ing. It is a ques tion wholly of the mind,
and the less we think about them the bet ter our chance of
es cape. Above all, don’t think, for what you think hap- 
pens!”

“All right,” I man aged to re ply, sim ply breath less with
his words and the strange ness of it all; “all right, I’ll try,
but tell me one more thing first. Tell me what you make of
those hol lows in the ground all about us, those sand-fun- 
nels?”

“No!” he cried, for get ting to whis per in his ex cite ment.
“I dare not, sim ply dare not, put the thought into words. If
you have not guessed I am glad. Don’t try to. They have
put it into my mind; try your hard est to pre vent their
putting it into yours.”

He sank his voice again to a whis per be fore he fin ished,
and I did not press him to ex plain. There was al ready just
about as much hor ror in me as I could hold. the con ver sa- 
tion came to an end, and we smoked our pipes busily in si- 
lence.

Then some thing hap pened, some thing unim por tant ap- 
par ently, as the way is when the nerves are in a very great
state of ten sion, and this small thing for a brief space gave
me an en tirely dif fer ent point of view. I chanced to look
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down at my sand-shoe—the sort we used for the ca noe—
and some thing to do with the hole at the toe sud denly re- 
called to me the Lon don shop where I had bought them,
the dif fi culty the man had in fit ting me, and other de tails
of the un in ter est ing but prac ti cal op er a tion. At once, in its
train, fol lowed a whole some view of the mod ern skep ti cal
world I was ac cus tomed to move in at home. I thought of
roast beef, and ale, mo tor-cars, po lice men, brass bands,
and a dozen other things that pro claimed the soul of or di- 
nar i ness or util ity. the ef fect was im me di ate and as ton ish- 
ing even to my self. Psy cho log i cally, I sup pose, it was sim- 
ply a sud den and vi o lent re ac tion af ter the strain of liv ing
in an at mos phere of things that to the nor mal con scious- 
ness must seem im pos si ble and in cred i ble. But, what ever
the cause, it mo men tar ily lifted the spell from my heart,
and left me for the short space of a minute feel ing free
and ut terly un afraid. I looked up at my friend op po site.

“You damned old pa gan!” I cried, laugh ing aloud in his
face. “You imag i na tive id iot! You su per sti tious idol ater!
You—”

I stopped in the mid dle, seized anew by the old hor ror.
I tried to smother the sound of my voice as some thing sac- 
ri le gious. the Swede, of course, heard it too—the strange
cry over head in the dark ness—and that sud den drop in
the air as though some thing had come nearer.

He had turned ashen white un der the tan. He stood bolt
up right in front of the fire, stiff as a rod, star ing at me.

“Af ter that,” he said in a sort of help less, fran tic way,
“we must go! We can’t stay now; we must strike camp this
very in stant and go on—down the river.”
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He was talk ing, I saw, quite wildly, his words dic tated
by ab ject ter ror—the ter ror he had re sisted so long, but
which had caught him at last.

“In the dark?” I ex claimed, shak ing with fear af ter my
hys ter i cal out burst, but still re al iz ing our po si tion bet ter
than he did. “Sheer mad ness! the river’s in flood, and
we’ve only got a sin gle pad dle. Be sides, we only go deeper
into their coun try! There’s noth ing ahead for fifty miles
but wil lows, wil lows, wil lows!”

He sat down again in a state of semi-col lapse. the po si- 
tions, by one of those kalei do scopic changes na ture loves,
were sud denly re versed, and the con trol of our forces
passed over into my hands. His mind at last had reached
the point where it was be gin ning to weaken.

“What on earth pos sessed you to do such a thing?” he
whis pered with the awe of gen uine ter ror in his voice and
face.

I crossed round to his side of the fire. I took both his
hands in mine, kneel ing down be side him and look ing
straight into his fright ened eyes.

“We’ll make one more blaze,” I said firmly, “and then
turn in for the night. At sun rise we’ll be off full speed for
Ko morn. Now, pull your self to gether a bit, and re mem ber
your own ad vice about not think ing fear!”

He said no more, and I saw that he would agree and
obey. In some mea sure, too, it was a sort of re lief to get up
and make an ex cur sion into the dark ness for more wood.
We kept close to gether, al most touch ing, grop ing among
the bushes and along the bank. the hum ming over head
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never ceased, but seemed to me to grow louder as we in- 
creased our dis tance from the fire. It was shiv ery work!

We were grub bing away in the mid dle of a thick ish
clump of wil lows where some drift wood from a for mer
flood had caught high among the branches, when my
body was seized in a grip that made me half drop upon the
sand. It was the Swede. He had fallen against me, and was
clutch ing me for sup port. I heard his breath com ing and
go ing in short gasps.

“Look! By my soul!” he whis pered, and for the first
time in my ex pe ri ence I knew what it was to hear tears of
ter ror in a hu man voice. He was point ing to the fire, some
fifty feet away. I fol lowed the di rec tion of his fin ger, and I
swear my heart missed a beat.

There, in front of the dim glow, some thing was mov ing.
I saw it through a veil that hung be fore my eyes like

the gauze drop-cur tain used at the back of a the ater—
hazily a lit tle. It was nei ther a hu man fig ure nor an an i- 
mal. To me it gave the strange im pres sion of be ing as
large as sev eral an i mals grouped to gether, like horses,
two or three, mov ing slowly. the Swede, too, got a sim i lar
re sult, though ex press ing it dif fer ently, for he thought it
was shaped and sized like a clump of wil low bushes,
rounded at the top, and mov ing all over upon its sur face
—“coil ing upon it self like smoke,” he said af ter wards.

“I watched it set tle down wards through the bushes,”
he sobbed at me. “Look, by God! It’s com ing this way! Oh,
oh!”—he gave a kind of whistling cry. “They’ve found us.”

I gave one ter ri fied glance, which just en abled me to
see that the shad owy form was swing ing to wards us
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through the bushes, and then I col lapsed back wards with
a crash into the branches. These failed, of course, to sup- 
port my weight, so that with the Swede on top of me we
fell in a strug gling heap upon the sand. I re ally hardly
knew what was hap pen ing. I was con scious only of a sort
of en velop ing sen sa tion of icy fear that plucked the
nerves out of their fleshly cov er ing, twisted them this way
and that, and re placed them quiv er ing. My eyes were
tightly shut; some thing in my throat choked me; a feel ing
that my con scious ness was ex pand ing, ex tend ing out into
space, swiftly gave way to an other feel ing that I was los- 
ing it al to gether, and about to die.

An acute spasm of pain passed through me, and I was
aware that the Swede had hold of me in such a way that
he hurt me abom inably. It was the way he caught at me in
fall ing.

But it was the pain, he de clared af ter wards, that saved
me; it caused me to for get them and think of some thing
else at the very in stant when they were about to find me.
It con cealed my mind from them at the mo ment of dis cov- 
ery, yet just in time to evade their ter ri ble seiz ing of me.
He him self, he says, ac tu ally swooned at the same mo- 
ment, and that was what saved him.

I only know that at a later date, how long or short is
im pos si ble to say, I found my self scram bling up out of the
slip pery net work of wil low branches, and saw my com- 
pan ion stand ing in front of me hold ing out a hand to as- 
sist me. I stared at him in a dazed way, rub bing the arm he
had twisted for me. Noth ing came to me to say, some how.
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“I lost con scious ness for a mo ment or two,” I heard
him say. “That’s what saved me. It made me stop think ing
about them.”

“You nearly broke my arm in two,” I said, ut ter ing my
only con nected thought at the mo ment. A numb ness came
over me.

“That’s what saved you!” he replied. “Be tween us,
we’ve man aged to set them off on a false tack some where.
the hum ming has ceased. It’s gone—for the mo ment at
any rate!”

A wave of hys ter i cal laugh ter seized me again, and this
time spread to my friend too—great heal ing gusts of shak- 
ing laugh ter that brought a tremen dous sense of re lief in
their train. We made our way back to the fire and put the
wood on so that it blazed at once. Then we saw that the
tent had fallen over and lay in a tan gled heap upon the
ground.

We picked it up, and dur ing the process tripped more
than once and caught our feet in sand.

“It’s those sand-fun nels,” ex claimed the Swede, when
the tent was up again and the fire light lit up the ground
for sev eral yards about us. “And look at the size of them!”

All round the tent and about the fire place where we
had seen the mov ing shad ows there were deep fun nel-
shaped hol lows in the sand, ex actly sim i lar to the ones we
had al ready found over the is land, only far big ger and
deeper, beau ti fully formed, and wide enough in some in- 
stances to ad mit the whole of my foot and leg.

Nei ther of us said a word. We both knew that sleep was
the safest thing we could do, and to bed we went ac cord- 
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ingly with out fur ther de lay, hav ing first thrown sand on
the fire and taken the pro vi sion sack and the pad dle in- 
side the tent with us. the ca noe, too, we propped in such a
way at the end of the tent that our feet touched it, and the
least mo tion would dis turb and wake us.

In case of emer gency, too, we again went to bed in our
clothes, ready for a sud den start.

It was my firm in ten tion to lie awake all night and
watch, but the ex haus tion of nerves and body de creed
oth er wise, and sleep af ter a while came over me with a
wel come blan ket of obliv ion. the fact that my com pan ion
also slept quick ened its ap proach. At first he fid geted and
con stantly sat up, ask ing me if I “heard this” or “heard
that.” He tossed about on his cork mat tress, and said the
tent was mov ing and the river had risen over the point of
the is land, but each time I went out to look I re turned
with the re port that all was well, and fi nally he grew
calmer and lay still. Then at length his breath ing be came
reg u lar and I heard un mis tak able sounds of snor ing—the
first and only time in my life when snor ing has been a
wel come and calm ing in flu ence.

This, I re mem ber, was the last thought in my mind be- 
fore doz ing off.

A dif fi culty in breath ing woke me, and I found the
blan ket over my face. But some thing else be sides the blan- 
ket was press ing upon me, and my first thought was that
my com pan ion had rolled off his mat tress on to my own in
his sleep. I called to him and sat up, and at the same mo- 
ment it came to me that the tent was sur rounded. That
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sound of mul ti tudi nous soft pat ter ing was again au di ble
out side, fill ing the night with hor ror.

I called again to him, louder than be fore. He did not an- 
swer, but I missed the sound of his snor ing, and also no- 
ticed that the flap of the tent was down. This was the un- 
par don able sin. I crawled out in the dark ness to hook it
back se curely, and it was then for the first time I re al ized
pos i tively that the Swede was not here. He had gone.

I dashed out in a mad run, seized by a dread ful ag i ta- 
tion, and the mo ment I was out I plunged into a sort of
tor rent of hum ming that sur rounded me com pletely and
came out of ev ery quar ter of the heav ens at once. It was
that same fa mil iar hum ming—gone mad! A swarm of great
in vis i ble bees might have been about me in the air. the
sound seemed to thicken the very at mos phere, and I felt
that my lungs worked with dif fi culty.

But my friend was in dan ger, and I could not hes i tate.
The dawn was just about to break, and a faint whitish

light spread up wards over the clouds from a thin strip of
clear hori zon. No wind stirred. I could just make out the
bushes and river be yond, and the pale sandy patches. In
my ex cite ment I ran fran ti cally to and fro about the is- 
land, call ing him by name, shout ing at the top of my voice
the first words that came into my head. But the wil lows
smoth ered my voice, and the hum ming muf fled it, so that
the sound only trav eled a few feet round me. I plunged
among the bushes, trip ping head long, tum bling over
roots, and scrap ing my face as I tore this way and that
among the pre vent ing branches.
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Then, quite un ex pect edly, I came out upon the is land’s
point and saw a dark fig ure out lined be tween the wa ter
and the sky. It was the Swede. And al ready he had one
foot in the river! A mo ment more and he would have
taken the plunge.

I threw my self upon him, fling ing my arms about his
waist and drag ging him shore wards with all my strength.
of course he strug gled fu ri ously, mak ing a noise all the
time just like that cursed hum ming, and us ing the most
out landish phrases in his anger about “go ing in side to
Them,” and “tak ing the way of the wa ter and the wind,”
and God only knows what more be sides, that I tried in
vain to re call af ter wards, but which turned me sick with
hor ror and amaze ment as I lis tened. But in the end I man- 
aged to get him into the com par a tive safety of the tent,
and flung him breath less and curs ing upon the mat tress
where I held him un til the fit had passed.

I think the sud den ness with which it all went and he
grew calm, co in cid ing as it did with the equally abrupt
ces sa tion of the hum ming and pat ter ing out side—I think
this was al most the strangest part of the whole busi ness
per haps. For he had just opened his eyes and turned his
tired face up to me so that the dawn threw a pale light
upon it through the door way, and said, for all the world
just like a fright ened child:

“My life, old man—it’s my life I owe you. But it’s all
over now any how. They’ve found a vic tim in our place!”

Then he dropped back upon his blan kets and went to
sleep lit er ally un der my eyes. He sim ply col lapsed, and be- 
gan to snore again as healthily as though noth ing had
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hap pened and he had never tried to of fer his own life as a
sac ri fice by drown ing. And when the sun light woke him
three hours later—hours of cease less vigil for me—it be- 
came so clear to me that he re mem bered ab so lutely noth- 
ing of what he had at tempted to do, that I deemed it wise
to hold my peace and ask no dan ger ous ques tions.

He woke nat u rally and eas ily, as I have said, when the
sun was al ready high in a wind less hot sky, and he at once
got up and set about the prepa ra tion of the fire for break- 
fast. I fol lowed him anx iously at bathing, but he did not
at tempt to plunge in, merely dip ping his head and mak ing
some re mark about the ex tra cold ness of the wa ter.

“River’s fall ing at last,” he said, “and I’m glad of it.”
“The hum ming has stopped too,” I said.
He looked up at me qui etly with his nor mal ex pres sion.

Ev i dently he re mem bered ev ery thing ex cept his own at- 
tempt at sui cide.

“Ev ery thing has stopped,” he said, “be cause—”
He hes i tated. But I knew some ref er ence to that re mark

he had made just be fore he fainted was in his mind, and I
was de ter mined to know it.

“Be cause ‘They’ve found an other vic tim’?” I said, forc- 
ing a lit tle laugh.

“Ex actly,” he an swered, “ex actly! I feel as pos i tive of it
as though—as though—I feel quite safe again, I mean,” he
fin ished.

He be gan to look cu ri ously about him. the sun light lay
in hot patches on the sand. There was no wind. the wil- 
lows were mo tion less. He slowly rose to feet.

“Come,” he said; “I think if we look, we shall find it.”
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He started off on a run, and I fol lowed him. He kept to
the banks, pok ing with a stick among the sandy bays and
caves and lit tle back-wa ters, my self al ways close on his
heels.

“Ah!” he ex claimed presently, “ah!”
The tone of his voice some how brought back to me a

vivid sense of the hor ror of the last twenty-four hours,
and I hur ried up to join him. He was point ing with his
stick at a large black ob ject that lay half in the wa ter and
half on the sand. It ap peared to be caught by some twisted
wil low roots so that the river could not sweep it away. A
few hours be fore the spot must have been un der wa ter.

“See,” he said qui etly, “the vic tim that made our es- 
cape pos si ble!”

And when I peered across his shoul der I saw that his
stick rested on the body of a man. He turned it over. It was
the corpse of a peas ant, and the face was hid den in the
sand. Clearly the man had been drowned, but a few hours
be fore, and his body must have been swept down upon
our is land some where about the hour of the dawn—at the
very time the fit had passed.

“We must give it a de cent burial, you know.”
“I sup pose so,” I replied. I shud dered a lit tle in spite of

my self, for there was some thing about the ap pear ance of
that poor drowned man that turned me cold.

The Swede glanced up sharply at me, an un de ci pher- 
able ex pres sion on his face, and be gan clam ber ing down
the bank. I fol lowed him more leisurely. the cur rent, I no- 
ticed, had torn away much of the cloth ing from the body,
so that the neck and part of the chest lay bare.
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Half way down the bank my com pan ion sud denly
stopped and held up his hand in warn ing; but ei ther my
foot slipped, or I had gained too much mo men tum to
bring my self quickly to a halt, for I bumped into him and
sent him for ward with a sort of leap to save him self. We
tum bled to gether on to the hard sand so that our feet
splashed into the wa ter. And, be fore any thing could be
done, we had col lided a lit tle heav ily against the corpse.

The Swede ut tered a sharp cry. And I sprang back as if I
had been shot.

At the mo ment we touched the body there rose from its
sur face the loud sound of hum ming—the sound of sev eral
hum mings—which passed with a vast com mo tion as of
winged things in the air about us and dis ap peared up- 
wards into the sky, grow ing fainter and fainter till they fi- 
nally ceased in the dis tance. It was ex actly as though we
had dis turbed some liv ing yet in vis i ble crea tures at work.

My com pan ion clutched me, and I think I clutched him,
but be fore ei ther of us had time prop erly to re cover from
the un ex pected shock, we saw that a move ment of the
cur rent was turn ing the corpse round so that it be came
re leased from the grip of the wil low roots. A mo ment later
it had turned com pletely over, the dead face up per most,
star ing at the sky. It lay on the edge of the main stream. In
an other mo ment it would be swept away.

The Swede started to save it, shout ing again some thing
I did not catch about a “proper burial”—and then abruptly
dropped upon his knees on the sand and cov ered his eyes
with his hands. I was be side him in an in stant.

I saw what he had seen.
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For just as the body swung round to the cur rent the
face and the ex posed chest turned full to wards us, and
showed plainly how the skin and flesh were in dented with
small hol lows, beau ti fully formed, and ex actly sim i lar in
shape and kind to the sand-fun nels that we had found all
over the is land.

“Their mark!” I heard my com pan ion mut ter un der his
breath. “Their aw ful mark!”

And when I turned my eyes again from his ghastly face
to the river, the cur rent had done its work, and the body
had been swept away into mid-stream and was al ready be- 
yond our reach and al most out of sight, turn ing over and
over on the waves like an ot ter.
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THE WENDIGO

I
A con sid er able num ber of hunt ing par ties were out

that year with out find ing so much as a fresh trail; for the
moose were un com monly shy, and the var i ous Nim rods
re turned to the bo soms of their re spec tive fam i lies with
the best ex cuses the facts of their imag i na tions could sug- 
gest. Dr. Cath cart, among oth ers, came back with out a tro- 
phy; but he brought in stead the mem ory of an ex pe ri ence
which he de clares was worth all the bull moose that had
ever been shot. But then Cath cart, of Ab erdeen, was in ter- 
ested in other things be sides moose—amongst them the
va garies of the hu man mind. This par tic u lar story, how- 
ever, found no men tion in his book on Col lec tive Hal lu ci- 
na tion for the sim ple rea son (so he con fided once to a fel- 
low col league) that he him self played too in ti mate a part
in it to form a com pe tent judg ment of the af fair as a
whole.…

Be sides him self and his guide, Hank Davis, there was
young Simp son, his nephew, a di vin ity stu dent des tined
for the “Wee Kirk” (then on his first visit to Cana dian
back woods), and the lat ter’s guide, Défago. Joseph Défago
was a French “Canuck,” who had strayed from his na tive



86

Prov ince of Que bec years be fore, and had got caught in
Rat Portage when the Cana dian Pa cific Rail way was a-
build ing; a man who, in ad di tion to his un par al leled
knowl edge of wood-craft and bush-lore, could also sing
the old voyageur songs and tell a cap i tal hunt ing yarn into
the bar gain. He was deeply sus cep ti ble, more over, to that
sin gu lar spell which the wilder ness lays upon cer tain
lonely na tures, and he loved the wild soli tudes with a kind
of ro man tic pas sion that amounted al most to an ob ses- 
sion. the life of the back woods fas ci nated him—whence,
doubt less, his sur pass ing ef fi ciency in deal ing with their
mys ter ies.

On this par tic u lar ex pe di tion he was Hank’s choice.
Hank knew him and swore by him. He also swore at him,
“jest as a pal might,” and since he had a vo cab u lary of pic- 
turesque, if ut terly mean ing less, oaths, the con ver sa tion
be tween the two stal wart and hardy woods men was of ten
of a rather lively de scrip tion. This river of ex ple tives,
how ever, Hank agreed to dam a lit tle out of re spect for his
old “hunt ing boss,” Dr. Cath cart, whom of course he ad- 
dressed af ter the fash ion of the coun try as “Doc,” and also
be cause he un der stood that young Simp son was al ready a
“bit of a par son.” He had, how ever, one ob jec tion to
Défago, and one only—which was, that the French Cana- 
dian some times ex hib ited what Hank de scribed as “the
out put of a cursed and dis mal mind,” mean ing ap par ently
that he some times was true to type, Latin type, and suf- 
fered fits of a kind of silent mo rose ness when noth ing
could in duce him to ut ter speech. Défago, that is to say,
was imag i na tive and melan choly. And, as a rule, it was too
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long a spell of “civ i liza tion” that in duced the at tacks, for a
few days of the wilder ness in vari ably cured them.

