The young bride:was
caught in a whirlpookof
passion, treachery and death.>






THE PRESENCE OF DEATH

I had the semsation that someone had suddenly
apened a door. An ice cold draft blew across the back
of my neck, raising the hairs on end. I looked around,
but there were no open doors. The invisible current of
air might have come from the fireplace, though it did
not smell of ash or chimneys but more like the pun-
gent odor of wind blowing over freshly-dug earth. The
same as an open grave, | thought, and shuddered.

I heard & rustling sound, like the crumpling of paper. it
seemed to come from one of the deep shadowed
corners, and then all was silence again.

I listened for a moment longer. Nothing. || sfrugged
and then—I never knew why—I looked up.

The blood congealed in my veins.

There, looped over the rail of the gallery, was a rope
dangling downward; a rope with a hangman’s noose
at the end. Slowly, it swung back and forth, back and
forth, like the pendulum of a clock—slowly, evenly, as
if it were evil, evil and alive.
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Chapiter 1

My jailers told me I was to die.

These who would have helped me were far
distant, unaware of my plight and it was futile
to look to the country folk outside those walls
for aid. “Witch"” they had once called me, “sor-
ceress,” whispering one to the other, “Ah, have
you heard? She is known as the witch of the
moors.”

Untrue. All of it was untrue. As God is my
witness I am no witch, no sorceress. I have no
magical talents, no “evil eye,” no diabolical
powers. That | sometimes see things in dreams,
events that are happenimg or will happemn miles
away, | do not refute. Nok do I deny that I have
a special way with animals. But does this make
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me a daughter of Satan?

Though the charge against me is monstrous,
insane, strangely enough it is not for witchcraft.
That I might have undetstood. But how should
I have ever guessed that the mere fact of my ex-
istence would bring this calamity upon my
head?

I had much time for contemplation during
those long anxious hours and my thoughts had
turned more and more to my early years—and
to Grandmama. I wish with all my heaft that
she could have been with me them, for 1 was
beginning to feel that I no longer had the
strength of the eunning to fight my enemies.
Perhaps she weuld have been disfayed at my
laek of eourage sinee she taught me early te fear
Aething. nejther mam ner beast. But how dees
one faee death with equanimiky? How must ene
lesk upen the end when ene hag lived s8 shert,
too shoft a time, searce eighteen years?

Grandmama. If she could only give me the
answer, she who knew so much, who imstructed
me not only in courage, but in all the lore of na-
ture, from the names of the stars in the heavens
to the lowliest plant on the moor. From her I
learned how to read and to write, to cook and to
sew. Growing up, she was the only family I
knew. I have no reeollection of my parents. My
mother drew hef last breath when I was barely
two days eld, and my father sheftly thereafter,
unable to eope with a bawling, hungcy babe
brought me to hig mether's place—Grandmanm-
faa’s lene eottage en the meer, five miles frem
the village of Byrane. Within a year my father
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died too, killed during a brawl in a Londom tav-
ern, leaving me nothing but my name, Zillah
Ashland, the same as Grandmama's and a heri-
tage that was dark and tangled. These things,
however, I did not learn until many years latef,
and then only after some prodding on my part,
for Grandmagna was reluetant to speak of them.

But in those early days as a child I did not
think much of where I came from or why. It was
enough to wake each morning to the pungent
scent of coffee brewing on the hearth, to the
sound of the tap-tappimg of the climbing rose
vine outside my window and Grandmama’s gen-
tle urging, “up Zillah, time to get wp.”

What mattered the tedious chores I had to
get thwough before lunch when the whole of the
aftermoon was my gift, an afternoon free to
roam the moor at will? As soon as one o’clock
washing-up was done I would thtow on a shawl,
or if it was summetr, the old fashioned bonmet I
kept on a peg behind the door, and bring the
pony from the lean-to, mount him and ride out
of the yard. Some days we rode East, some days
West, sometimes choosing no particular diree-
tion we cantered the far flung paths at randem.
It did not matter, for thefe was always seme-
thing new and exelting to see whether the meer
was lashed by winter rain, or bleeming Javender
and yellow in spring of lazily drowsing under a
summer SuA.