This, then, was the party of four that found them selves
in camp the last week in Oc to ber of that “shy moose year”
’way up in the wilder ness north of Rat Portage—a for- 
saken and des o late coun try. There was also Punk, an In- 
dian, who had ac com pa nied Dr. Cath cart and Hank on
their hunt ing trips in pre vi ous years, and who acted as
cook. His duty was merely to stay in camp, catch fish, and
pre pare veni son steaks and cof fee at a few min utes’ no- 
tice. He dressed in the worn-out clothes be queathed to
him by for mer pa trons, and, ex cept for his coarse black
hair and dark skin, he looked in these city gar ments no
more like a real red skin than a stage Ne gro looks like a
real African. For all that, how ever, Punk had in him still
the in stincts of his dy ing race; his tac i turn si lence and his
en durance sur vived; also his su per sti tion.

The party round the blaz ing fire that night were de- 
spon dent, for a week had passed with out a sin gle sign of
re cent moose dis cov er ing it self. Défago had sung his song
and plunged into a story, but Hank, in bad hu mor, re- 
minded him so of ten that “he kep’ muss ing-up the fac’s
so, that it was ’most all nothin’ but a pe tered-out lie,” that
the French man had fi nally sub sided into a sulky si lence
which noth ing seemed likely to break. Dr. Cath cart and
his nephew were fairly done af ter an ex haust ing day.
Punk was wash ing up the dishes, grunt ing to him self un- 
der the lean-to of branches, where he later also slept. No
one trou bled to stir the slowly dy ing fire. Over head the
stars were bril liant in a sky quite win try, and there was so
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lit tle wind that ice was al ready form ing stealth ily along
the shores of the still lake be hind them. the si lence of the
vast lis ten ing for est stole for ward and en veloped them.

Hank broke in sud denly with his nasal voice.
“I’m in fa vor of break ing new ground to mor row, Doc,”

he ob served with en ergy, look ing across at his em ployer.
“We don’t stand a dead Dago’s chance around here.”

“Agreed,” said Cath cart, al ways a man of few words.
“Think the idea’s good.”

“Sure pop, it’s good,” Hank re sumed with con fi dence.
“S’pose, now, you and I strike west, up Gar den Lake way
for a change! None of us ain’t touched that quiet bit o’
land yet—”

“I’m with you.”
“And you, Défago, take Mr. Simp son along in the small

ca noe, skip across the lake, portage over into Fifty Is land
Wa ter, and take a good squint down that thar south ern
shore. the moose ‘yarded’ there like hell last year, and for
all we know they may be doin’ it agin this year jest to
spite us.”

Défago, keep ing his eyes on the fire, said noth ing by
way of re ply. He was still of fended, pos si bly, about his in- 
ter rupted story.

“No one’s been up that way this year, an’ I’ll lay my
bot tom dol lar on that!” Hank added with em pha sis, as
though he had a rea son for know ing. He looked over at his
part ner sharply. “Bet ter take the lit tle silk tent and stay
away a cou ple o’ nights,” he con cluded, as though the
mat ter were def i nitely set tled. For Hank was rec og nized
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as gen eral or ga nizer of the hunt, and in charge of the
party.

It was ob vi ous to any one that Défago did not jump at
the plan, but his si lence seemed to con vey some thing
more than or di nary dis ap proval, and across his sen si tive
dark face there passed a cu ri ous ex pres sion like a flash of
fire light—not so quickly, how ever, that the three men had
not time to catch it.

“He funked for some rea son, I thought,” Simp son said
af ter wards in the tent he shared with his un cle. Dr. Cath- 
cart made no im me di ate re ply, al though the look had in- 
ter ested him enough at the time for him to make a men tal
note of it. the ex pres sion had caused him a pass ing un- 
easi ness he could not quite ac count for at the mo ment.

But Hank, of course, had been the first to no tice it, and
the odd thing was that in stead of be com ing ex plo sive or
an gry over the other’s re luc tance, he at once be gan to hu- 
mor him a bit.

“But there ain’t no speshul rea son why no one’s been up
there this year,” he said with a per cep ti ble hush in his
tone; “not the rea son you mean, any way! Las’ year it was
the fires that kep’ folks out, and this year I guess—I guess
it jest hap pened so, that’s all!” His man ner was clearly
meant to be en cour ag ing.

Joseph Défago raised his eyes a mo ment, then dropped
them again. A breath of wind stole out of the for est and
stirred the em bers into a pass ing blaze. Dr. Cath cart again
no ticed the ex pres sion in the guide’s face, and again he
did not like it. But this time the na ture of the look be- 
trayed it self. In those eyes, for an in stant, he caught the
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gleam of a man scared in his very soul. It dis qui eted him
more than he cared to ad mit.

“Bad In di ans up that way?” he asked, with a laugh to
ease mat ters a lit tle, while Simp son, too sleepy to no tice
this sub tle by-play, moved off to bed with a prodi gious
yawn; “or—or any thing wrong with the coun try?” he
added, when his nephew was out of hear ing.

Hank met his eye with some thing less than his usual
frank ness.

“He’s jest skeered,” he replied good-hu moredly.
“Skeered stiff about some ole feery tale! That’s all, ain’t it,
ole pard?” And he gave Défago a friendly kick on the moc- 
casined foot that lay near est the fire.

Défago looked up quickly, as from an in ter rupted
reverie, a reverie, how ever, that had not pre vented his
see ing all that went on about him.

“Skeered—nuthin’!” he an swered, with a flush of de fi- 
ance. “There’s nuthin’ in the Bush that can skeer Joseph
Défago, and don’t you for get it!” And the nat u ral en ergy
with which he spoke made it im pos si ble to know whether
he told the whole truth or only a part of it.

Hank turned to wards the doc tor. He was just go ing to
add some thing when he stopped abruptly and looked
round. A sound close be hind them in the dark ness made
all three start. It was old Punk, who had moved up from
his lean-to while they talked and now stood there just be- 
yond the cir cle of fire light—lis ten ing.

“’Nother time, Doc!” Hank whis pered, with a wink,
“when the gallery ain’t stepped down into the stalls!”
And, spring ing to his feet, he slapped the In dian on the
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back and cried nois ily, “Come up t’ the fire an’ warm yer
dirty red skin a bit.” He dragged him to wards the blaze
and threw more wood on. “That was a mighty good feed
you give us an hour or two back,” he con tin ued heartily,
as though to set the man’s thoughts on an other scent,
“and it ain’t Chris tian to let you stand out there freezin’
yer ole soul to hell while we’re get tin’ all good an’
toasted!” Punk moved in and warmed his feet, smil ing
darkly at the other’s vol u bil ity which he only half un der- 
stood, but say ing noth ing. And presently Dr. Cath cart,
see ing that fur ther con ver sa tion was im pos si ble, fol lowed
his nephew’s ex am ple and moved off to the tent, leav ing
the three men smok ing over the now blaz ing fire.

It is not easy to un dress in a small tent with out wak ing
one’s com pan ion, and Cath cart, hard ened and warm-
blooded as he was in spite of his fifty odd years, did what
Hank would have de scribed as “con sid er able of his twi- 
light” in the open. He no ticed, dur ing the process, that
Punk had mean while gone back to his lean-to, and that
Hank and Défago were at it ham mer and tongs, or, rather,
ham mer and anvil, the lit tle French Cana dian be ing the
anvil. It was all very like the con ven tional stage pic ture of
West ern melo drama: the fire light ing up their faces with
patches of al ter nate red and black; Défago, in slouch hat
and moc casins in the part of the “bad lands” vil lain; Hank,
open-faced and hat less, with that reck less fling of his
shoul ders, the hon est and de ceived hero; and old Punk,
eaves drop ping in the back ground, sup ply ing the at mos- 
phere of mys tery. the doc tor smiled as he no ticed the de- 
tails; but at the same time some thing deep within him—he
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hardly knew what—shrank a lit tle, as though an al most
im per cep ti ble breath of warn ing had touched the sur face
of his soul and was gone again be fore he could seize it.
Prob a bly it was trace able to that “scared ex pres sion” he
had seen in the eyes of Défago; “prob a bly”—for this hint
of fugi tive emo tion oth er wise es caped his usu ally so keen
anal y sis. Défago, he was vaguely aware, might cause trou- 
ble some how… He was not as steady a guide as Hank, for
in stance… Fur ther than that he could not get…

He watched the men a mo ment longer be fore div ing
into the stuffy tent where Simp son al ready slept soundly.
Hank, he saw, was swear ing like a mad African in a New
York nig ger sa loon; but it was the swear ing of “af fec tion.”
the ridicu lous oaths flew freely now that the cause of
their ob struc tion was asleep. Presently he put his arm al- 
most ten derly upon his com rade’s shoul der, and they
moved off to gether into the shad ows where their tent
stood faintly glim mer ing. Punk, too, a mo ment later fol- 
lowed their ex am ple and dis ap peared be tween his odor- 
ous blan kets in the op po site di rec tion.

Dr. Cath cart then like wise turned in, weari ness and
sleep still fight ing in his mind with an ob scure cu rios ity to
know what it was that had scared Défago about the coun- 
try up Fifty Is land Wa ter way,—won der ing, too, why
Punk’s pres ence had pre vented the com ple tion of what
Hank had to say. Then sleep over took him. He would
know to mor row. Hank would tell him the story while they
trudged af ter the elu sive moose.

Deep si lence fell about the lit tle camp, planted there so
au da ciously in the jaws of the wilder ness. the lake
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gleamed like a sheet of black glass be neath the stars. the
cold air pricked. In the draughts of night that poured
their silent tide from the depths of the for est, with mes- 
sages from dis tant ridges and from lakes just be gin ning to
freeze, there lay al ready the faint, bleak odors of com ing
win ter. White men, with their dull scent, might never
have di vined them; the fra grance of the wood fire would
have con cealed from them these al most elec tri cal hints of
moss and bark and hard en ing swamp a hun dred miles
away. Even Hank and Défago, sub tly in league with the
soul of the woods as they were, would prob a bly have
spread their del i cate nos trils in vain.…

But an hour later, when all slept like the dead, old Punk
crept from his blan kets and went down to the shore of the
lake like a shadow—silently, as only In dian blood can
move. He raised his head and looked about him. the thick
dark ness ren dered sight of small avail, but, like the an i- 
mals, he pos sessed other senses that dark ness could not
mute. He lis tened—then sniffed the air. Mo tion less as a
hem lock stem he stood there. Af ter five min utes again he
lifted his head and sniffed, and yet once again. A tin gling
of the won der ful nerves that be trayed it self by no outer
sign, ran through him as he tasted the keen air. Then,
merg ing his fig ure into the sur round ing black ness in a
way that only wild men and an i mals un der stand, he
turned, still mov ing like a shadow, and went stealth ily
back to his lean-to and his bed.

And soon af ter he slept, the change of wind he had di- 
vined stirred gen tly the re flec tion of the stars within the
lake. Ris ing among the far ridges of the coun try be yond
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Fifty Is land Wa ter, it came from the di rec tion in which he
had stared, and it passed over the sleep ing camp with a
faint and sigh ing mur mur through the tops of the big
trees that was al most too del i cate to be au di ble. With it,
down the desert paths of night, though too faint, too high
even for the In dian’s hair-like nerves, there passed a cu ri- 
ous, thin odor, strangely dis qui et ing, an odor of some- 
thing that seemed un fa mil iar—ut terly un known.

The French Cana dian and the man of In dian blood each
stirred un easily in his sleep just about this time, though
nei ther of them woke. Then the ghost of that un for get- 
tably strange odor passed away and was lost among the
leagues of ten ant less for est be yond.

II
In the morn ing the camp was astir be fore the sun.

There had been a light fall of snow dur ing the night and
the air was sharp. Punk had done his duty be times, for the
odors of cof fee and fried ba con reached ev ery tent. All
were in good spir its.

“Wind’s shifted!” cried Hank vig or ously, watch ing
Simp son and his guide al ready load ing the small ca noe.
“It’s across the lake—dead right for you fellers. And the
snow’ll make bully trails! If there’s any moose muss ing
around up thar, they’ll not get so much as a tail-end scent
of you with the wind as it is. Good luck, Mon sieur Défago!”
he added, face tiously giv ing the name its French pro nun- 
ci a tion for once, “bonne chance!”
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Défago re turned the good wishes, ap par ently in the
best of spir its, the silent mood gone. Be fore eight o’clock
old Punk had the camp to him self, Cath cart and Hank
were far along the trail that led west wards, while the ca- 
noe that car ried Défago and Simp son, with silk tent and
grub for two days, was al ready a dark speck bob bing on
the bo som of the lake, go ing due east.

The win try sharp ness of the air was tem pered now by a
sun that topped the wooded ridges and blazed with a lux- 
u ri ous warmth upon the world of lake and for est be low;
loons flew skim ming through the sparkling spray that the
wind lifted; divers shook their drip ping heads to the sun
and popped smartly out of sight again; and as far as eye
could reach rose the leagues of end less, crowd ing Bush,
des o late in its lonely sweep and grandeur, un trod den by
foot of man, and stretch ing its mighty and un bro ken car- 
pet right up to the frozen shores of Hud son Bay.

Simp son, who saw it all for the first time as he pad dled
hard in the bows of the danc ing ca noe, was en chanted by
its aus tere beauty. His heart drank in the sense of free dom
and great spa ces just as his lungs drank in the cool and
per fumed wind. Be hind him in the stern seat, singing
frag ments of his na tive chanties, Défago steered the craft
of birch bark like a thing of life, an swer ing cheer fully all
his com pan ion’s ques tions. Both were gay and light-
hearted. On such oc ca sions men lose the su per fi cial,
worldly dis tinc tions; they be come hu man be ings work ing
to gether for a com mon end. Simp son, the em ployer, and
Défago the em ployed, among these prim i tive forces, were
sim ply—two men, the “guider” and the “guided.” Su pe rior
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knowl edge, of course, as sumed con trol, and the younger
man fell with out a sec ond thought into the quasi-sub or di- 
nate po si tion. He never dreamed of ob ject ing when Défago
dropped the “Mr.,” and ad dressed him as “Say, Simp son,”
or “Simp son, boss,” which was in vari ably the case be fore
they reached the far ther shore af ter a stiff pad dle of
twelve miles against a head wind. He only laughed, and
liked it; then ceased to no tice it at all.

For this “di vin ity stu dent” was a young man of parts
and char ac ter, though as yet, of course, un trav eled; and
on this trip—the first time he had seen any coun try but
his own and lit tle Switzer land—the huge scale of things
some what be wil dered him. It was one thing, he re al ized,
to hear about primeval forests, but quite an other to see
them. While to dwell in them and seek ac quain tance with
their wild life was, again, an ini ti a tion that no in tel li gent
man could un dergo with out a cer tain shift ing of per sonal
val ues hith erto held for per ma nent and sa cred.

Simp son knew the first faint in di ca tion of this emo tion
when he held the new .303 ri fle in his hands and looked
along its pair of fault less, gleam ing bar rels. the three
days’ jour ney to their head quar ters, by lake and portage,
had car ried the process a stage far ther. And now that he
was about to plunge be yond even the fringe of wilder ness
where they were camped into the vir gin heart of un in hab- 
ited re gions as vast as Eu rope it self, the true na ture of the
sit u a tion stole upon him with an ef fect of de light and awe
that his imag i na tion was fully ca pa ble of ap pre ci at ing. It
was him self and Défago against a mul ti tude—at least,
against a Ti tan!
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The bleak splen dors of these re mote and lonely forests
rather over whelmed him with the sense of his own lit tle- 
ness. That stern qual ity of the tan gled back woods which
can only be de scribed as mer ci less and ter ri ble, rose out of
these far blue woods swim ming upon the hori zon, and re- 
vealed it self. He un der stood the silent warn ing. He re al- 
ized his own ut ter help less ness. Only Défago, as a sym bol
of a dis tant civ i liza tion where man was mas ter, stood be- 
tween him and a piti less death by ex haus tion and star va- 
tion.

It was thrilling to him, there fore, to watch Défago turn
over the ca noe upon the shore, pack the pad dles care fully
un der neath, and then pro ceed to “blaze” the spruce stems
for some dis tance on ei ther side of an al most in vis i ble
trail, with the care less re mark thrown in, “Say, Simp son,
if any thing hap pens to me, you’ll find the ca noe all cor rec’
by these marks;—then strike doo west into the sun to hit
the home camp agin, see?”

It was the most nat u ral thing in the world to say, and
he said it with out any no tice able in flex ion of the voice,
only it hap pened to ex press the youth’s emo tions at the
mo ment with an ut ter ance that was sym bolic of the sit u a- 
tion and of his own help less ness as a fac tor in it. He was
alone with Défago in a prim i tive world: that was all. the
ca noe, an other sym bol of man’s as cen dancy, was now to
be left be hind. Those small yel low patches, made on the
trees by the axe, were the only in di ca tions of its hid ing
place.

Mean while, shoul der ing the packs be tween them, each
man car ry ing his own ri fle, they fol lowed the slen der trail
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over rocks and fallen trunks and across half-frozen
swamps; skirt ing nu mer ous lakes that fairly gemmed the
for est, their bor ders fringed with mist; and to wards five
o’clock found them selves sud denly on the edge of the
woods, look ing out across a large sheet of wa ter in front
of them, dot ted with pine-clad is lands of all de scrib able
shapes and sizes.

“Fifty Is land Wa ter,” an nounced Défago wearily, “and
the sun jest goin’ to dip his bald old head into it!” he
added, with un con scious po etry; and im me di ately they set
about pitch ing camp for the night.

In a very few min utes, un der those skil ful hands that
never made a move ment too much or a move ment too lit- 
tle, the silk tent stood taut and cozy, the beds of bal sam
boughs ready laid, and a brisk cook ing fire burned with
the min i mum of smoke. While the young Scotch man
cleaned the fish they had caught trolling be hind the ca- 
noe, Défago “guessed” he would “jest as soon” take a turn
through the Bush for in di ca tions of moose. “May come
across a trunk where they bin and rubbed horns,” he said,
as he moved off, “or feedin’ on the last of the maple
leaves”—and he was gone.

His small fig ure melted away like a shadow in the dusk,
while Simp son noted with a kind of ad mi ra tion how eas ily
the for est ab sorbed him into her self. A few steps, it
seemed, and he was no longer vis i ble.

Yet there was lit tle un der brush here abouts; the trees
stood some what apart, well spaced; and in the clear ings
grew sil ver birch and maple, spearlike and slen der,
against the im mense stems of spruce and hem lock. But for
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oc ca sional pros trate mon sters, and the boul ders of grey
rock that thrust un couth shoul ders here and there out of
the ground, it might well have been a bit of park in the
Old Coun try. Al most, one might have seen in it the hand
of man. A lit tle to the right, how ever, be gan the great
burnt sec tion, miles in ex tent, pro claim ing its real char ac- 
ter—brulé, as it is called, where the fires of the pre vi ous
year had raged for weeks, and the black ened stumps now
rose gaunt and ugly, bereft of branches, like gi gan tic
match heads stuck into the ground, sav age and des o late
be yond words. the per fume of char coal and rain-soaked
ashes still hung faintly about it.

The dusk rapidly deep ened; the glades grew dark; the
crack ling of the fire and the wash of lit tle waves along the
rocky lake shore were the only sounds au di ble. the wind
had dropped with the sun, and in all that vast world of
branches noth ing stirred. Any mo ment, it seemed, the
wood land gods, who are to be wor shipped in si lence and
lone li ness, might stretch their mighty and ter rific out- 
lines among the trees. In front, through door ways pil lared
by huge straight stems, lay the stretch of Fifty Is land Wa- 
ter, a cres cent-shaped lake some fif teen miles from tip to
tip, and per haps five miles across where they were
camped. A sky of rose and saf fron, more clear than any at- 
mos phere Simp son had ever known, still dropped its pale
stream ing fires across the waves, where the is lands—a
hun dred, surely, rather than fifty—floated like the fairy
bar ques of some en chanted fleet. Fringed with pines,
whose crests fin gered most del i cately the sky, they al most
seemed to move up wards as the light faded—about to
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weigh an chor and nav i gate the path ways of the heav ens
in stead of the cur rents of their na tive and des o late lake.

And strips of col ored cloud, like flaunt ing pen nons, sig- 
naled their de par ture to the stars.…

The beauty of the scene was strangely up lift ing. Simp- 
son smoked the fish and burnt his fin gers into the bar gain
in his ef forts to en joy it and at the same time tend the fry- 
ing pan and the fire. Yet, ever at the back of his thoughts,
lay that other as pect of the wilder ness: the in dif fer ence to
hu man life, the mer ci less spirit of des o la tion which took
no note of man. the sense of his ut ter lone li ness, now that
even Défago had gone, came close as he looked about him
and lis tened for the sound of his com pan ion’s re turn ing
foot steps.

There was plea sure in the sen sa tion, yet with it a per- 
fectly com pre hen si ble alarm. And in stinc tively the
thought stirred in him: “What should I—could I, do—if
any thing hap pened and he did not come back—?”

They en joyed their well-earned sup per, eat ing un told
quan ti ties of fish, and drink ing un milked tea strong
enough to kill men who had not cov ered thirty miles of
hard “go ing,” eat ing lit tle on the way. And when it was
over, they smoked and told sto ries round the blaz ing fire,
laugh ing, stretch ing weary limbs, and dis cussing plans for
the mor row. Défago was in ex cel lent spir its, though dis ap- 
pointed at hav ing no signs of moose to re port. But it was
dark and he had not gone far. the brulé, too, was bad. His
clothes and hands were smeared with char coal. Simp son,
watch ing him, re al ized with re newed vivid ness their po si- 
tion—alone to gether in the wilder ness.
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“Défago,” he said presently, “these woods, you know,
are a bit too big to feel quite at home in—to feel com fort- 
able in, I mean!… Eh?” He merely gave ex pres sion to the
mood of the mo ment; he was hardly pre pared for the
earnest ness, the solem nity even, with which the guide
took him up.

“You’ve hit it right, Simp son, boss,” he replied, fix ing
his search ing brown eyes on his face, “and that’s the
truth, sure. There’s no end to ’em—no end at all.” Then he
added in a low ered tone as if to him self, “There’s lots
found out that, and gone plumb to pieces!”

But the man’s grav ity of man ner was not quite to the
other’s lik ing; it was a lit tle too sug ges tive for this scenery
and set ting; he was sorry he had broached the sub ject. He
re mem bered sud denly how his un cle had told him that
men were some times stricken with a strange fever of the
wilder ness, when the se duc tion of the un in hab ited wastes
caught them so fiercely that they went forth, half fas ci- 
nated, half de luded, to their death. And he had a shrewd
idea that his com pan ion held some thing in sym pa thy with
that queer type. He led the con ver sa tion on to other top- 
ics, on to Hank and the doc tor, for in stance, and the nat u- 
ral ri valry as to who should get the first sight of moose.

“If they went doo west,” ob served Défago care lessly,
“there’s sixty miles be tween us now—with ole Punk at
half way house eatin’ him self full to bustin’ with fish and
cof fee.” They laughed to gether over the pic ture. But the
ca sual men tion of those sixty miles again made Simp son
re al ize the prodi gious scale of this land where they
hunted; sixty miles was a mere step; two hun dred lit tle
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more than a step. Sto ries of lost hunters rose per sis tently
be fore his mem ory. the pas sion and mys tery of home less
and wan der ing men, se duced by the beauty of great
forests, swept his soul in a way too vivid to be quite pleas- 
ant. He won dered vaguely whether it was the mood of his
com pan ion that in vited the un wel come sug ges tion with
such per sis tence.

“Sing us a song, Défago, if you’re not too tired,” he
asked; “one of those old voyageur songs you sang the other
night.” He handed his to bacco pouch to the guide and
then filled his own pipe, while the Cana dian, noth ing loth,
sent his light voice across the lake in one of those plain- 
tive, al most melan choly chanties with which lum ber men
and trap pers lessen the bur den of their la bor. There was
an ap peal ing and ro man tic fla vor about it, some thing that
re called the at mos phere of the old pi o neer days when In- 
di ans and wilder ness were leagued to gether, bat tles fre- 
quent, and the Old Coun try far ther off than it is to day. the
sound trav eled pleas antly over the wa ter, but the for est at
their backs seemed to swal low it down with a sin gle gulp
that per mit ted nei ther echo nor res o nance.

It was in the mid dle of the third verse that Simp son no- 
ticed some thing un usual—some thing that brought his
thoughts back with a rush from far away scenes. A cu ri ous
change had come into the man’s voice. Even be fore he
knew what it was, un easi ness caught him, and look ing up
quickly, he saw that Défago, though still singing, was
peer ing about him into the Bush, as though he heard or
saw some thing. His voice grew fainter—dropped to a hush
—then ceased al to gether. the same in stant, with a move- 
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ment amaz ingly alert, he started to his feet and stood up- 
right—sniff ing the air. Like a dog scent ing game, he drew
the air into his nos trils in short, sharp breaths, turn ing
quickly as he did so in all di rec tions, and fi nally “point- 
ing” down the lake shore, east wards. It was a per for mance
un pleas antly sug ges tive and at the same time sin gu larly
dra matic. Simp son’s heart flut tered dis agree ably as he
watched it.

“Lord, man! How you made me jump!” he ex claimed,
on his feet be side him the same in stant, and peer ing over
his shoul der into the sea of dark ness. “What’s up? Are you
fright ened—?”

Even be fore the ques tion was out of his mouth he knew
it was fool ish, for any man with a pair of eyes in his head
could see that the Cana dian had turned white down to his
very gills. Not even sun burn and the glare of the fire could
hide that.

The stu dent felt him self trem bling a lit tle, weak ish in
the knees. “What’s up?” he re peated quickly. “D’you smell
moose? Or any thing queer, any thing—wrong?” He low- 
ered his voice in stinc tively.

The for est pressed round them with its en cir cling wall;
the nearer tree stems gleamed like bronze in the fire light;
be yond that—black ness, and, so far as he could tell, a si- 
lence of death. Just be hind them a pass ing puff of wind
lifted a sin gle leaf, looked at it, then laid it softly down
again with out dis turb ing the rest of the covey. It seemed
as if a mil lion in vis i ble causes had com bined just to pro- 
duce that sin gle vis i ble ef fect. Other life pulsed about them
—and was gone.
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Défago turned abruptly; the livid hue of his face had
turned to a dirty grey.

“I never said I heered—or smelt—nuthin’,” he said
slowly and em phat i cally, in an oddly al tered voice that
con veyed some how a touch of de fi ance. “I was only—
takin’ a look round—so to speak. It’s al ways a mis take to
be too pre vi ous with yer ques tions.” Then he added sud- 
denly with ob vi ous ef fort, in his more nat u ral voice,
“Have you got the matches, Boss Simp son?” and pro- 
ceeded to light the pipe he had half filled just be fore he
be gan to sing.

With out speak ing an other word they sat down again by
the fire. Défago chang ing his side so that he could face the
di rec tion the wind came from. For even a ten der foot
could tell that. Défago changed his po si tion in or der to
hear and smell—all there was to be heard and smelt. And,
since he now faced the lake with his back to the trees it
was ev i dently noth ing in the for est that had sent so
strange and sud den a warn ing to his mar velously trained
nerves.

“Guess now I don’t feel like singing any,” he ex plained
presently of his own ac cord. “That song kinder brings
back mem o ries that’s trou ble some to me; I never
oughter’ve be gun it. It sets me on t’ imag in ing things,
see?”

Clearly the man was still fight ing with some pro- 
foundly mov ing emo tion. He wished to ex cuse him self in
the eyes of the other. But the ex pla na tion, in that it was
only a part of the truth, was a lie, and he knew per fectly
well that Simp son was not de ceived by it. For noth ing
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could ex plain away the livid ter ror that had dropped over
his face while he stood there sniff ing the air. And noth ing
—no amount of blaz ing fire, or chat ting on or di nary sub- 
jects—could make that camp ex actly as it had been be fore.
the shadow of an un known hor ror, naked if unguessed,
that had flashed for an in stant in the face and ges tures of
the guide, had also com mu ni cated it self, vaguely and
there fore more po tently, to his com pan ion. the guide’s
vis i ble ef forts to dis sem ble the truth only made things
worse. More over, to add to the younger man’s un easi ness,
was the dif fi culty, nay, the im pos si bil ity he felt of ask ing
ques tions, and also his com plete ig no rance as to the
cause…In di ans, wild an i mals, for est fires—all these, he
knew, were wholly out of the ques tion. His imag i na tion
searched vig or ously, but in vain.…

* * * *
Yet, some how or other, af ter an other long spell of

smok ing, talk ing and roast ing them selves be fore the great
fire, the shadow that had so sud denly in vaded their
peace ful camp be gan to shirt. Per haps Défago’s ef forts, or
the re turn of his quiet and nor mal at ti tude ac com plished
this; per haps Simp son him self had ex ag ger ated the af fair
out of all pro por tion to the truth; or pos si bly the vig or ous
air of the wilder ness brought its own pow ers of heal ing.
What ever the cause, the feel ing of im me di ate hor ror
seemed to have passed away as mys te ri ously as it had
come, for noth ing oc curred to feed it. Simp son be gan to
feel that he had per mit ted him self the un rea son ing ter ror
of a child. He put it down partly to a cer tain sub con scious



106

ex cite ment that this wild and im mense scenery gen er ated
in his blood, partly to the spell of soli tude, and partly to
over fa tigue. That pal lor in the guide’s face was, of course,
un com monly hard to ex plain, yet it might have been due
in some way to an ef fect of fire light, or his own imag i na- 
tion… He gave it the ben e fit of the doubt; he was Scotch.

When a some what un or di nary emo tion has dis ap- 
peared, the mind al ways finds a dozen ways of ex plain ing
away its causes… Simp son lit a last pipe and tried to laugh
to him self. On get ting home to Scot land it would make
quite a good story. He did not re al ize that this laugh ter
was a sign that ter ror still lurked in the re cesses of his
soul—that, in fact, it was merely one of the con ven tional
signs by which a man, se ri ously alarmed, tries to per suade
him self that he is not so.

Défago, how ever, heard that low laugh ter and looked
up with sur prise on his face. the two men stood, side by
side, kick ing the em bers about be fore go ing to bed. It was
ten o’clock—a late hour for hunters to be still awake.

“What’s tick lin’ yer?” he asked in his or di nary tone, yet
gravely.

“I—I was think ing of our lit tle toy woods at home, just
at that mo ment,” stam mered Simp son, com ing back to
what re ally dom i nated his mind, and star tled by the ques- 
tion, “and com par ing them to—to all this,” and he swept
his arm round to in di cate the Bush.

A pause fol lowed in which nei ther of them said any- 
thing.

“All the same I wouldn’t laugh about it, if I was you,”
Défago added, look ing over Simp son’s shoul der into the
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shad ows. “There’s places in there no body won’t never see
into—no body knows what lives in there ei ther.”

“Too big—too far off?” the sug ges tion in the guide’s
man ner was im mense and hor ri ble.

Défago nod ded. the ex pres sion on his face was dark.
He, too, felt un easy. the younger man un der stood that in a
hin ter land of this size there might well be depths of wood
that would never in the life of the world be known or
trod den. the thought was not ex actly the sort he wel- 
comed. In a loud voice, cheer fully, he sug gested that it
was time for bed. But the guide lin gered, tin ker ing with
the fire, ar rang ing the stones need lessly, do ing a dozen
things that did not re ally need do ing. Ev i dently there was
some thing he wanted to say, yet found it dif fi cult to “get
at.”

“Say, you, Boss Simp son,” he be gan sud denly, as the
last shower of sparks went up into the air, “you don’t—
smell noth ing, do you—noth ing pertick ler, I mean?” the
com mon place ques tion, Simp son re al ized, veiled a dread- 
fully se ri ous thought in his mind. A shiver ran down his
back.

“Noth ing but burn ing wood,” he replied firmly, kick ing
again at the em bers. the sound of his own foot made him
start.

“And all the evenin’ you ain’t smelt—noth ing?” per- 
sisted the guide, peer ing at him through the gloom;
“noth ing ex trordiny, and dif fer ent to any thing else you
ever smelt be fore?”

“No, no, man; noth ing at all!” he replied ag gres sively,
half an grily.
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Défago’s face cleared. “That’s good!” he ex claimed with
ev i dent re lief. “That’s good to hear.”

“Have you?” asked Simp son sharply, and the same in- 
stant re gret ted the ques tion.

The Cana dian came closer in the dark ness. He shook
his head. “I guess not,” he said, though with out over- 
whelm ing con vic tion. “It must’ve been just that song of
mine that did it. It’s the song they sing in lum ber camps
and god for saken places like that, when they’re skeered
the Wendigo’s some where around, doin’ a bit of swift
trav el ing.—”

“And what’s the Wendigo, pray?” Simp son asked
quickly, ir ri tated be cause again he could not pre vent that
sud den shiver of the nerves. He knew that he was close
upon the man’s ter ror and the cause of it. Yet a rush ing
pas sion ate cu rios ity over came his bet ter judg ment, and
his fear.

Défago turned swiftly and looked at him as though he
were sud denly about to shriek. His eyes shone, but his
mouth was wide open. Yet all he said, or whis pered
rather, for his voice sank very low, was: “It’s nuthin’—
nuthin’ but what those lousy fellers be lieve when they’ve
bin hit tin’ the bot tle too long—a sort of great an i mal that
lives up yon der,” he jerked his head north wards, “quick as
light ning in its tracks, an’ big ger’n any thing else in the
Bush, an’ ain’t sup posed to be very good to look at—that’s
all!”

“A back woods su per sti tion—” be gan Simp son, mov ing
hastily to ward the tent in or der to shake off the hand of
the guide that clutched his arm. “Come, come, hurry up
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for God’s sake, and get the lantern go ing! It’s time we
were in bed and asleep if we’re go ing to be up with the
sun to mor row.…”

The guide was close on his heels. “I’m com ing,” he an- 
swered out of the dark ness, “I’m com ing.” And af ter a
slight de lay he ap peared with the lantern and hung it
from a nail in the front pole of the tent. the shad ows of a
hun dred trees shifted their places quickly as he did so,
and when he stum bled over the rope, div ing swiftly in- 
side, the whole tent trem bled as though a gust of wind
struck it.

The two men lay down, with out un dress ing, upon their
beds of soft bal sam boughs, cun ningly ar ranged. In side, all
was warm and cozy, but out side the world of crowd ing
trees pressed close about them, mar shalling their mil lion
shad ows, and smoth er ing the lit tle tent that stood there
like a wee white shell fac ing the ocean of tremen dous for- 
est.

Be tween the two lonely fig ures within, how ever, there
pressed an other shadow that was not a shadow from the
night. It was the Shadow cast by the strange Fear, never
wholly ex or cised, that had leaped sud denly upon Défago
in the mid dle of his singing. And Simp son, as he lay there,
watch ing the dark ness through the open flap of the tent,
ready to plunge into the fra grant abyss of sleep, knew
first that unique and pro found still ness of a primeval for- 
est when no wind stirs…and when the night has weight
and sub stance that en ters into the soul to bind a veil
about it.… Then sleep took him.…
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III
Thus, it seemed to him, at least. Yet it was true that the

lap of the wa ter, just be yond the tent door, still beat time
with his less en ing pulses when he re al ized that he was ly- 
ing with his eyes open and that an other sound had re- 
cently in tro duced it self with cun ning soft ness be tween
the splash and mur mur of the lit tle waves.

And, long be fore he un der stood what this sound was, it
had stirred in him the cen ters of pity and alarm. He lis- 
tened in tently, though at first in vain, for the run ning
blood beat all its drums too nois ily in his ears. Did it come,
he won dered, from the lake, or from the woods?…

Then, sud denly, with a rush and a flut ter of the heart,
he knew that it was close be side him in the tent; and,
when he turned over for a bet ter hear ing, it fo cused it self
un mis tak ably not two feet away. It was a sound of weep- 
ing; Défago upon his bed of branches was sob bing in the
dark ness as though his heart would break, the blan kets
ev i dently stuffed against his mouth to sti fle it.

And his first feel ing, be fore he could think or re flect,
was the rush of a poignant and search ing ten der ness. This
in ti mate, hu man sound, heard amid the des o la tion about
them, woke pity. It was so in con gru ous, so piti fully in con- 
gru ous—and so vain! Tears—in this vast and cruel wilder- 
ness: of what avail? He thought of a lit tle child cry ing in
mid-At lantic.… Then, of course, with fuller re al iza tion,
and the mem ory of what had gone be fore, came the de- 
scent of the ter ror upon him, and his blood ran cold.
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“Défago,” he whis pered quickly, “what’s the mat ter?”
He tried to make his voice very gen tle. “Are you in pain—
un happy—?” There was no re ply, but the sounds ceased
abruptly. He stretched his hand out and touched him. the
body did not stir.

“Are you awake?” for it oc curred to him that the man
was cry ing in his sleep. “Are you cold?” He no ticed that
his feet, which were un cov ered, pro jected be yond the
mouth of the tent. He spread an ex tra fold of his own
blan kets over them. the guide had slipped down in his
bed, and the branches seemed to have been dragged with
him. He was afraid to pull the body back again, for fear of
wak ing him.

One or two ten ta tive ques tions he ven tured softly, but
though he waited for sev eral min utes there came no re- 
ply, nor any sign of move ment. Presently he heard his
reg u lar and quiet breath ing, and putting his hand again
gen tly on the breast, felt the steady rise and fall be neath.

“Let me know if any thing’s wrong,” he whis pered, “or
if I can do any thing. Wake me at once if you feel—queer.”

He hardly knew what to say. He lay down again, think- 
ing and won der ing what it all meant. Défago, of course,
had been cry ing in his sleep. Some dream or other had af- 
flicted him. Yet never in his life would he for get that piti- 
ful sound of sob bing, and the feel ing that the whole aw ful
wilder ness of woods lis tened.…

His own mind bus ied it self for a long time with the re- 
cent events, of which this took its mys te ri ous place as one,
and though his rea son suc cess fully ar gued away all un wel- 
come sug ges tions, a sen sa tion of un easi ness re mained, re- 
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sist ing ejec tion, very deep-seated—pe cu liar be yond or di- 
nary.

IV
But sleep, in the long run, proves greater than all emo- 

tions. His thoughts soon wan dered again; he lay there,
warm as toast, ex ceed ingly weary; the night soothed and
com forted, blunt ing the edges of mem ory and alarm. Half
an hour later he was obliv i ous of ev ery thing in the outer
world about him.

Yet sleep, in this case, was his great en emy, con ceal ing
all ap proaches, smoth er ing the warn ing of his nerves.

As, some times, in a night mare events crowd upon each
other’s heels with a con vic tion of dread fulest re al ity, yet
some in con sis tent de tail ac cuses the whole dis play of in- 
com plete ness and dis guise, so the events that now fol- 
lowed, though they ac tu ally hap pened, per suaded the
mind some how that the de tail which could ex plain them
had been over looked in the con fu sion, and that there fore
they were but partly true, the rest delu sion. At the back of
the sleeper’s mind some thing re mains awake, ready to let
slip the judg ment. “All this is not quite real; when you
wake up you’ll un der stand.”

And thus, in a way, it was with Simp son. the events, not
wholly in ex pli ca ble or in cred i ble in them selves, yet re- 
main for the man who saw and heard them a se quence of
sep a rate facts of cold hor ror, be cause the lit tle piece that
might have made the puz zle clear lay con cealed or over- 
looked.
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So far as he can re call, it was a vi o lent move ment, run- 
ning down wards through the tent to wards the door, that
first woke him and made him aware that his com pan ion
was sit ting bolt up right be side him—quiv er ing. Hours
must have passed, for it was the pale gleam of the dawn
that re vealed his out line against the can vas. This time the
man was not cry ing; he was quak ing like a leaf; the trem- 
bling he felt plainly through the blan kets down the en tire
length of his own body. Défago had hud dled down against
him for pro tec tion, shrink ing away from some thing that
ap par ently con cealed it self near the door flaps of the lit tle
tent.

Simp son there upon called out in a loud voice some
ques tion or other—in the first be wil der ment of wak ing he
does not re mem ber ex actly what—and the man made no
re ply. the at mos phere and feel ing of true night mare lay
hor ri bly about him, mak ing move ment and speech both
dif fi cult. At first, in deed, he was not sure where he was—
whether in one of the ear lier camps, or at home in his bed
at Ab erdeen. the sense of con fu sion was very trou bling.

And next—al most si mul ta ne ous with his wak ing, it
seemed—the pro found still ness of the dawn out side was
shat tered by a most un com mon sound. It came with out
warn ing, or au di ble ap proach; and it was un speak ably
dread ful. It was a voice, Simp son de clares, pos si bly a hu- 
man voice; hoarse yet plain tive—a soft, roar ing voice close
out side the tent, over head rather than upon the ground,
of im mense vol ume, while in some strange way most pen- 
e trat ingly and se duc tively sweet. It rang out, too, in three
sep a rate and dis tinct notes, or cries, that bore in some
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odd fash ion a re sem blance, far fetched yet rec og niz able, to
the name of the guide: “Dé-fa-go!”

The stu dent ad mits he is un able to de scribe it quite in- 
tel li gently, for it was un like any sound he had ever heard
in his life, and com bined a blend ing of such con trary qual- 
i ties. “A sort of windy, cry ing voice,” he calls it, “as of
some thing lonely and un tamed, wild and of abom inable
power.…”

And, even be fore it ceased, drop ping back into the
great gulfs of si lence, the guide be side him had sprung to
his feet with an an swer ing though un in tel li gi ble cry. He
blun dered against the tent pole with vi o lence, shak ing the
whole struc ture, spread ing his arms out fran ti cally for
more room, and kick ing his legs im petu ously free of the
cling ing blan kets. For a sec ond, per haps two, he stood up- 
right by the door, his out line dark against the pal lor of the
dawn; then, with a fu ri ous, rush ing speed, be fore his com- 
pan ion could move a hand to stop him, he shot with a
plunge through the flaps of can vas—and was gone. And as
he went—so as ton ish ingly fast that the voice could ac tu- 
ally be heard dy ing in the dis tance—he called aloud in
tones of an guished ter ror that at the same time held
some thing strangely like the fren zied ex ul ta tion of de- 
light—

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

And then the dis tance quickly buried it, and the deep
si lence of very early morn ing de scended upon the for est
as be fore.
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It had all come about with such ra pid ity that, but for
the ev i dence of the empty bed be side him, Simp son could
al most have be lieved it to have been the mem ory of a
night mare car ried over from sleep. He still felt the warm
pres sure of that van ished body against his side; there lay
the twisted blan kets in a heap; the very tent yet trem bled
with the ve he mence of the im petu ous de par ture. the
strange words rang in his ears, as though he still heard
them in the dis tance—wild lan guage of a sud denly
stricken mind. More over, it was not only the senses of
sight and hear ing that re ported un com mon things to his
brain, for even while the man cried and ran, he had be- 
come aware that a strange per fume, faint yet pun gent,
per vaded the in te rior of the tent. And it was at this point,
it seems, brought to him self by the con scious ness that his
nos trils were tak ing this dis tress ing odor down into his
throat, that he found his courage, sprang quickly to his
feet—and went out.

The grey light of dawn that dropped, cold and glim- 
mer ing, be tween the trees re vealed the scene tol er a bly
well. There stood the tent be hind him, soaked with dew;
the dark ashes of the fire, still warm; the lake, white be- 
neath a coat ing of mist, the is lands ris ing darkly out of it
like ob jects packed in wool; and patches of snow be yond
among the clearer spa ces of the Bush—ev ery thing cold,
still, wait ing for the sun. But nowhere a sign of the van- 
ished guide—still, doubt less, fly ing at fran tic speed
through the frozen woods. There was not even the sound
of dis ap pear ing foot steps, nor the echoes of the dy ing
voice. He had gone—ut terly.
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There was noth ing; noth ing but the sense of his re cent
pres ence, so strongly left be hind about the camp; and—
this pen e trat ing, all-per vad ing odor.

And even this was now rapidly dis ap pear ing in its turn.
In spite of his ex ceed ing men tal per tur ba tion, Simp son
strug gled hard to de tect its na ture, and de fine it, but the
as cer tain ing of an elu sive scent, not rec og nized sub con- 
sciously and at once, is a very sub tle op er a tion of the
mind. And he failed. It was gone be fore he could prop erly
seize or name it. Ap prox i mate de scrip tion, even, seems to
have been dif fi cult, for it was un like any smell he knew.
Acrid rather, not un like the odor of a lion, he thinks, yet
softer and not wholly un pleas ing, with some thing al most
sweet in it that re minded him of the scent of de cay ing
gar den leaves, earth, and the myr iad, name less per fumes
that make up the odor of a big for est. Yet the “odor of li- 
ons” is the phrase with which he usu ally sums it all up.

Then—it was wholly gone, and he found him self stand- 
ing by the ashes of the fire in a state of amaze ment and
stupid ter ror that left him the help less prey of any thing
that chose to hap pen. Had a muskrat poked its pointed
muz zle over a rock, or a squir rel scut tled in that in stant
down the bark of a tree, he would most likely have col- 
lapsed with out more ado and fainted. For he felt about the
whole af fair the touch some where of a great Outer Hor- 
ror…and his scat tered pow ers had not as yet had time to
col lect them selves into a def i nite at ti tude of fight ing self-
con trol.

Noth ing did hap pen, how ever. A great kiss of wind ran
softly through the awak en ing for est, and a few maple
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leaves here and there rus tled trem blingly to earth. the sky
seemed to grow sud denly much lighter. Simp son felt the
cool air upon his cheek and un cov ered head; re al ized that
he was shiv er ing with the cold; and, mak ing a great ef fort,
re al ized next that he was alone in the Bush—and that he
was called upon to take im me di ate steps to find and suc- 
cor his van ished com pan ion.

Make an ef fort, ac cord ingly, he did, though an ill-cal cu- 
lated and fu tile one. With that wilder ness of trees about
him, the sheet of wa ter cut ting him off be hind, and the
hor ror of that wild cry in his blood, he did what any other
in ex pe ri enced man would have done in sim i lar be wil der- 
ment: he ran about, with out any sense of di rec tion, like a
fran tic child, and called loudly with out ceas ing the name
of the guide:

“Défago! Défago! Défago!” he yelled, and the trees gave
him back the name as of ten as he shouted, only a lit tle
soft ened—“Défago! Défago! Défago!”

He fol lowed the trail that lay a short dis tance across
the patches of snow, and then lost it again where the trees
grew too thickly for snow to lie. He shouted till he was
hoarse, and till the sound of his own voice in all that
unan swer ing and lis ten ing world be gan to frighten him.
His con fu sion in creased in di rect ra tio to the vi o lence of
his ef forts. His dis tress be came for mi da bly acute, till at
length his ex er tions de feated their own ob ject, and from
sheer ex haus tion he headed back to the camp again. It re- 
mains a won der that he ever found his way. It was with
great dif fi culty, and only af ter num ber less false clues, that
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he at last saw the white tent be tween the trees, and so
reached safety.

Ex haus tion then ap plied its own rem edy, and he grew
calmer. He made the fire and break fasted. Hot cof fee and
ba con put a lit tle sense and judg ment into him again, and
he re al ized that he had been be hav ing like a boy. He now
made an other, and more suc cess ful at tempt to face the
sit u a tion col lect edly, and, a na ture nat u rally plucky com- 
ing to his as sis tance, he de cided that he must first make as
thor ough a search as pos si ble, fail ing suc cess in which, he
must find his way into the home camp as best he could
and bring help.

And this was what he did. Tak ing food, matches and ri- 
fle with him, and a small axe to blaze the trees against his
re turn jour ney, he set forth. It was eight o’clock when he
started, the sun shin ing over the tops of the trees in a sky
with out clouds. Pinned to a stake by the fire he left a note
in case Défago re turned while he was away.

This time, ac cord ing to a care ful plan, he took a new di- 
rec tion, in tend ing to make a wide sweep that must sooner
or later cut into in di ca tions of the guide’s trail; and, be- 
fore he had gone a quar ter of a mile he came across the
tracks of a large an i mal in the snow, and be side it the light
and smaller tracks of what were be yond ques tion hu man
feet—the feet of Défago. the re lief he at once ex pe ri enced
was nat u ral, though brief; for at first sight he saw in these
tracks a sim ple ex pla na tion of the whole mat ter: these big
marks had surely been left by a bull moose that, wind
against it, had blun dered upon the camp, and ut tered its
sin gu lar cry of warn ing and alarm the mo ment its mis take
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was ap par ent. Défago, in whom the hunt ing in stinct was
de vel oped to the point of un canny per fec tion, had scented
the brute com ing down the wind hours be fore. His ex cite- 
ment and dis ap pear ance were due, of course, to—to his—

Then the im pos si ble ex pla na tion at which he grasped
faded, as com mon sense showed him mer ci lessly that
none of this was true. No guide, much less a guide like
Défago, could have acted in so ir ra tional a way, go ing off
even with out his ri fle…! the whole af fair de manded a far
more com pli cated elu ci da tion, when he re mem bered the
de tails of it all—the cry of ter ror, the amaz ing lan guage,
the grey face of hor ror when his nos trils first caught the
new odor; that muf fled sob bing in the dark ness, and—for
this, too, now came back to him dimly—the man’s orig i nal
aver sion for this par tic u lar bit of coun try.…

Be sides, now that he ex am ined them closer, these were
not the tracks of a bull moose at all! Hank had ex plained
to him the out line of a bull’s hoofs, of a cow’s or calf s, too,
for that mat ter; he had drawn them clearly on a strip of
birch bark. And these were wholly dif fer ent. They were
big, round, am ple, and with no pointed out line as of sharp
hoofs. He won dered for a mo ment whether bear tracks
were like that. There was no other an i mal he could think
of, for cari bou did not come so far south at this sea son,
and, even if they did, would leave hoof marks.

They were omi nous signs—these mys te ri ous writ ings
left in the snow by the un known crea ture that had lured a
hu man be ing away from safety—and when he cou pled
them in his imag i na tion with that haunt ing sound that
broke the still ness of the dawn, a mo men tary dizzi ness
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shook his mind, dis tress ing him again be yond be lief. He
felt the threat en ing as pect of it all. And, stoop ing down to
ex am ine the marks more closely, he caught a faint whiff
of that sweet yet pun gent odor that made him in stantly
straighten up again, fight ing a sen sa tion al most of nau sea.

Then his mem ory played him an other evil trick. He
sud denly re called those un cov ered feet pro ject ing be yond
the edge of the tent, and the body’s ap pear ance of hav ing
been dragged to wards the open ing; the man’s shrink ing
from some thing by the door when he woke later. the de- 
tails now beat against his trem bling mind with con certed
at tack. They seemed to gather in those deep spa ces of the
silent for est about him, where the host of trees stood
wait ing, lis ten ing, watch ing to see what he would do. the
woods were clos ing round him.

With the per sis tence of true pluck, how ever, Simp son
went for ward, fol low ing the tracks as best he could,
smoth er ing these ugly emo tions that sought to weaken
his will. He blazed in nu mer able trees as he went, ever
fear ful of be ing un able to find the way back, and call ing
aloud at in ter vals of a few sec onds the name of the guide.
the dull tap ping of the axe upon the mas sive trunks, and
the un nat u ral ac cents of his own voice be came at length
sounds that he even dreaded to make, dreaded to hear.
For they drew at ten tion with out ceas ing to his pres ence
and ex act where abouts, and if it were re ally the case that
some thing was hunt ing him self down in the same way
that he was hunt ing down an other—

With a strong ef fort, he crushed the thought out the in- 
stant it rose. It was the be gin ning, he re al ized, of a be wil- 
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der ment ut terly di a bol i cal in kind that would speed ily de- 
stroy him.

* * * *
Al though the snow was not con tin u ous, ly ing merely in

shal low flur ries over the more open spa ces, he found no
dif fi culty in fol low ing the tracks for the first few miles.
They went straight as a ruled line wher ever the trees per- 
mit ted. the stride soon be gan to in crease in length, till it
fi nally as sumed pro por tions that seemed ab so lutely im- 
pos si ble for any or di nary an i mal to have made. Like huge
fly ing leaps they be came. One of these he mea sured, and
though he knew that “stretch” of eigh teen feet must be
some how wrong, he was at a com plete loss to un der stand
why he found no signs on the snow be tween the ex treme
points. But what per plexed him even more, mak ing him
feel his vi sion had gone ut terly awry, was that Défago’s
stride in creased in the same man ner, and fi nally cov ered
the same in cred i ble dis tances. It looked as if the great
beast had lifted him with it and car ried him across these
as ton ish ing in ter vals. Simp son, who was much longer in
the limb, found that he could not com pass even half the
stretch by tak ing a run ning jump.

And the sight of these huge tracks, run ning side by
side, silent ev i dence of a dread ful jour ney in which ter ror
or mad ness had urged to im pos si ble re sults, was pro- 
foundly mov ing. It shocked him in the se cret depths of his
soul. It was the most hor ri ble thing his eyes had ever
looked upon. He be gan to fol low them me chan i cally, ab- 
sent mind edly al most, ever peer ing over his shoul der to
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see if he, too, were be ing fol lowed by some thing with a gi- 
gan tic tread.… And soon it came about that he no longer
quite re al ized what it was they sig ni fied—these im pres- 
sions left upon the snow by some thing name less and un- 
tamed, al ways ac com pa nied by the foot marks of the lit tle
French Cana dian, his guide, his com rade, the man who
had shared his tent a few hours be fore, chat ting, laugh ing,
even singing by his side.…

V
For a man of his years and in ex pe ri ence, only a canny

Scot, per haps, grounded in com mon sense and es tab lished
in logic, could have pre served even that mea sure of bal- 
ance that this youth some how or other did man age to pre- 
serve through the whole ad ven ture. Oth er wise, two things
he presently no ticed, while forg ing pluck ily ahead, must
have sent him head long back to the com par a tive safety of
his tent, in stead of only mak ing his hands close more
tightly upon the ri fle stock, while his heart, trained for
the Wee Kirk, sent a word less prayer wing ing its way to
heaven. Both tracks, he saw, had un der gone a change, and
this change, so far as it con cerned the foot steps of the
man, was in some un de ci pher able man ner—ap palling.

It was in the big ger tracks he first no ticed this, and for
a long time he could not quite be lieve his eyes. Was it the
blown leaves that pro duced odd ef fects of light and shade,
or that the dry snow, drift ing like finely ground rice about
the edges, cast shad ows and high lights? Or was it ac tu ally
the fact that the great marks had be come faintly col ored?
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For round about the deep, plung ing holes of the an i mal
there now ap peared a mys te ri ous, red dish tinge that was
more like an ef fect of light than of any thing that dyed the
sub stance of the snow it self. Ev ery mark had it, and had it
in creas ingly—this in dis tinct fiery tinge that painted a new
touch of ghast li ness into the pic ture.

But when, wholly un able to ex plain or to credit it, he
turned his at ten tion to the other tracks to dis cover if
they, too, bore sim i lar wit ness, he no ticed that these had
mean while un der gone a change that was in fin itely worse,
and charged with far more hor ri ble sug ges tion. For, in the
last hun dred yards or so, he saw that they had grown
grad u ally into the sem blance of the par ent tread. Im per- 
cep ti bly the change had come about, yet un mis tak ably. It
was hard to see where the change first be gan. the re sult,
how ever, was be yond ques tion. Smaller, neater, more
cleanly mod eled, they formed now an ex act and care ful
du pli cate of the larger tracks be side them. the feet that
pro duced them had, there fore, also changed. And some- 
thing in his mind reared up with loathing and with ter ror
as he saw it.

Simp son, for the first time, hes i tated; then, ashamed of
his alarm and in de ci sion, took a few hur ried steps ahead;
the next in stant stopped dead in his tracks. Im me di ately
in front of him all signs of the trail ceased; both tracks
came to an abrupt end. On all sides, for a hun dred yards
and more, he searched in vain for the least in di ca tion of
their con tin u ance. There was—noth ing.

The trees were very thick just there, big trees all of
them, spruce, cedar, hem lock; there was no un der brush.
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He stood, look ing about him, all dis traught; bereft of any
power of judg ment. Then he set to work to search again,
and again, and yet again, but al ways with the same re sult:
noth ing. the feet that printed the sur face of the snow thus
far had now, ap par ently, left the ground!

And it was in that mo ment of dis tress and con fu sion
that the whip of ter ror laid its most nicely cal cu lated lash
about his heart. It dropped with deadly ef fect upon the
sor est spot of all, com pletely un nerv ing him. He had been
se cretly dread ing all the time that it would come—and
come it did.

Far over head, muted by great height and dis tance,
strangely thinned and wail ing, he heard the cry ing voice
of Défago, the guide.

The sound dropped upon him out of that still, win try
sky with an ef fect of dis may and ter ror un sur passed. the
ri fle fell to his feet. He stood mo tion less an in stant, lis ten- 
ing as it were with his whole body, then stag gered back
against the near est tree for sup port, dis or ga nized hope- 
lessly in mind and spirit. To him, in that mo ment, it
seemed the most shat ter ing and dis lo cat ing ex pe ri ence he
had ever known, so that his heart emp tied it self of all feel- 
ing what so ever as by a sud den draught.

“Oh! oh! This fiery height! Oh, my feet of fire! My burn- 
ing feet of fire…!” ran in far, be seech ing ac cents of in de- 
scrib able ap peal this voice of an guish down the sky. Once
it called—then si lence through all the lis ten ing wilder ness
of trees.

And Simp son, scarcely know ing what he did, presently
found him self run ning wildly to and fro, search ing, call- 



125

ing, trip ping over roots and boul ders, and fling ing him self
in a frenzy of undi rected pur suit af ter the Caller. Be hind
the screen of mem ory and emo tion with which ex pe ri ence
veils events, he plunged, dis tracted and half-de ranged,
pick ing up false lights like a ship at sea, ter ror in his eyes
and heart and soul. For the Panic of the Wilder ness had
called to him in that far voice—the Power of un tamed Dis- 
tance—the En tice ment of the Des o la tion that de stroys. He
knew in that mo ment all the pains of some one hope lessly
and ir re triev ably lost, suf fer ing the lust and tra vail of a
soul in the fi nal Lone li ness. A vi sion of Défago, eter nally
hunted, driven and pur sued across the skiey vast ness of
those an cient forests fled like a flame across the dark ruin
of his thoughts…

It seemed ages be fore he could find any thing in the
chaos of his dis or ga nized sen sa tions to which he could an- 
chor him self steady for a mo ment, and think…

The cry was not re peated; his own hoarse call ing
brought no re sponse; the in scrutable forces of the Wild
had sum moned their vic tim be yond re call—and held him
fast.

* * * *
Yet he searched and called, it seems, for hours af ter- 

wards, for it was late in the af ter noon when at length he
de cided to aban don a use less pur suit and re turn to his
camp on the shores of Fifty Is land Wa ter. Even then he
went with re luc tance, that cry ing voice still echo ing in his
ears. With dif fi culty he found his ri fle and the home ward
trail. the con cen tra tion nec es sary to fol low the badly
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blazed trees, and a bit ing hunger that gnawed, helped to
keep his mind steady. Oth er wise, he ad mits, the tem po- 
rary aber ra tion he had suf fered might have been pro- 
longed to the point of pos i tive dis as ter. Grad u ally the bal- 
last shifted back again, and he re gained some thing that
ap proached his nor mal equi lib rium.

But for all that the jour ney through the gath er ing dusk
was mis er ably haunted. He heard in nu mer able fol low ing
foot steps; voices that laughed and whis pered; and saw fig- 
ures crouch ing be hind trees and boul ders, mak ing signs to
one an other for a con certed at tack the mo ment he had
passed. the creep ing mur mur of the wind made him start
and lis ten. He went stealth ily, try ing to hide where pos si- 
ble, and mak ing as lit tle sound as he could. the shad ows of
the woods, hith erto pro tec tive or cov er ing merely, had
now be come men ac ing, chal leng ing; and the pageantry in
his fright ened mind masked a host of pos si bil i ties that
were all the more omi nous for be ing ob scure. the pre sen- 
ti ment of a name less doom lurked ill-con cealed be hind
ev ery de tail of what had hap pened.

It was re ally ad mirable how he emerged vic tor in the
end; men of riper pow ers and ex pe ri ence might have
come through the or deal with less suc cess. He had him self
tol er a bly well in hand, all things con sid ered, and his plan
of ac tion proves it. Sleep be ing ab so lutely out of the ques- 
tion and trav el ing an un known trail in the dark ness
equally im prac ti ca ble, he sat up the whole of that night,
ri fle in hand, be fore a fire he never for a sin gle mo ment
al lowed to die down. the sever ity of the haunted vigil
marked his soul for life; but it was suc cess fully ac com- 
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plished; and with the very first signs of dawn he set forth
upon the long re turn jour ney to the home camp to get
help. As be fore, he left a writ ten note to ex plain his ab- 
sence, and to in di cate where he had left a plen ti ful cache
of food and matches—though he had no ex pec ta tion that
any hu man hands would find them!

How Simp son found his way alone by the lake and for- 
est might well make a story in it self, for to hear him tell it
is to know the pas sion ate lone li ness of soul that a man can
feel when the Wilder ness holds him in the hol low of its il- 
lim itable hand—and laughs. It is also to ad mire his in- 
domitable pluck.

He claims no skill, declar ing that he fol lowed the al- 
most in vis i ble trail me chan i cally, and with out think ing.
And this, doubt less, is the truth. He re lied upon the guid- 
ing of the un con scious mind, which is in stinct. Per haps,
too, some sense of ori en ta tion, known to an i mals and
prim i tive men, may have helped as well, for through all
that tan gled re gion he suc ceeded in reach ing the ex act
spot where Défago had hid den the ca noe nearly three
days be fore with the re mark, “Strike doo west across the
lake into the sun to find the camp.”

There was not much sun left to guide him, but he used
his com pass to the best of his abil ity, em bark ing in the
frail craft for the last twelve miles of his jour ney with a
sen sa tion of im mense re lief that the for est was at last be- 
hind him. And, for tu nately, the wa ter was calm; he took
his line across the cen ter of the lake in stead of coast ing
round the shores for an other twenty miles. For tu nately,
too, the other hunters were back. the light of their fires
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fur nished a steer ing point with out which he might have
searched all night long for the ac tual po si tion of the
camp.

It was close upon mid night all the same when his ca noe
grated on the sandy cove, and Hank, Punk and his un cle,
dis turbed in their sleep by his cries, ran quickly down and
helped a very ex hausted and bro ken spec i men of Scotch
hu man ity over the rocks to ward a dy ing fire.

VI
The sud den en trance of his pro saic un cle into this

world of wiz ardry and hor ror that had haunted him with- 
out in ter rup tion now for two days and two nights, had the
im me di ate ef fect of giv ing to the af fair an en tirely new as- 
pect. the sound of that crisp “Hul loa, my boy! And what’s
up now?” and the grasp of that dry and vig or ous hand in- 
tro duced an other stan dard of judg ment. A re vul sion of
feel ing washed through him. He re al ized that he had let
him self “go” rather badly. He even felt vaguely ashamed
of him self. the na tive hard-head ed ness of his race re- 
claimed him.

And this doubt less ex plains why he found it so hard to
tell that group round the fire—ev ery thing. He told
enough, how ever, for the im me di ate de ci sion to be ar- 
rived at that a re lief party must start at the ear li est pos si- 
ble mo ment, and that Simp son, in or der to guide it ca pa- 
bly, must first have food and, above all, sleep. Dr. Cath cart
ob serv ing the lad’s con di tion more shrewdly than his pa- 
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tient knew, gave him a very slight in jec tion of mor phine.
For six hours he slept like the dead.

From the de scrip tion care fully writ ten out af ter wards
by this stu dent of di vin ity, it ap pears that the ac count he
gave to the as ton ished group omit ted sundry vi tal and im- 
por tant de tails. He de clares that, with his un cle’s whole- 
some, mat ter-of-fact coun te nance star ing him in the face,
he sim ply had not the courage to men tion them. Thus, all
the search party gath ered, it would seem, was that Défago
had suf fered in the night an acute and in ex pli ca ble at tack
of ma nia, had imag ined him self “called” by some one or
some thing, and had plunged into the bush af ter it with out
food or ri fle, where he must die a hor ri ble and lin ger ing
death by cold and star va tion un less he could be found and
res cued in time. “In time,” more over, meant at once.

In the course of the fol low ing day, how ever—they were
off by seven, leav ing Punk in charge with in struc tions to
have food and fire al ways ready—Simp son found it pos si- 
ble to tell his un cle a good deal more of the story’s true in- 
ward ness, with out di vin ing that it was drawn out of him
as a mat ter of fact by a very sub tle form of cross ex am i na- 
tion. By the time they reached the be gin ning of the trail,
where the ca noe was laid up against the re turn jour ney,
he had men tioned how Défago spoke vaguely of “some- 
thing he called a ‘Wendigo’”; how he cried in his sleep;
how he imag ined an un usual scent about the camp; and
had be trayed other symp toms of men tal ex cite ment. He
also ad mit ted the be wil der ing ef fect of “that ex tra or di- 
nary odor” upon him self, “pun gent and acrid like the odor
of li ons.” And by the time they were within an easy hour
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of Fifty Is land Wa ter he had let slip the fur ther fact—a
fool ish avowal of his own hys ter i cal con di tion, as he felt
af ter wards—that he had heard the van ished guide call
“for help.” He omit ted the sin gu lar phrases used, for he
sim ply could not bring him self to re peat the pre pos ter ous
lan guage. Also, while de scrib ing how the man’s foot steps
in the snow had grad u ally as sumed an ex act minia ture
like ness of the an i mal’s plung ing tracks, he left out the
fact that they mea sured a wholly in cred i ble dis tance. It
seemed a ques tion, nicely bal anced be tween in di vid ual
pride and hon esty, what he should re veal and what sup- 
press. He men tioned the fiery tinge in the snow, for in- 
stance, yet shrank from telling that body and bed had
been partly dragged out of the tent.…

With the net re sult that Dr. Cath cart, adroit psy chol o- 
gist that he fan cied him self to be, had as sured him clearly
enough ex actly where his mind, in flu enced by lone li ness,
be wil der ment and ter ror, had yielded to the strain and in- 
vited delu sion. While prais ing his con duct, he man aged at
the same time to point out where, when, and how his
mind had gone astray. He made his nephew think him self
finer than he was by ju di cious praise, yet more fool ish
than he was by min i miz ing the value of the ev i dence. Like
many an other ma te ri al ist, that is, he lied clev erly on the
ba sis of in suf fi cient knowl edge, be cause the knowl edge
sup plied seemed to his own par tic u lar in tel li gence in ad- 
mis si ble.

“The spell of these ter ri ble soli tudes,” he said, “can not
leave any mind un touched, any mind, that is, pos sessed of
the higher imag i na tive qual i ties. It has worked upon
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yours ex actly as it worked upon my own when I was your
age. the an i mal that haunted your lit tle camp was un- 
doubt edly a moose, for the ‘belling’ of a moose may have,
some times, a very pe cu liar qual ity of sound. the col ored
ap pear ance of the big tracks was ob vi ously a de fect of vi- 
sion in your own eyes pro duced by ex cite ment. the size
and stretch of the tracks we shall prove when we come to
them. But the hal lu ci na tion of an au di ble voice, of course,
is one of the com mon est forms of delu sion due to men tal
ex cite ment—an ex cite ment, my dear boy, per fectly ex cus- 
able, and, let me add, won der fully con trolled by you un- 
der the cir cum stances. For the rest, I am bound to say,
you have acted with a splen did courage, for the ter ror of
feel ing one self lost in this wilder ness is noth ing short of
aw ful, and, had I been in your place, I don’t for a mo ment
be lieve I could have be haved with one quar ter of your
wis dom and de ci sion. the only thing I find it un com monly
dif fi cult to ex plain is—that—damned odor.”

“It made me feel sick, I as sure you,” de clared his
nephew, “pos i tively dizzy!” His un cle’s at ti tude of calm
om ni science, merely be cause he knew more psy cho log i cal
for mu lae, made him slightly de fi ant. It was so easy to be
wise in the ex pla na tion of an ex pe ri ence one has not per- 
son ally wit nessed. “A kind of des o late and ter ri ble odor is
the only way I can de scribe it,” he con cluded, glanc ing at
the fea tures of the quiet, un emo tional man be side him.

“I can only mar vel,” was the re ply, “that un der the cir- 
cum stances it did not seem to you even worse.” the dry
words, Simp son knew, hov ered be tween the truth, and his
un cle’s in ter pre ta tion of “the truth.”
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* * * *
And so at last they came to the lit tle camp and found

the tent still stand ing, the re mains of the fire, and the
piece of pa per pinned to a stake be side it—un touched. the
cache, poorly con trived by in ex pe ri enced hands, how ever,
had been dis cov ered and opened—by musk rats, mink and
squir rel. the matches lay scat tered about the open ing, but
the food had been taken to the last crumb.

“Well, fellers, he ain’t here,” ex claimed Hank loudly af- 
ter his fash ion. “And that’s as sar tain as the coal sup ply
down be low! But whar he’s got to by this time is ’bout as
un sar tain as the trade in crowns in t’other place.” the
pres ence of a di vin ity stu dent was no bar rier to his lan- 
guage at such a time, though for the reader’s sake it may
be se verely edited. “I pro pose,” he added, “that we start
out at once an’ hunt for’m like hell!”

The gloom of Défago’s prob a ble fate op pressed the
whole party with a sense of dread ful grav ity the mo ment
they saw the fa mil iar signs of re cent oc cu pancy. Es pe- 
cially the tent, with the bed of bal sam branches still
smoothed and flat tened by the pres sure of his body,
seemed to bring his pres ence near to them. Simp son, feel- 
ing vaguely as if his world were some how at stake, went
about ex plain ing par tic u lars in a hushed tone. He was
much calmer now, though over wea ried with the strain of
his many jour neys. His un cle’s method of ex plain ing—“ex- 
plain ing away,” rather—the de tails still fresh in his
haunted mem ory helped, too, to put ice upon his emo- 
tions.
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“And that’s the di rec tion he ran off in,” he said to his
two com pan ions, point ing in the di rec tion where the
guide had van ished that morn ing in the grey dawn.
“Straight down there he ran like a deer, in be tween the
birch and the hem lock.…”

Hank and Dr. Cath cart ex changed glances.
“And it was about two miles down there, in a straight

line,” con tin ued the other, speak ing with some thing of
the for mer ter ror in his voice, “that I fol lowed his trail to
the place where—it stopped—dead!”

“And where you heered him callin’ an’ caught the
stench, an’ all the rest of the wicked en ter tain ment,”
cried Hank, with a vol u bil ity that be trayed his keen dis- 
tress.

“And where your ex cite ment over came you to the
point of pro duc ing il lu sions,” added Dr. Cath cart un der
his breath, yet not so low that his nephew did not hear it.

* * * *
It was early in the af ter noon, for they had trav eled

quickly, and there were still a good two hours of day light
left. Dr. Cath cart and Hank lost no time in be gin ning the
search, but Simp son was too ex hausted to ac com pany
them. They would fol low the blazed marks on the trees,
and where pos si ble, his foot steps. Mean while the best
thing he could do was to keep a good fire go ing, and rest.

But af ter some thing like three hours’ search, the dark- 
ness al ready down, the two men re turned to camp with
noth ing to re port. Fresh snow had cov ered all signs, and
though they had fol lowed the blazed trees to the spot
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where Simp son had turned back, they had not dis cov ered
the small est in di ca tion of a hu man be ing—or for that mat- 
ter, of an an i mal. There were no fresh tracks of any kind;
the snow lay undis turbed.

It was dif fi cult to know what was best to do, though in
re al ity there was noth ing more they could do. They might
stay and search for weeks with out much chance of suc- 
cess. the fresh snow de stroyed their only hope, and they
gath ered round the fire for sup per, a gloomy and de spon- 
dent party. the facts, in deed, were sad enough, for Défago
had a wife at Rat Portage, and his earn ings were the fam- 
ily’s sole means of sup port.

Now that the whole truth in all its ug li ness was out, it
seemed use less to deal in fur ther dis guise or pre tense.
They talked openly of the facts and prob a bil i ties. It was
not the first time, even in the ex pe ri ence of Dr. Cath cart,
that a man had yielded to the sin gu lar se duc tion of the
Soli tudes and gone out of his mind; Défago, more over, was
pre dis posed to some thing of the sort, for he al ready had a
touch of melan cho lia in his blood, and his fiber was weak- 
ened by bouts of drink ing that of ten lasted for weeks at a
time. Some thing on this trip—one might never know pre- 
cisely what—had suf ficed to push him over the line, that
was all. And he had gone, gone off into the great wilder- 
ness of trees and lakes to die by star va tion and ex haus- 
tion. the chances against his find ing camp again were
over whelm ing; the delir ium that was upon him would also
doubt less have in creased, and it was quite likely he might
do vi o lence to him self and so has ten his cruel fate. Even
while they talked, in deed, the end had prob a bly come. On
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the sug ges tion of Hank, his old pal, how ever, they pro- 
posed to wait a lit tle longer and de vote the whole of the
fol low ing day, from dawn to dark ness, to the most sys- 
tem atic search they could de vise. They would di vide the
ter ri tory be tween them. They dis cussed their plan in
great de tail. All that men could do they would do. And,
mean while, they talked about the par tic u lar form in
which the sin gu lar Panic of the Wilder ness had made its
at tack upon the mind of the un for tu nate guide. Hank,
though fa mil iar with the leg end in its gen eral out line, ob- 
vi ously did not wel come the turn the con ver sa tion had
taken. He con trib uted lit tle, though that lit tle was il lu mi- 
nat ing. For he ad mit ted that a story ran over all this sec- 
tion of coun try to the ef fect that sev eral In di ans had
“seen the Wendigo” along the shores of Fifty Is land Wa ter
in the “fall” of last year, and that this was the true rea son
of Défago’s dis in cli na tion to hunt there. Hank doubt less
felt that he had in a sense helped his old pal to death by
over per suad ing him. “When an In dian goes crazy,” he ex- 
plained, talk ing to him self more than to the oth ers, it
seemed, “it’s al ways put that he’s ‘seen the Wendigo.’ An’
pore old Dé faygo was su per sti tious down to he very
heels…!”

And then Simp son, feel ing the at mos phere more sym- 
pa thetic, told over again the full story of his as ton ish ing
tale; he left out no de tails this time; he men tioned his own
sen sa tions and grip ping fears. He only omit ted the
strange lan guage used.

“But Défago surely had al ready told you all these de- 
tails of the Wendigo leg end, my dear fel low,” in sisted the
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doc tor. “I mean, he had talked about it, and thus put into
your mind the ideas which your own ex cite ment af ter- 
wards de vel oped?”

Where upon Simp son again re peated the facts. Défago,
he de clared, had barely men tioned the beast. He, Simp son,
knew noth ing of the story, and, so far as he re mem bered,
had never even read about it. Even the word was un fa mil- 
iar.

Of course he was telling the truth, and Dr. Cath cart was
re luc tantly com pelled to ad mit the sin gu lar char ac ter of
the whole af fair. He did not do this in words so much as in
man ner, how ever. He kept his back against a good, stout
tree; he poked the fire into a blaze the mo ment it showed
signs of dy ing down; he was quicker than any of them to
no tice the least sound in the night about them—a fish
jump ing in the lake, a twig snap ping in the bush, the
drop ping of oc ca sional frag ments of frozen snow from the
branches over head where the heat loos ened them. His
voice, too, changed a lit tle in qual ity, be com ing a shade
less con fi dent, lower also in tone. Fear, to put it plainly,
hov ered close about that lit tle camp, and though all three
would have been glad to speak of other mat ters, the only
thing they seemed able to dis cuss was this—the source of
their fear. They tried other sub jects in vain; there was
noth ing to say about them. Hank was the most hon est of
the group; he said next to noth ing. He never once, how- 
ever, turned his back to the dark ness. His face was al ways
to the for est, and when wood was needed he didn’t go far- 
ther than was nec es sary to get it.
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VII
A wall of si lence wrapped them in, for the snow,

though not thick, was suf fi cient to deaden any noise, and
the frost held things pretty tight be sides. No sound but
their voices and the soft roar of the flames made it self
heard. Only, from time to time, some thing soft as the flut- 
ter of a pine moth’s wings went past them through the air.
No one seemed anx ious to go to bed. the hours slipped to- 
wards mid night.

“The leg end is pic turesque enough,” ob served the doc- 
tor af ter one of the longer pauses, speak ing to break it
rather than be cause he had any thing to say, “for the
Wendigo is sim ply the Call of the Wild per son i fied, which
some na tures hear to their own de struc tion.”

“That’s about it,” Hank said presently. “An’ there’s no
mis un der standin’ when you hear it. It calls you by name
right ’nough.”

An other pause fol lowed. Then Dr. Cath cart came back
to the for bid den sub ject with a rush that made the oth ers
jump.

“The al le gory is sig nif i cant,” he re marked, look ing
about him into the dark ness, “for the Voice, they say, re- 
sem bles all the mi nor sounds of the Bush—wind, fall ing
wa ter, cries of the an i mals, and so forth. And, once the
vic tim hears that—he’s off for good, of course! His most
vul ner a ble points, more over, are said to be the feet and
the eyes; the feet, you see, for the lust of wan der ing, and
the eyes for the lust of beauty. the poor beg gar goes at
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such a dread ful speed that he bleeds be neath the eyes,
and his feet burn.”

Dr. Cath cart, as he spoke, con tin ued to peer un easily
into the sur round ing gloom. His voice sank to a hushed
tone.

“The Wendigo,” he added, “is said to burn his feet—ow- 
ing to the fric tion, ap par ently caused by its tremen dous
ve loc ity—till they drop off, and new ones form ex actly like
its own.”

Simp son lis tened in hor ri fied amaze ment; but it was
the pal lor on Hank’s face that fas ci nated him most. He
would will ingly have stopped his ears and closed his eyes,
had he dared.

“It don’t al ways keep to the ground nei ther,” came in
Hank’s slow, heavy drawl, “for it goes so high that he
thinks the stars have set him all a-fire. An’ it’ll take great
thumpin’ jumps some times, an’ run along the tops of the
trees, car ry ing its part ner with it, an’ then drop pin’ him
jest as a fish hawk’ll drop a pick erel to kill it be fore eatin’.
An’ its food, of all the muck in the whole Bush is—moss!”
And he laughed a short, un nat u ral laugh. “It’s a moss-
eater, is the Wendigo,” he added, look ing up ex cit edly into
the faces of his com pan ions. “Moss-eater,” he re peated,
with a string of the most out landish oaths he could in- 
vent.

But Simp son now un der stood the true pur pose of all
this talk. What these two men, each strong and “ex pe ri- 
enced” in his own way, dreaded more than any thing else
was—si lence. They were talk ing against time. They were
also talk ing against dark ness, against the in va sion of
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panic, against the ad mis sion re flec tion might bring that
they were in an en emy’s coun try—against any thing, in
fact, rather than al low their in most thoughts to as sume
con trol. He him self, al ready ini ti ated by the aw ful vigil
with ter ror, was be yond both of them in this re spect. He
had reached the stage where he was im mune. But these
two, the scoff ing, an a lyt i cal doc tor, and the hon est,
dogged back woods man, each sat trem bling in the depths
of his be ing.

Thus the hours passed; and thus, with low ered voices
and a kind of taut in ner re sis tance of spirit, this lit tle
group of hu man ity sat in the jaws of the wilder ness and
talked fool ishly of the ter ri ble and haunt ing leg end. It was
an un equal con test, all things con sid ered, for the wilder- 
ness had al ready the ad van tage of first at tack—and of a
hostage. the fate of their com rade hung over them with a
steadily in creas ing weight of op pres sion that fi nally be- 
came in sup port able.

It was Hank, af ter a pause longer than the pre ced ing
ones that no one seemed able to break, who first let loose
all this pent-up emo tion in very un ex pected fash ion, by
spring ing sud denly to his feet and let ting out the most
ear-shat ter ing yell imag in able into the night. He could not
con tain him self any longer, it seemed. To make it carry
even be yond an or di nary cry he in ter rupted its rhythm by
shak ing the palm of his hand be fore his mouth.

“That’s for Défago,” he said, look ing down at the other
two with a queer, de fi ant laugh, “for it’s my be lief”—the
sand wiched oaths may be omit ted—“that my ole part ner’s
not far from us at this very minute.”



140

There was a ve he mence and reck less ness about his per- 
for mance that made Simp son, too, start to his feet in
amaze ment, and be trayed even the doc tor into let ting the
pipe slip from be tween his lips. Hank’s face was ghastly,
but Cath cart’s showed a sud den weak ness—a loos en ing of
all his fac ul ties, as it were. Then a mo men tary anger
blazed into his eyes, and he too, though with de lib er a tion
born of ha bit ual self-con trol, got upon his feet and faced
the ex cited guide. For this was un per mis si ble, fool ish,
dan ger ous, and he meant to stop it in the bud.

What might have hap pened in the next minute or two
one may spec u late about, yet never def i nitely know, for in
the in stant of pro found si lence that fol lowed Hank’s roar- 
ing voice, and as though in an swer to it, some thing went
past through the dark ness of the sky over head at ter rific
speed—some thing of ne ces sity very large, for it dis placed
much air, while down be tween the trees there fell a faint
and windy cry of a hu man voice, call ing in tones of in de- 
scrib able an guish and ap peal—

“Oh, oh! This fiery height! Oh, oh! My feet of fire! My
burn ing feet of fire!”

White to the very edge of his shirt, Hank looked
stupidly about him like a child. Dr. Cath cart ut tered some
kind of un in tel li gi ble cry, turn ing as he did so with an in- 
stinc tive move ment of blind ter ror to wards the pro tec tion
of the tent, then halt ing in the act as though frozen. Simp- 
son, alone of the three, re tained his pres ence of mind a
lit tle. His own hor ror was too deep to al low of any im me- 
di ate re ac tion. He had heard that cry be fore.
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Turn ing to his stricken com pan ions, he said al most
calmly—

“That’s ex actly the cry I heard—the very words he
used!”

Then, lift ing his face to the sky, he cried aloud,
“Défago, Défago! Come down here to us! Come down—!”

And be fore there was time for any body to take def i nite
ac tion one way or an other, there came the sound of some- 
thing drop ping heav ily be tween the trees, strik ing the
branches on the way down, and land ing with a dread ful
thud upon the frozen earth be low. the crash and thun der
of it was re ally ter rific.

“That’s him, s’help me the good Gawd!” came from
Hank in a whis per ing cry half choked, his hand go ing au- 
to mat i cally to ward the hunt ing knife in his belt. “And he’s
com ing! He’s com ing!” he added, with an ir ra tional laugh
of hor ror, as the sounds of heavy foot steps crunch ing over
the snow be came dis tinctly au di ble, ap proach ing through
the black ness to wards the cir cle of light.

And while the steps, with their stum bling mo tion,
moved nearer and nearer upon them, the three men stood
round that fire, mo tion less and dumb. Dr. Cath cart had
the ap pear ance of a man sud denly with ered; even his eyes
did not move. Hank, suf fer ing shock ingly, seemed on the
verge again of vi o lent ac tion; yet did noth ing. He, too, was
hewn of stone. Like stricken chil dren they seemed. the
pic ture was hideous. And, mean while, their owner still in- 
vis i ble, the foot steps came closer, crunch ing the frozen
snow. It was end less—too pro longed to be quite real—this
mea sured and piti less ap proach. It was ac cursed.
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VIII
Then at length the dark ness, hav ing thus la bo ri ously

con ceived, brought forth—a fig ure. It drew for ward into
the zone of un cer tain light where fire and shad ows min- 
gled, not ten feet away; then halted, star ing at them
fixedly. the same in stant it started for ward again with the
spas modic mo tion as of a thing moved by wires, and com- 
ing up closer to them, full into the glare of the fire, they
per ceived then that—it was a man; and ap par ently that
this man was—Défago.

Some thing like a skin of hor ror al most per cep ti bly
drew down in that mo ment over ev ery face, and three
pairs of eyes shone through it as though they saw across
the fron tiers of nor mal vi sion into the Un known.

Défago ad vanced, his tread fal ter ing and un cer tain; he
made his way straight up to them as a group first, then
turned sharply and peered close into the face of Simp son.
the sound of a voice is sued from his lips—

“Here I am, Boss Simp son. I heered some one call ing
me.” It was a faint, dried up voice, made wheezy and
breath less as by im mense ex er tion. “I’m havin’ a reg’lar
hell fire kind of a trip, I am.” And he laughed, thrust ing his
head for ward into the other’s face.

But that laugh started the ma chin ery of the group of
wax work fig ures with the wax-white skins. Hank im me di- 
ately sprang for ward with a stream of oaths so far fetched
that Simp son did not rec og nize them as Eng lish at all, but
thought he had lapsed into In dian or some other lingo. He
only re al ized that Hank’s pres ence, thrust thus be tween
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them, was wel come—un com monly wel come. Dr. Cath cart,
though more calmly and leisurely, ad vanced be hind him,
heav ily stum bling.

Simp son seems hazy as to what was ac tu ally said and
done in those next few sec onds, for the eyes of that de- 
testable and blasted vis age peer ing at such close quar ters
into his own ut terly be wil dered his senses at first. He
merely stood still. He said noth ing. He had not the trained
will of the older men that forced them into ac tion in de fi- 
ance of all emo tional stress. He watched them mov ing as
be hind a glass that half de stroyed their re al ity; it was
dream like; per verted. Yet, through the tor rent of Hank’s
mean ing less phrases, he re mem bers hear ing his un cle’s
tone of au thor ity—hard and forced—say ing sev eral things
about food and warmth, blan kets, whisky and the rest…
and, fur ther, that whiffs of that pen e trat ing, un ac cus- 
tomed odor, vile yet sweetly be wil der ing, as sailed his nos- 
trils dur ing all that fol lowed.

It was no less a per son than him self, how ever—less ex- 
pe ri enced and adroit than the oth ers though he was—who
gave in stinc tive ut ter ance to the sen tence that brought a
mea sure of re lief into the ghastly sit u a tion by ex press ing
the doubt and thought in each one’s heart.

“It is—YOU, isn’t it, Défago?” he asked un der his
breath, hor ror break ing his speech.

And at once Cath cart burst out with the loud an swer
be fore the other had time to move his lips. “Of course it is!
of course it is! Only—can’t you see—he’s nearly dead with
ex haus tion, cold and ter ror! Isn’t that enough to change a
man be yond all recog ni tion?” It was said in or der to con- 
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vince him self as much as to con vince the oth ers. the
overem pha sis alone proved that. And con tin u ally, while
he spoke and acted, he held a hand ker chief to his nose.
That odor per vaded the whole camp.

For the “Défago” who sat hud dled by the big fire,
wrapped in blan kets, drink ing hot whisky and hold ing
food in wasted hands, was no more like the guide they had
last seen alive than the pic ture of a man of sixty is like a
da guerreo type of his early youth in the cos tume of an- 
other gen er a tion. Noth ing re ally can de scribe that ghastly
car i ca ture, that par ody, mas querad ing there in the fire- 
light as Défago. From the ru ins of the dark and aw ful
mem o ries he still re tains, Simp son de clares that the face
was more an i mal than hu man, the fea tures drawn about
into wrong pro por tions, the skin loose and hang ing, as
though he had been sub jected to ex tra or di nary pres sures
and ten sions. It made him think vaguely of those blad der
faces blown up by the hawk ers on Ludgate Hill, that
change their ex pres sion as they swell, and as they col lapse
emit a faint and wail ing im i ta tion of a voice. Both face and
voice sug gested some such abom inable re sem blance. But
Cath cart long af ter wards, seek ing to de scribe the in de- 
scrib able, as serts that thus might have looked a face and
body that had been in air so rar i fied that, the weight of at- 
mos phere be ing re moved, the en tire struc ture threat ened
to fly asun der and be come—in co her ent.…

It was Hank, though all dis traught and shak ing with a
tear ing vol ume of emo tion he could nei ther han dle nor
un der stand, who brought things to a head with out much
ado. He went off to a lit tle dis tance from the fire, ap par- 
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ently so that the light should not daz zle him too much,
and shad ing his eyes for a mo ment with both hands,
shouted in a loud voice that held anger and af fec tion
dread fully min gled:

“You ain’t Dé faygo! You ain’t Dé faygo at all! I don’t give
a—damn, but that ain’t you, my ole pal of twenty years!”
He glared upon the hud dled fig ure as though he would de- 
stroy him with his eyes. “An’ if it is I’ll swab the floor of
hell with a wad of cot ton wool on a tooth pick, s’help me
the good Gawd!” he added, with a vi o lent fling of hor ror
and dis gust.

It was im pos si ble to si lence him. He stood there shout- 
ing like one pos sessed, hor ri ble to see, hor ri ble to hear—
be cause it was the truth. He re peated him self in fifty dif fer- 
ent ways, each more out landish than the last. the woods
rang with echoes. At one time it looked as if he meant to
fling him self upon “the in truder,” for his hand con tin u- 
ally jerked to wards the long hunt ing knife in his belt.

But in the end he did noth ing, and the whole tem pest
com pleted it self very shortly with tears. Hank’s voice sud- 
denly broke, he col lapsed on the ground, and Cath cart
some how or other per suaded him at last to go into the
tent and lie quiet. the re main der of the af fair, in deed, was
wit nessed by him from be hind the can vas, his white and
ter ri fied face peep ing through the crack of the tent door
flap.

Then Dr. Cath cart, closely fol lowed by his nephew who
so far had kept his courage bet ter than all of them, went
up with a de ter mined air and stood op po site to the fig ure
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of Défago hud dled over the fire. He looked him squarely in
the face and spoke. At first his voice was firm.

“Défago, tell us what’s hap pened—just a lit tle, so that
we can know how best to help you?” he asked in a tone of
au thor ity, al most of com mand. And at that point, it was
com mand. At once af ter wards, how ever, it changed in
qual ity, for the fig ure turned up to him a face so piteous,
so ter ri ble and so lit tle like hu man ity, that the doc tor
shrank back from him as from some thing spir i tu ally un- 
clean. Simp son, watch ing close be hind him, says he got
the im pres sion of a mask that was on the verge of drop- 
ping off, and that un der neath they would dis cover some- 
thing black and di a bol i cal, re vealed in ut ter naked ness.
“Out with it, man, out with it!” Cath cart cried, ter ror run- 
ning neck and neck with en treaty. “None of us can stand
this much longer…!” It was the cry of in stinct over rea son.

And then “Défago,” smil ing whitely, an swered in that
thin and fad ing voice that al ready seemed pass ing over
into a sound of quite an other char ac ter—

“I seen that great Wendigo thing,” he whis pered, sniff- 
ing the air about him ex actly like an an i mal. “I been with
it too—”

Whether the poor devil would have said more, or
whether Dr. Cath cart would have con tin ued the im pos si- 
ble cross ex am i na tion can not be known, for at that mo- 
ment the voice of Hank was heard yelling at the top of his
voice from be hind the can vas that con cealed all but his
ter ri fied eyes. Such a howl ing was never heard.

“His feet! Oh, Gawd, his feet! Look at his great changed
—feet!”
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Défago, shuf fling where he sat, had moved in such a
way that for the first time his legs were in full light and
his feet were vis i ble. Yet Simp son had no time, him self, to
see prop erly what Hank had seen. And Hank has never
seen fit to tell. That same in stant, with a leap like that of a
fright ened tiger, Cath cart was upon him, bundling the
folds of blan ket about his legs with such speed that the
young stu dent caught lit tle more than a pass ing glimpse
of some thing dark and oddly massed where moc casined
feet ought to have been, and saw even that but with un- 
cer tain vi sion.

Then, be fore the doc tor had time to do more, or Simp- 
son time to even think a ques tion, much less ask it, Défago
was stand ing up right in front of them, bal anc ing with
pain and dif fi culty, and upon his shape less and twisted
vis age an ex pres sion so dark and so ma li cious that it was,
in the true sense, mon strous.

“Now you seen it too,” he wheezed, “you seen my fiery,
burn ing feet! And now—that is, un less you kin save me an’
pre vent—it’s ’bout time for—”

His piteous and be seech ing voice was in ter rupted by a
sound that was like the roar of wind com ing across the
lake. the trees over head shook their tan gled branches. the
blaz ing fire bent its flames as be fore a blast. And some- 
thing swept with a ter rific, rush ing noise about the lit tle
camp and seemed to sur round it en tirely in a sin gle mo- 
ment of time. Défago shook the cling ing blan kets from his
body, turned to wards the woods be hind, and with the
same stum bling mo tion that had brought him—was gone:
gone, be fore any one could move mus cle to pre vent him,
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gone with an amaz ing, blun der ing swift ness that left no
time to act. the dark ness pos i tively swal lowed him; and
less than a dozen sec onds later, above the roar of the
sway ing trees and the shout of the sud den wind, all three
men, watch ing and lis ten ing with stricken hearts, heard a
cry that seemed to drop down upon them from a great
height of sky and dis tance—

“Oh, oh! This fiery height! Oh, oh! My feet of fire! My
burn ing feet of fire…!” then died away, into un told space
and si lence.

Dr. Cath cart—sud denly mas ter of him self, and there- 
fore of the oth ers—was just able to seize Hank vi o lently by
the arm as he tried to dash head long into the Bush.

“But I want ter know,—you!” shrieked the guide. “I
want ter see! That ain’t him at all, but some—devil that’s
shunted into his place…!”

Some how or other—he ad mits he never quite knew
how he ac com plished it—he man aged to keep him in the
tent and pacify him. the doc tor, ap par ently, had reached
the stage where re ac tion had set in and al lowed his own
in nate force to con quer. Cer tainly he “man aged” Hank ad- 
mirably. It was his nephew, how ever, hith erto so won der- 
fully con trolled, who gave him most cause for anx i ety, for
the cu mu la tive strain had now pro duced a con di tion of
lachry mose hys te ria which made it nec es sary to iso late
him upon a bed of boughs and blan kets as far re moved
from Hank as was pos si ble un der the cir cum stances.

And there he lay, as the watches of that haunted night
passed over the lonely camp, cry ing star tled sen tences,
and frag ments of sen tences, into the folds of his blan ket.
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A quan tity of gib ber ish about speed and height and fire
min gled oddly with bib li cal mem o ries of the class room.
“Peo ple with bro ken faces all on fire are com ing at a most
aw ful, aw ful, pace to wards the camp!” he would moan one
minute; and the next would sit up and stare into the
woods, in tently lis ten ing, and whis per, “How ter ri ble in
the wilder ness are—are the feet of them that—” un til his
un cle came across the change the di rec tion of his
thoughts and com fort him.

The hys te ria, for tu nately, proved but tem po rary. Sleep
cured him, just as it cured Hank.

Till the first signs of day light came, soon af ter five
o’clock, Dr. Cath cart kept his vigil. His face was the color
of chalk, and there were strange flushes be neath the eyes.
An ap palling ter ror of the soul bat tled with his will all
through those silent hours. These were some of the outer
signs…

At dawn he lit the fire him self, made break fast, and
woke the oth ers, and by seven they were well on their
way back to the home camp—three per plexed and af- 
flicted men, but each in his own way hav ing re duced his
in ner tur moil to a con di tion of more or less sys tem atized
or der again.

IX
They talked lit tle, and then only of the most whole- 

some and com mon things, for their minds were charged
with painful thoughts that clam ored for ex pla na tion,
though no one dared re fer to them. Hank, be ing near est to
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prim i tive con di tions, was the first to find him self, for he
was also less com plex. In Dr. Cath cart “civ i liza tion” cham- 
pi oned his forces against an at tack sin gu lar enough. To
this day, per haps, he is not quite sure of cer tain things.
Any how, he took longer to “find him self.”

Simp son, the stu dent of di vin ity, it was who ar ranged
his con clu sions prob a bly with the best, though not most
sci en tific, ap pear ance of or der. Out there, in the heart of
un re claimed wilder ness, they had surely wit nessed some- 
thing crudely and es sen tially prim i tive. Some thing that
had sur vived some how the ad vance of hu man ity had
emerged ter rif i cally, be tray ing a scale of life still mon- 
strous and im ma ture. He en vis aged it rather as a glimpse
into pre his toric ages, when su per sti tions, gi gan tic and un- 
couth, still op pressed the hearts of men; when the forces
of na ture were still un tamed, the Pow ers that may have
haunted a primeval uni verse not yet with drawn. To this
day he thinks of what he termed years later in a ser mon
“sav age and for mi da ble Po ten cies lurk ing be hind the
souls of men, not evil per haps in them selves, yet in stinc- 
tively hos tile to hu man ity as it ex ists.”

With his un cle he never dis cussed the mat ter in de tail,
for the bar rier be tween the two types of mind made it dif- 
fi cult. Only once, years later, some thing led them to the
fron tier of the sub ject—of a sin gle de tail of the sub ject,
rather—

“Can’t you even tell me what—they were like?” he
asked; and the re ply, though con ceived in wis dom, was
not en cour ag ing, “It is far bet ter you should not try to
know, or to find out.”
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“Well—that odor…?” per sisted the nephew. “What do
you make of that?”

Dr. Cath cart looked at him and raised his eye brows.
“Odours,” he replied, “are not so easy as sounds and

sights of tele pathic com mu ni ca tion. I make as much, or as
lit tle, prob a bly, as you do your self.”

He was not quite so glib as usual with his ex pla na tions.
That was all.

* * * *
At the fall of day, cold, ex hausted, fam ished, the party

came to the end of the long portage and dragged them- 
selves into a camp that at first glimpse seemed empty.
Fire there was none, and no Punk came for ward to wel- 
come them. the emo tional ca pac ity of all three was too
over-spent to rec og nize ei ther sur prise or an noy ance; but
the cry of spon ta neous af fec tion that burst from the lips
of Hank, as he rushed ahead of them to wards the fire-
place, came prob a bly as a warn ing that the end of the
amaz ing af fair was not quite yet. And both Cath cart and
his nephew con fessed af ter wards that when they saw him
kneel down in his ex cite ment and em brace some thing
that re clined, gen tly mov ing, be side the ex tin guished
ashes, they felt in their very bones that this “some thing”
would prove to be Défago—the true Défago, re turned.

And so, in deed, it was.
It is soon told. Ex hausted to the point of ema ci a tion,

the French Cana dian—what was left of him, that is—fum- 
bled among the ashes, try ing to make a fire. His body
crouched there, the weak fin gers obey ing fee bly the in- 
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stinc tive habit of a life time with twigs and matches. But
there was no longer any mind to di rect the sim ple op er a- 
tion. the mind had fled be yond re call. And with it, too,
had fled mem ory. Not only re cent events, but all pre vi ous
life was a blank.

This time it was the real man, though in cred i bly and
hor ri bly shrunken. On his face was no ex pres sion of any
kind what ever—fear, wel come, or recog ni tion. He did not
seem to know who it was that em braced him, or who it
was that fed, warmed and spoke to him the words of com- 
fort and re lief. For lorn and bro ken be yond all reach of hu- 
man aid, the lit tle man did meekly as he was bid den. the
“some thing” that had con sti tuted him “in di vid ual” had
van ished for ever.

In some ways it was more ter ri bly mov ing than any- 
thing they had yet seen—that id iot smile as he drew wads
of coarse moss from his swollen cheeks and told them that
he was “a damned moss-eater”; the con tin ued vom it ing of
even the sim plest food; and, worst of all, the piteous and
child ish voice of com plaint in which he told them that his
feet pained him—“burn like fire”—which was nat u ral
enough when Dr. Cath cart ex am ined them and found that
both were dread fully frozen. Be neath the eyes there were
faint in di ca tions of re cent bleed ing.

The de tails of how he sur vived the pro longed ex po sure,
of where he had been, or of how he cov ered the great dis- 
tance from one camp to the other, in clud ing an im mense
de tour of the lake on foot since he had no ca noe—all this
re mains un known. His mem ory had van ished com pletely.
And be fore the end of the win ter whose be gin ning wit- 
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nessed this strange oc cur rence, Défago, bereft of mind,
mem ory and soul, had gone with it. He lin gered only a few
weeks.

And what Punk was able to con trib ute to the story
throws no fur ther light upon it. He was clean ing fish by
the lake shore about five o’clock in the evening—an hour,
that is, be fore the search party re turned—when he saw
this shadow of the guide pick ing its way weakly into
camp. In ad vance of him, he de clares, came the faint whiff
of a cer tain sin gu lar odor.

That same in stant old Punk started for home. He cov- 
ered the en tire jour ney of three days as only In dian blood
could have cov ered it. the ter ror of a whole race drove
him. He knew what it all meant. Défago had “seen the
Wendigo.”
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THE SIN GU LAR DEATH OF
MOR TON

Dusk was melt ing into dark ness as the two men slowly
made their way through the dense for est of spruce and fir
that clothed the flanks of the moun tain. They were weary
with the long climb, for nei ther was in his first youth, and
the July day had been a hot one. Their lit tle inn lay fur- 
ther in the val ley among the or chards that sep a rated the
for est from the vine yards.

Nei ther of them talked much. the big man led the way,
car ry ing the knap sack, and his com pan ion, older, shorter,
ev i dently the more fa tigued of the two, fol lowed with
small foot steps.

From time to time he stum bled among the loose rocks.
An ex cep tion ally ob ser vant mind would pos si bly have di- 
vined that his stum bling was not en tirely due to fa tigue,
but to an ab sorp tion of spirit that made him care less how
he walked.

“All right be hind?” the big man would call from time to
time, half glanc ing back.

“Eh? What?” the other would re ply, star tled out of a
reverie.
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“Pace too fast?”
“Not a bit. I’m com ing.” And once he added: “You

might hurry on and see to sup per, if you feel like it. I
shan’t be long be hind you.”

But his big friend did not adopt the sug ges tion. He kept
the same dis tance be tween them. He called out the same
ques tion at in ter vals, Once or twice he stopped and looked
back, too.

In this way they came at length to the skirts of the
wood. A deep hush cov ered all the val ley; the lime stone
ridges they had climbed gleamed down white and ghostly
upon them from the fad ing sky. Mid way in its jour neys,
the evening wind dropped sud denly to match the beauty
of the moon light—to hold the branches still so that the
light might slip be tween and weave its sil ver pat tern on
the moss be low.

And, as they stood a mo ment to take it in, a step
sounded be hind them on the soft pine-nee dles, and the
older man, still a lit tle in the rear, turned with a start as
though he had been sud denly called by name.

“There’s that girl—again!” he said, and his voice ex- 
pressed a cu ri ous min gling of plea sure, sur prise and—ap- 
pre hen sion.

Into a patch of moon light passed the fig ure of a young
girl, looked at them as though about to stop yet think ing
bet ter of it, smiled softly, and moved on out of sight into
the sur round ing dark ness. the moon just caught her eyes
and teeth, so that they shone; the rest of her body stood in
shadow. the ef fect was strik ing—al most as though head
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and shoul ders hung alone in mid air, watch ing them with
this shin ing smile, then fad ing away.

“Come on, for heaven’s sake,” the big man cried. There
was im pa tience in his man ner, not un kind ness. the other
lin gered a mo ment, peer ing closely into the gloom where
the girl had van ished. His friend re peated his in junc tion,
and a mo ment later the two had emerged upon the high
road with the vil lage lights in sight be yond, and the for est
left be hind them like a vast man tle that held the night
within its folds.

For some min utes nei ther of them spoke; then the big
man waited for his friend to draw up along side.

“About all this val ley of the Jura,” he said presently,
“there seems to me some thing—rather weird.” He shifted
the knap sack vig or ously on his back. It was a ges ture of
un con scious protest. “Some thing un canny,” he added, as
he set a good pace.

“But ex traor di nar ily beau ti ful—”
“It at tracts you more than it does me, I think,” was the

short re ply.
“The pic turesque su per sti tions still sur vive here,” ob- 

served the older man. “They touch the imag i na tion in
spite of one’s self.”

A pause fol lowed dur ing which the other tried to in- 
crease the pace. the sub ject ev i dently made him im pa tient
for some rea son.

“Per haps,” he said presently. “Though I think my self
it’s due to the cu ri ous lone li ness of the place. I mean,
we’re in the mid dle of tourist-Eu rope here, yet so ut terly
re mote. It’s such a ne glected lit tle cor ner of the world. the
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con tra dic tion be wil ders. Then, be ing so near the fron tier,
too, with the clock chang ing an hour a mile from the vil- 
lage, makes one think of time as un real and imag i nary.”

He laughed. He pro duced sev eral other rea sons as well.
His friend ad mit ted their value, and agreed half-heart- 
edly. He still turned oc ca sion ally to look back. the moun- 
tain ridge where they had climbed was clearly vis i ble in
the moon light.

“Odd,” he said, “but I don’t see that farm house where
we got the milk any where. It ought to be eas ily vis i ble
from here.”

“Hardly—in this light. It was a queer place rather, I
thought,” he added. He did not deny the cu ri ously sug ges- 
tive at mos phere of the re gion, he merely wanted to find
sat is fac tory ex pla na tions. “A case in point, I mean. I didn’t
like it quite—that farm house—yet I’m hanged if I know
why. It made me feel un com fort able. That girl ap peared so
sud denly, al though the place seemed de serted. And her si- 
lence was so odd. Why in the world couldn’t she an swer a
sin gle ques tion? I’m glad I didn’t take the milk. I spat it
out. I’d like to know where she got it from, for there was
no sign of a cow or a goat to be seen any where!”

“I swal lowed mine—in spite of the taste,” said the
other, half smil ing at his com pan ion’s sud den vol u bil ity.

Very abruptly, then, the big man turned and faced his
friend. Was it merely an ef fect of the moon light, or had
his skin re ally turned pale be neath the sun burn?

“I say, old man,” he said, his face grave and se ri ous,
“What do you think she was? What made her seem like
that, and why the devil do you think she fol lowed us?”
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“I think,” was the slow re ply, “it was me she was fol- 
low ing.”

The words, and par tic u larly the tone of con vic tion in
which they were spo ken, clearly were dis pleas ing to the
big man, who al ready re gret ted hav ing spo ken so frankly
what was in his mind. With a com pan ion so imag i na tive,
so im pres sion able, so ner vous, it had been fool ish and un- 
wise. He led the way home at a pace that made the other
ar rive five min utes in his rear, pant ing, limp ing and per- 
spir ing as if he had been run ning.

“I’m rather for go ing on into Switzer land to mor row, or
the next day,” he ven tured that night in the dark ness of
their two-bed ded room. “I think we’ve had enough of this
place. Eh? What do you think?”

But there was no an swer from the bed across the room,
for its oc cu pant was sound asleep and snor ing.

“Dead tired, I sup pose!” he mut tered to him self, and
then turned over to fol low his friend’s ex am ple.

But for a long time sleep re fused him. Queer, un wel- 
come thoughts and feel ings kept him awake—of a kind he
rarely knew, and thor oughly dis liked. It was rub bish, yet
it made him un com fort able so that his nerves tin gled. He
tossed about in the bed.

“I’m over-tired,” he per suaded him self, “that’s all.”
The strange feel ings that kept him thus awake were

not easy to an a lyse, per haps, but their ori gin was be yond
all ques tion: they grouped them selves about the pic ture of
that de serted, tum ble-down châlet on the moun tain ridge
where they had stopped for re fresh ment a few hours be- 
fore. It was a farm house, di lap i dated and dirty, and the



159

name stood in big black let ters against a blue back ground
on the wall above the door: “La Che nille.” Yet not a liv ing
soul was to be seen any where about it; the doors were fas- 
tened, win dows shut tered; chim neys smoke less; dirt, ne- 
glect and de cay ev ery where in ev i dence.

Then, sud denly, as they had turned to go, af ter much
vain shout ing and knock ing at the door, a face ap peared
for an in stant at a win dow, the shut ter of which was half
open. His friend saw it first, and called aloud. the face
nod ded in re ply, and presently a young girl came round
the cor ner of the house, ap par ently by a back door, and
stood star ing at them both from a lit tle dis tance.

And from that very in stant, so far as he could re mem- 
ber, these queer feel ings had en tered his heart—fear, dis- 
trust, mis giv ing. the thought of it now, as he lay in bed in
the dark ness, made his hair rise. There was some thing
about that girl that struck cold into the soul. Yet she was a
mere slip of a thing, very pretty, se duc tive even, with a
cer tain ser pent-like fas ci na tion about her eyes and move- 
ments; and al though she only replied to their ques tions as
to re fresh ment with a smile, ut ter ing no sin gle word, she
man aged to con vey the im pres sion that she was a man ag- 
ing lit tle per son who might make her self very dis agree- 
able if she chose. In spite of her un de ni able charm there
was about her an at mos phere of some thing sin is ter. He
him self did most of the ques tion ing, but it was his older
friend who had the ben e fit of her smile. Her eyes hardly
ever left his face, and once she had slipped quite close to
him and touched his arm.
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The strange part of it now seemed to him that he could
not re mem ber in the least how she was dressed, or what
was the col or ing of her eyes and hair. It was al most as
though he had felt, rather than seen, her pres ence.

The milk—she pro duced a jug and two wooden bowls
af ter a brief dis ap pear ance round the cor ner of the house
—was—well, it tasted so odd that he had been un able to
swal low it, and had spat it out. His friend, on the other
hand, sav age with thirst, had drunk his bowl to the last
drop too quickly to taste it even, and, while he drank, had
kept his eyes fixed on those of the girl, who stood close in
front of him.

And from that mo ment his friend had some how
changed. On the way down he said things that were un- 
usual, talk ing chiefly about the “Che nille,” and the girl,
and the de li cious, del i cate fla vor of the milk, yet all
phrased in such a way that it sounded sin gu lar, un fa mil- 
iar, un pleas ant even.

Now that he tried to re call the sen tences the ac tual
words evaded him; but the mem ory of the un easi ness and
ap pre hen sion they caused him to feel re mained. And
night ever ital i cizes such mem o ries!

Then, to cap it all, the girl had fol lowed them. It was
wholly fool ish and ab surd to feel the things he did feel;
yet there the feel ings were, and what was the good of ar- 
gu ing? That girl fright ened him; the change in his friend
was in some way or other a dan ger sig nal. More than this
he could not tell. An ex pla na tion might come later, but for
the present his chief de sire was to get away from the
place and to get his friend away, too.
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And on this thought sleep over took him—heav ily.

* * * *
The win dows were wide open; out side was a gar den

with a rather high en clos ing wall, and at the far end a gate
that was kept locked be cause it led into pri vate fields and
so, by a back way, to the ceme tery and the lit tle church.
When it was open the guests of the inn made use of it and
got lost in the net work of fields and vines, for there was
no proper route that way to the road or the moun tains.
They usu ally ended up pre ma turely in the ceme tery, and
got back to the vil lage by pass ing through the church,
which was al ways open, or by knock ing at the kitchen
doors of the other houses and ex plain ing their po si tion.
Hence the gate was locked now to save trou ble.

Af ter sev eral hours of hot, un re fresh ing sleep the big
man turned in his bed and woke. He tried to stretch, but
couldn’t; then sat up pant ing with a sense of suf fo ca tion.
And by the faint starlight of the sum mer night, he saw
next that his friend was up and mov ing about the room.

Re mem ber ing that some times he walked in his sleep,
he called to him gen tly:

“Mor ton, old chap,” he said in a low voice, with a touch
of au thor ity in it, “go back to bed! You’ve walked enough
for one day!”

And the fig ure, obey ing as sleep-walk ers of ten will,
passed across the room and dis ap peared among the shad- 
ows over his bed. the other plunged and bur rowed him self
into a com fort able po si tion again for sleep, but the heat of
the room, the short ness of the bed, and this tire some in- 



162

ter rup tion of his slum bers made it dif fi cult to lose con- 
scious ness. He forced his eyes to keep shut, and his body
to cease from fid get ing, but there was some thing nib bling
at his mind like a spirit mouse that never per mit ted him
to cross the fron tier into ac tual obliv ion. He slept with
one eye open, as the say ing is. Odors of hay and flow ers
and baked ground stole in through the open win dow; with
them, too, came from time to time sounds—lit tle sounds
that dis turbed him with out be ing ever loud enough to
claim def i nite at ten tion.

Per haps, af ter all, he did lose con scious ness for a mo- 
ment—when, sud denly, a thought came with a sharp rush
into his mind and gal va nized him once more into ut ter
wake ful ness. It amazed him that he had not grasped it be- 
fore. It was this: the fig ure he had seen was not the fig ure of
his friend.

Alarm gripped him at once be fore he could think or ar- 
gue, and a cold per spi ra tion broke out all over his body.
He fum bled for matches, couldn’t find them; then, re- 
mem ber ing there was elec tric light, he scraped the wall
with his fin gers—and turned on the lit tle white switch. In
the sud den glare that filled the room he saw in stantly that
his friend’s bed was no longer oc cu pied. And his mind,
then act ing in stinc tively, with out process of con scious
rea son ing, flew like a flash to their walk of the day—to the
tum ble-down. “Che nille,” the glass of milk, the odd be hav- 
ior of his friend, and—to the girl.

At the same sec ond he no ticed that the odor in the
room which hith erto he had taken to be the com pos ite
odor of fields, flow ers and night, was re ally some thing
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else: it was the odor of freshly turned earth. Im me di ately
on the top of this dis cov ery came an other. Those slight
sounds he had heard out side the win dow were not or di- 
nary night-sounds, the mur mur of wind and in sects: they
were foot steps mov ing softly, stealth ily down the lit tle
paths of crushed gran ite.

He was dressed in won der ful short or der, notic ing as
he did so that his friend’s night-gar ments lay upon the
bed, and that he, too, had there fore dressed; fur ther—that
the door had been un locked and stood half an inch ajar.
There was now no ques tion that he had slept again: be- 
tween the present and the mo ment when he had seen the
fig ure there had been a con sid er able in ter val.

A cou ple of min utes later he had made his way cau- 
tiously down stairs and was stand ing on the gar den path in
the moon light. And as he stood there, his mind filled with
the sto ries the pro pri etor had told a few days be fore of
the su per sti tions that still lived in the pop u lar imag i na- 
tion and haunted this lit tle, re mote pine-clad val ley.

The thought of that girl sick ened him. the odor of
newly-turned earth re mained in his nos trils and made his
gorge rise. Ut terly and vig or ously he re jected the mon- 
strous fic tions he had heard, yet for all that, could not
pre vent their touch ing his imag i na tion as he stood there
in the early hours of the morn ing, alone with night and si- 
lence. the spell was un de ni able; only a mind with out sen- 
si bil ity could have ig nored it.

He searched the lit tle gar den from end to end. Empty!
Op po site the high gate he stopped, peer ing through the
iron bars, wet with dew to his hands. Far across the in ter- 
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ven ing fields he fan cied some thing moved. A sec ond later
he was sure of it. Some thing down there to the right be- 
yond the trees was astir. It was in the ceme tery.

And this def i nite dis cov ery sent a shud der of ter ror and
dis gust through him from head to foot.

He framed the name of his friend with his lips, yet the
sound did not come forth. Some deeper in stinct warned
him to hold it back. In stead, af ter in cred i ble ef forts, he
climbed that iron gate and dropped down into the soak ing
grass upon the other side. Then, tak ing ad van tage of all
the cover he could find, he ran, swiftly and stealth ily, to- 
wards the ceme tery. On the way, with out quite know ing
why he did so, he picked up a heavy stick; and a mo ment
later he stood be side the low wall that sep a rated the fields
from the church yard—stood and stared.

There, be side the tomb stones, with their hideous metal
wreaths and crowns of faded flow ers, he made out the fig- 
ure of his friend; he was stoop ing, crouched down upon
the ground. Be hind him rose a cou ple of bushy yew trees,
against the dark of which his form was eas ily vis i ble. He
was not alone; in front of him, bend ing close over him it
seemed, was an other fig ure—a slight, shad owy, slim fig- 
ure.

This time the big man found his voice and called aloud:
“Mor ton, Mor ton!” he cried. “What, in the name of

heaven, are you do ing? What’s the mat ter?”
And the in stant his deep voice broke the still ness of the

night with its clamor, the lit tle fig ure, half hid ing his
friend, turned about and faced him. He saw a white face
with shin ing eyes and teeth as the form rose; the moon- 
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light painted it with its own strange pal lor; it was weird,
un real, hor ri ble; and across the mouth, down wards from
the lips to the chin, ran a deep stain of crim son.

The next mo ment the fig ure slid with a queer, glid ing
mo tion to wards the trees, and dis ap peared among the
yews and tomb stones in the di rec tion of the church. the
heavy stick, hurled whirling af ter it, fell harm lessly half- 
way, knock ing a metal cross from its perch upon an up- 
right grave; and the man who had thrown it raced full
speed to wards the hud dled-up fig ure of his friend, hardly
notic ing the thin, wail ing cry that rose trem bling through
the night air from the van ished form. Nor did he no tice
more par tic u larly that sev eral of the graves, newly made,
showed signs of re cent dis tur bance, and that the odor of
turned earth he had no ticed in the room grew stronger.
All his at ten tion was con cen trated upon the fig ure at his
feet.

“Mor ton, man, get up! Wake, for God’s sake! You’ve
been walk ing in—”

Then the words died upon his lips. the un nat u ral at ti- 
tude of his friend’s shoul ders, and the way the head
dropped back to show the neck, struck him like a blow in
the face. There was no sign of move ment. He lifted the
body up and car ried it, all limp and un re sist ing, by ways
he never re mem bered af ter wards, back to the inn.

* * * *
It was all a dread ful night mare—a night mare that car- 

ried over its ghastly hor ror into wak ing life. He knew that
the pro pri etor and his wife moved busily to and fro about
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the bed, and that in due course the vil lage doc tor was
upon the scene, and that he was giv ing a mud dled and
fever ish de scrip tion of all he knew, telling how his friend
was a con firmed sleep-walker and all the rest.

But he did not re al ize the truth un til he saw the face of
the doc tor as he straight ened up from the long ex am i na- 
tion.

“Will you wake him?” he heard him self ask ing, “or let
him sleep it out till morn ing?”

And the doc tor’s ex pres sion, even be fore the re ply
came to con firm it, told him the truth.

“Ah, mon sieur, your friend will not ever wake again, I
fear! It is the heart, you see; hélas, it is sud den fail ure of
the heart!”

The fi nal scenes in the lit tle tragedy which thus
brought his hol i day to so abrupt and ter ri ble a close need
no de scrip tion, be ing in no way es sen tial to this strange
story. There were one or two cu ri ous de tails, how ever,
that came to light af ter wards. One was that for some
weeks be fore there had been signs of dis tur bance among
newly-made graves in the ceme tery, which the au thor i ties
had been try ing to trace to the nightly wan der ings of the
vil lage mad man—in vain; and an other, that the morn ing
af ter the death a trail of blood had been found across the
church floor, as though some one had passed through
from the back en trance to the front.

A spe cial ser vice was held that very week to cleanse the
holy build ing from the evil of that stain; for the vil lagers,
deep in their su per sti tions, de clared that noth ing hu man
had left that trail; noth ing could have made those marks
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but a vam pire dis turbed at mid night in its aw ful oc cu pa- 
tion among the dead.

Apart from such idle ru mours, how ever, the be reaved
car ried with him to this day cer tain other re mark able de- 
tails which can not be so eas ily dis missed. For he had a
brief con ver sa tion with the doc tor, it ap pears, that im- 
pressed him pro foundly. And the doc tor, an in tel li gent
man, pro saic as gran ite into the bar gain, had ques tioned
him rather closely as to the re cent life and habits of his
dead friend. the ac count of their climb to the “Che nille”
he heard with an amaze ment he could not con ceal.

“But no such châlet ex ists,” he said. “There is no ‘Che- 
nille.’ A long time ago, fifty years or more, there was such
a place, but it was de stroyed by the au thor i ties on ac count
of the evil rep u ta tion of the peo ple who lived there. They
burnt it. Noth ing re mains to day but a few bits of bro ken
wall and foun da tion.”

“Evil rep u ta tion—?”
The doc tor shrugged his shoul ders “Trav ellers, even

peas ants, dis ap peared,” he said. “An old woman lived
there with her daugh ter, and poi soned milk was sup posed
to be used. But the neigh bor hood ac cused them of worse
than or di nary mur der—”

“In what way?”
“Said the girl was a vam pire,” an swered the doc tor

shortly. And, af ter a mo ment’s hes i ta tion, he added, turn- 
ing his face away as he spoke: “It was a cu ri ous thing,
though, that tiny hole in your friend’s throat, small as a
pin-prick, yet so deep. And the heart—did I tell you?—was
al most com pletely drained of blood.”



168

THE OLIVE

He laughed in vol un tar ily as the olive rolled to wards his
chair across the shiny par quet floor of the ho tel din ing-
room.

His ta ble in the cav ernous salle à manger was apart: he
sat alone, a soli tary guest; the ta ble from which the olive
fell and rolled to wards him was some dis tance away. the
an gle, how ever, made him an un likely ob jec tive. Yet the
lob-sided, juicy thing, af ter hes i tat ing once or twice en
route as it plopped along, came to rest fi nally against his
feet.

It set tled with an invit ing, al most an ag gres sive air.
And he stooped and picked it up, putting it rather self-
con sciously, be cause of the girl from whose ta ble it had
come, on the white table cloth be side his plate.

Then, look ing up, he caught her eye, and saw that she
too was laugh ing, though not a bit self-con sciously. As she
helped her self to the hors d’oeu vres a false move had sent it
fly ing. She watched him pick the olive up and set it be side
his plate. Her eyes then sud denly looked away again—at
her mother—ques tion ingly.

The in ci dent was closed. But the lit tle ob long, suc cu- 
lent olive lay be side his plate, so that his fin gers played
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with it. He fin gered it au to mat i cally from time to time un- 
til his lonely meal was fin ished.

When no one was look ing he slipped it into his pocket,
as though, hav ing taken the trou ble to pick it up, this was
the very least he could do with it. Heaven alone knows
why, but he then took it up stairs with him, set ting it on
the mar ble man tel piece among his field glasses, to bacco
tins, ink-bot tles, pipes and can dle stick. At any rate, he
kept it—the moist, shiny, lob-sided, juicy lit tle ob long
olive. the ho tel lounge wea ried him; he came to his room
af ter din ner to smoke at his ease, his coat off and his feet
on a chair; to read an other chap ter of Freud, to write a
let ter or two he didn’t in the least want to write, and then
go to bed at ten o’clock. But this evening the olive kept
rolling be tween him and the thing he read; it rolled be- 
tween the para graphs, be tween the lines; the olive was
more vi tal than the in ter est of these eter nal “com plexes”
and “sup pressed de sires.”

The truth was that he kept see ing the eyes of the
laugh ing girl be yond the bounc ing olive. She had smiled
at him in such a nat u ral, spon ta neous, friendly way be fore
her mother’s glance had checked her—a smile, he felt,
that might lead to ac quain tance on the mor row.

He won dered! A thrill of pos si ble ad ven ture ran
through him.

She was a merry-look ing sort of girl, with a happy,
half-rogu ish face that seemed on the look out for some- 
body to play with. Her mother, like most of the peo ple in
the big ho tel, was an in valid; the girl, a du ti ful and pa tient
daugh ter. They had ar rived that very day ap par ently. A
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laugh is a re veal ing thing, he thought as he fell asleep to
dream of a lob-sided olive rolling con sciously to wards
him, and of a girl’s eyes that watched its awk ward move- 
ments, then looked up into his own and laughed. In his
dream the olive had been de lib er ately and clev erly dis- 
patched upon its un cer tain jour ney. It was a mes sage.

He did not know, of course, that the mother, chid ing
her daugh ter’s awk ward ness, had mut tered:

“There you are again, child! True to your name, you
never see an olive with out do ing some thing queer and
odd with it!”

A youngish man, whose knowl edge of chem istry, in- 
clud ing in vis i ble inks and such-like mys ter ies, had proved
so valu able to the Cen sor’s De part ment that for five years
he had over worked with out a hol i day, the Ital ian Riv iera
had at tracted him, and he had come out for a two months’
rest. It was his first visit. Sun, mi mosa, blue seas and bril- 
liant skies had tempted him; ex change made a pound
worth forty, fifty, sixty and sev enty shillings. He found
the place lovely, but some what un tenanted.

Hav ing cho sen at ran dom, he had come to a spot where
the com pan ion ship he hoped to find did not ex ist. the
place lan guished af ter the war, slow to re cover; the colony
of res i dent Eng lish was scat tered still; trav ellers pre ferred
the coast of France with Men tone and Monte Carlo to en- 
liven them. the coun try, more over, was dis tracted by
strikes. the elec tric light failed one week, let ters the next,
and as soon as the elec tri cians and postal-work ers re- 
sumed, the rail ways stopped run ning. Few vis i tors came,
and the few who came soon left.
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He stayed on, how ever, caught by the sun shine and the
good ex change, also with out the phys i cal en ergy to dis- 
cover a bet ter, live lier place. He went for walks among the
olive groves, he sat be side the sea and palms, he vis ited
shops and bought things he did not want be cause the ex- 
change made them seem cheap, he paid im mense “ex tras”
in his weekly bill, then chuck led as he re duced them to
shillings and found that a few pence cov ered them; he lay
with a book for hours among the olive groves.

The olive groves! His daily life could not es cape the
olive groves; to olive groves, sooner or later, his walks, his
ex pe di tions, his me an der ings by the sea, his shop ping—all
led him to these ubiq ui tous olive groves.

If he bought a pic ture post card to send home, there
was sure to be an olive grove in one cor ner of it. the whole
place was smoth ered with olive groves, the peo ple owed
their in comes and ex is tence to these ir re press ible trees.
the vil lages among the hills swam roof-deep in them.
They swarmed even in the ho tel gar dens.

The guide books praised them as per sis tently as the
res i dents brought them, sooner or later, into ev ery con- 
ver sa tion. They grew lyri cal over them:

“And how do you like our olive trees? Ah, you think
them pretty. At first, most peo ple are dis ap pointed. They
grow on one.”

“They do,” he agreed.
“I’m glad you ap pre ci ate them. I find them the em bod i- 

ment of grace. And when the wind lifts the un der-leaves
across a whole moun tain slope—why, it’s won der ful, isn’t
it? One re alises the mean ing of ‘olive-green’.”
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“One does,” he sighed. “But all the same I should like to
get one to eat—an olive, I mean.”

“Ah, to eat, yes. That’s not so easy. You see, the crop is
—”

“Ex actly,” he in ter rupted im pa tiently, weary of the ha- 
bit ual and eva sive ex pla na tions. “But I should like to taste
the fruit. I should like to en joy one.”

For, af ter a stay of six weeks, he had never once seen
an olive on the ta ble, in the shops, nor even on the street
bar rows at the mar ket place. He had never tasted one. No
one sold olives, though olive trees were a drug in the
place; no one bought them, no one asked for them; it
seemed that no one wanted them. the trees, when he
looked closely, were thick with a dark lit tle berry that
seemed more like a sour sloe than the suc cu lent, de li cious
spicy fruit as so ci ated with its name.

Men climbed the trunks, ev ery where shak ing the laden
branches and hit ting them with long bam boo poles to
knock the fruit off, while women and chil dren, squat ting
on their haunches, spent la bo ri ous hours fill ing bas kets
un der neath, then load ing mules and don keys with their
daily “catch.” But an olive to eat was un ob tain able. He had
never cared for olives, but now he craved with all his soul
to feel his teeth in one.

“Ach! But it is the Span ish olive that you eat,” ex- 
plained the head waiter, a Ger man from Basel. “These are
for oil only.” Af ter which he dis liked the olive more than
ever—un til that night when he saw the first eat able spec i- 
men rolling across the shiny par quet floor, pro pelled to- 
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wards him by the care less hand of a pretty girl, who then
looked up into his eyes and smiled.

He was con vinced that Eve, sim i larly, had rolled the ap- 
ple to wards Adam across the emer ald sward of the first
gar den in the world.

He slept usu ally like the dead. It must have been some- 
thing very real that made him open his eyes and sit up in
bed alertly. There was a noise against his door. He lis- 
tened. the room was still quite dark. It was early morn ing.
the noise was not re peated.

“Who’s there?” he asked in a sleepy whis per. “What is
it?”

The noise came again. Some one was scratch ing on the
door. No, it was some body tap ping.

“What do you want?” he de manded in a louder voice.
“Come in,” he added, won der ing sleep ily whether he was
pre sentable. Ei ther the ho tel was on fire or the porter was
wak ing the wrong per son for some sun rise ex pe di tion.

Noth ing hap pened. Wide awake now, he turned the
switch on, but no light flooded the room. the elec tri cians,
he re mem bered with a curse, were out on strike. He fum- 
bled for the matches, and as he did so a voice in the cor ri- 
dor be came dis tinctly au di ble. It was just out side his door.

“Aren’t you ready?” he heard. “You sleep for ever.”
And the voice, al though never hav ing heard it be fore,

he could not have recog nised it, be longed, he knew sud- 
denly, to the girl who had let the olive fall. In an in stant
he was out of bed. He lit a can dle.

“I’m com ing,” he called softly, as he slipped rapidly
into some clothes. “I’m sorry I’ve kept you. I shan’t be a
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minute.”
“Be quick then!” he heard, while the can dle flame

slowly grew, and he found his gar ments. Less than three
min utes later he opened the door and, can dle in hand,
peered into the dark pas sage.

“Blow it out!” came a peremp tory whis per. He obeyed,
but not quick enough. A pair of red lips emerged from the
shad ows. There was a puff, and the can dle was ex tin- 
guished. “I’ve got my rep u ta tion to con sider. We mustn’t
be seen, of course!”

The face van ished in the dark ness, but he had recog- 
nised it—the shin ing skin, the bright glanc ing eyes. the
sweet breath touched his cheek. the can dle stick was taken
from him by a swift, deft move ment. He heard it knock
the wain scot ing as it was set down. He went out into a
pitch-black cor ri dor, where a soft hand seized his own
and led him—by a back door, it seemed—out into the open
air of the hill-side im me di ately be hind the ho tel.

He saw the stars. the morn ing was cool and fra grant,
the sharp air waked him, and the last ves tiges of sleep
went fly ing. He had been drowsy and con fused, had
obeyed the sum mons with out think ing. He now re alised
sud denly that he was en gaged in an act of mad ness.

The girl, dressed in some flimsy ma te rial thrown
loosely about her head and body, stood a few feet away,
look ing, he thought, like some fig ure called out of dreams
and slum ber of a for got ten world, out of leg end al most. He
saw her evening shoes peep out; he di vined an evening
dress be neath the gauzy cov er ing. the light wind blew it
close against her fig ure. He thought of a nymph.
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“I say—but haven’t you been to bed?” he asked
stupidly. He had meant to ex pos tu late, to apol o gise for his
fool ish rash ness, to scold and say they must go back at
once. In stead, this sen tence came. He guessed she had
been sit ting up all night. He stood still a sec ond, star ing in
mute ad mi ra tion, his eyes full of be wil dered ques tion.

“Watch ing the stars,” she met his thought with a happy
laugh. “Orion has touched the hori zon. I came for you at
once. We’ve got just four hours!” the voice, the smile, the
eyes, the ref er ence to Orion, swept him off his feet. Some- 
thing in him broke loose, and flew wildly, reck lessly to the
stars.

“Let us be off!” he cried, “be fore the Bear tilts down.
Al ready Al cy one be gins to fade. I’m ready. Come!”

She laughed. the wind blew the gauze aside to show
two ivory white limbs. She caught his hand again, and
they scam pered to gether up the steep hill-side to wards
the woods. Soon the big ho tel, the vil las, the white houses
of the lit tle town where na tives and vis i tors still lay
soundly sleep ing, were out of sight. the far ther sky came
down to meet them. the stars were pal ing, but no sign of
ac tual dawn was yet vis i ble. the fresh ness stung their
cheeks.

Slowly, the heav ens grew lighter, the east turned rose,
the out line of the trees de fined them selves, there was a
stir ring of the sil very green leaves. They were among
olive groves—but the spir its of the trees were danc ing. Far
be low them, a pool of deep color, they saw the an cient
sea. They saw the tiny specks of dis tant fish ing-boats. the
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sailors were singing to the dawn, and birds among the mi- 
mosa of the hang ing gar dens an swered them.

Paus ing a mo ment at length be neath a gaunt old tree,
whose strug gle to leave the cling ing earth had tor tured its
great writhing arms and trunk, they took their breath,
gaz ing at one an other with eyes full of happy dreams.

“You un der stood so quickly,” said the girl, “my lit tle
mes sage. I knew by your eyes and ears you would.” And
she first tweaked his ears with two slen der fin gers mis- 
chie vously, then laid her soft palm with a mo men tary
light pres sure on both eyes.

“You’re half-and-half, at any rate,” she added, look ing
him up and down for a swift in stant of ap praise ment, “if
you’re not al to gether.” the laugh ter showed her white,
even lit tle teeth.

“You know how to play, and that’s some thing,” she
added. Then, as if to her self, “You’ll be al to gether be fore
I’ve done with you.”

“Shall I?” he stam mered, afraid to look at her.
Puz zled, some spirit of com pro mise still lin ger ing in

him, he knew not what she meant; he knew only that the
cur rent of life flowed in creas ingly through his veins, but
that her eyes con fused him.

“I’m long ing for it,” he added. “How won der fully you
did it! They roll so awk wardly—”

“Oh, that!” She peered at him through a wisp of hair.
“You’ve kept it, I hope.”

“Rather. It’s on my man tel piece—”
“You’re sure you haven’t eaten it?” and she made a de- 

li cious mimicry with her red lips, so that he saw the tip of
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a small pointed tongue.
“I shall keep it,” he swore, “as long as these arms have

life in them,” and he seized her just as she was crouch ing
to es cape, and cov ered her with kisses.

“I knew you longed to play,” she panted, when he re- 
leased her. “Still, it was sweet of you to pick it up be fore
an other got it.”

“An other!” he ex claimed.
“The gods de cide. It’s a lob-sided thing, re mem ber. It

can’t roll straight.” She looked oddly mis chievous, elu sive.
He stared at her.
“If it had rolled else where—and an other had picked it

up—?” he be gan.
“I should be with that other now!” And this time she

was off and away be fore he could pre vent her, and the
sound of her sil very laugh ter mocked him among the olive
trees be yond. He was up and af ter her in a sec ond, fol low- 
ing her slim white ness in and out of the old-world grove,
as she flit ted lightly, her hair fly ing in the wind, her fig ure
flash ing like a ray of sun light or the race of foam ing wa ter
—till at last he caught her and drew her down upon his
knees, and kissed her wildly, for get ting who and where
and what he was.

“Hark!” she whis pered breath lessly, one arm close
about his neck. “I hear their foot steps. Lis ten! It is the
pipe!”

“The pipe—!” he re peated, con scious of a tiny but de li- 
cious shud der.

For a sud den chill ran through him as she said it. He
gazed at her. the hair fell loose about her cheeks, flushed
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and rosy with his hot kisses. Her eyes were bright and
wild for all their soft ness. Her face, turned side ways to
him as she lis tened, wore an ex tra or di nary look that for
an in stant made his blood run cold. He saw the parted
lips, the small white teeth, the slim neck of ivory, the
young bo som pant ing from his tem pes tu ous em brace. of
an un earthly love li ness and bright ness she seemed to him,
yet with this strange, re mote ex pres sion that touched his
soul with sud den ter ror.

Her face turned slowly.
“Who are you?” he whis pered. He sprang to his feet

with out wait ing for her an swer.
He was young and ag ile; strong, too, with that quick re- 

sponse of mus cle they have who keep their bod ies well;
but he was no match for her. Her speed and agility out-
classed his own with ease. She leapt. Be fore he had moved
one leg for ward to wards es cape, she was cling ing with
soft, sup ple arms and limbs about him, so that he could
not free him self, and as her weight bore him down wards
to the ground, her lips found his own and kissed them
into si lence. She lay buried again in his em brace, her hair
across his eyes, her heart against his heart, and he for got
his ques tion, for got his lit tle fear, for got the very world he
knew….

“They come, they come,” she cried gaily. “The Dawn is
here. Are you ready?”

“I’ve been ready for five thou sand years,” he an swered,
leap ing to his feet be side her.

“Al to gether!” came upon a sparkling laugh that was
like wind among the olive leaves.
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Shak ing her last gauzy cov er ing from her, she snatched
his hand, and they ran for ward to gether to join the danc- 
ing throng now crowd ing up the slope be neath the trees.
Their happy singing filled the sky. Decked with vine and
ivy, and trail ing sil very green branches, they poured in a
flood of ra di ant life along the moun tain side. Slowly they
melted away into the blue dis tance of the break ing dawn,
and, as the last fig ure dis ap peared, the sun came up
slowly out of a pur ple sea.

They came to the place he knew—the de serted earth- 
quake vil lage—and a faint mem ory stirred in him. He did
not ac tu ally re call that he had vis ited it al ready, had eaten
his sand wiches with “ho tel friends” be neath its crum bling
walls; but there was a dim trou bling sense of fa mil iar ity—
noth ing more. the houses still stood, but pi geons lived in
them, and weasels, stoats and snakes had their un cer tain
homes in an cient bed rooms. Not twenty years ago the
peas ants thronged its nar row streets, through which the
dawn now peered and cool wind breathed among dew-
laden bram bles.

“I know the house,” she cried, “the house where we
would live!” and raced, a fly ing form of air and sun light,
into a tum bled cot tage that had no roof, no floor or win- 
dows. Wild bees had hung a nest against the bro ken wall.

He fol lowed her. There was sun light in the room, and
there were flow ers. Upon a rude, sim ple ta ble lay a bowl
of cream, with eggs and honey and but ter close against a
home-made loaf. They sank into each other’s arms upon a
couch of fra grant grass and boughs against the win dow
where wild roses bloomed…and the bees flew in and out.
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It was Bus sana, the so-called earth quake vil lage, be- 
cause a sud den earth quake had fallen on it one sum mer
morn ing when all the in hab i tants were at church. the
crash ing roof killed sixty, the tum bling walls an other
hun dred, and the rest had left it where it stood.

“The Church,” he said, vaguely re mem ber ing the story.
“They were at prayer—”

The girl laughed care lessly in his ear, set ting his blood
in a rush and quiver of de li cious joy. He felt him self un- 
tamed, wild as the wind and an i mals. “The true God
claimed His own,” she whis pered. “He came back. Ah, they
were not ready—the old priests had seen to that. But he
came. They heard his mu sic. Then his tread shook the
olive groves, the old ground danced, the hills leapt for joy
—”

“And the houses crum bled,” he laughed as he pressed
her closer to his heart—

“And now we’ve come back!” she cried mer rily. “We’ve
come back to wor ship and be glad!” She nes tled into him,
while the sun rose higher.

“I hear them—hark!” she cried, and again leapt, danc- 
ing from his side. Again he fol lowed her like wind.
Through the bro ken win dow they saw the naked fauns
and nymphs and satyrs rolling, danc ing, shak ing their soft
hoofs amid the ferns and bram bles. To wards the ap- 
palling, rup tured church they sped with feet of light and
air. A roar of happy song and laugh ter rose.

“Come!” he cried. “We must go too.”
Hand in hand they raced to join the tum bling, danc ing

throng. She was in his arms and on his back and flung
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across his shoul ders, as he ran. They reached the bro ken
build ing, its whole roof gone slid ing years ago, its walls a-
trem ble still, its shat tered shrines alive with nest ing birds.

“Hush!” she whis pered in a tone of awe, yet plea sure.
“He is there!” She pointed, her bare arm out stretched
above the bend ing heads.

There, in the empty space, where once stood sa cred
Host and Cup, he sat, fill ing the niche sub limely and with
aw ful power. His shaggy form, be nign yet ter ri ble, rose
through the bro ken stone. the great eyes shone and
smiled. the feet were lost in bram bles.

“God!” cried a wild, fright ened voice yet with deep
wor ship in it—and the old fa mil iar panic came with por- 
ten tous swift ness. the great Fig ure rose.

The birds flew scream ing, the an i mals sought holes, the
wor ship pers, laugh ing and glad a mo ment ago, rushed
tum bling over one an other for the doors.

“He goes again! Who called? Who called like that? His
feet shake the ground!”

“It is the earth quake!” screamed a woman’s shrill ac- 
cents in ghastly ter ror.

“Kiss me—one kiss be fore we for get again…!” sighed a
laugh ing, pas sion ate voice against his ear. “Once more
your arms, your heart beat ing on my lips…! You recog- 
nised his power. You are now al to gether! We shall re mem- 
ber!”

But he woke, with the heavy bed-clothes stuffed
against his mouth and the wind of early morn ing sigh ing
mourn fully about the ho tel walls.
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* * * *
“Have they left again—those ladies?” he in quired ca su- 

ally of the head waiter, point ing to the ta ble. “They were
here last night at din ner.”

“Who do you mean?” replied the man, stupidly, gaz ing
at the spot in di cated with a face quite blank. “Last night—
at din ner?” He tried to think.

“An Eng lish lady, el derly, with—her daugh ter—” at
which mo ment pre cisely the girl came in alone. Lunch
was over, the room empty. There was a sec ond’s dif fi cult
pause. It seemed ridicu lous not to speak. Their eyes met.
the girl blushed fu ri ously.

He was very quick for an En glish man. “I was al low ing
my self to ask af ter your mother,” he be gan. “I was
afraid”—he glanced at the ta ble laid for one—“she was not
well, per haps?”

“Oh, but that’s very kind of you, I’m sure.” She smiled.
He saw the small white even teeth….

And be fore three days had passed, he was so deeply in
love that he sim ply couldn’t help him self.

“I be lieve,” he said lamely, “this is yours. You dropped
it, you know. Er—may I keep it? It’s only an olive.”

They were, of course, in an olive grove when he asked
it, and the sun was set ting.

She looked at him, looked him up and down, looked at
his ears, his eyes. He felt that in an other sec ond her lit tle
fin gers would slip up and tweak the first, or close the sec- 
ond with a soft pres sure—

“Tell me,” he begged: “did you dream any thing—that
first night I saw you?”