Grandmama was well known for her herbal
brews and ointments, so, though we lived alone,
isolated by several miles from the nearest
dwelling, we did have an occasional visiter. It
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was always a womam, sometimes two of them
together. She, or they were received in the par-
lor (an addition to the cottage, as was my bed-
room, since I had come to live with Grand-
mama)). Cloaked or muffled in shawls the
women would knock at the door rather furtive-
ly, seeking a potion of a remedy to cure some
sickness. Gramdmara swore by her remedies,
but she hersellf took no stock in love philtets. I
remember onee how she laughed afier the
mayor’s daughter left, hiding a vial of Grand-
mama’s makihg 1n her muff. “She will need
meore than that te eateh Squire Higgins.” Bwt
ghe saw no harm in it. “IF it gives her eourage te
pursue Rif, why net?” she added.

I think I must have been eight or nine when I
first began the questions which Gramdimama
tried to avoid. We had been to Byrnne that day
for provisions—flour and candles—amdl Grand-
mama had left me waiting in the cart outside
the candle shop when a small boy about my
own age wearing a red knitted cap called,
“Hey!” I was rather surptised to see him there
at the footrail looking up at me, because the
children of the village, for reasons I could not
fathom, usually shunmed us. “You be the
gypsy’'s daughter?” he said, fixing me with
round, pale eyes.

Not knowing how to anmswer, I said nothing.

“Can you tell me fortune?” He held out a
grubby hand.

f had watched Grandmama read palms sever-
al times so I took his dirt smudged hamd in
mine and I pondered over it as I had seen her
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do, and in a voice, low and serious, said, “'I see
R long life, a journey with many adventures,
mid then you shali meet a lovely lady, yellow
haired and blue-eyed, who shall become your
wife."

He snatched his hand away at that. “f dom't
want a wife,” he cried angrily. “I want to be a
kgier for the Queen. Gypsy! You be a liar!
Gypsy . . . gypsy!” he taunted, then ram off.

When Grandmama emerged from the shop
and seated herself in the cart [ said, “Are we
ifypidiet””

She gave me a witherimg look. “We are not.™

“"Them who are we? We do not speak like the
others."

“That is because we have some learning."

“Did my Ffather have learning . . . and my
mother, too?" Like so mamy solitary childrem I
sometimes had the fantasy that I was a foun-
dling, my real parents having been a primce or
princess in a fabulous far-off kingdom.

But Grandma punctured that notiom then
and there by telling me for the first time who
my parents were and how they had died.

"What was my mother’s name?" | asked.

“"Wimifred Beckwith,"” she said, clucking at
the pony. We began to move down the cobbled
street.

*And her mama and papa?”

“Dead. They died before you were bomm."

So many deatths—it was all so sad and con-
fusing. As we rumbbled along I mused on these
kin whom I had never kmown, never seen.

“Don’t worry your head over such matters,”
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Grandmama said, smiling and rumplimg my
hair. “Here . ... I have some busimess with
Magistrate Coombs today and if you are good I
am sure Mes. Coombs will offer you tea while
you are wastig."”

Magistrate Coombs was very old and not re-
ally the magistrate anymore since he had
given up his office to a new mam some years
earlier. But Grandmara often called him by
his title out of respect. He was the only friend
she had in Byrnne and from time to time she
would stop in to see him. What private matters
Grandmama had te diseuss with Mr. Coembs 1
never asked. nior did it seern te arouse my 6ufi-
osity. Perhaps it was beeause his wife, a stout,
smillng seul with a faee like a wrinkled apple
interested me much meore. She net ealy served
a meuth watering plum eake and eups and eups
of fragrant tea, but frem her limitless stere of
aneedotes a steady stream of ehatter as well.
She seemed to have lived in Byrane ferever and
o have been acquainted with sveryene. §e it
wag Ratural for me te ask her oA that day it she
had knewn my father and mother:

“Bless me, yes,” her faded blue eyes twinkled
at me. “Squire Beckwith was near ruin once, I
recall, but several good harvests came along
and he pulled himsalf right up.” She pursed her
small mouth and sipped at her tea. “The
Squire and Mk, Coomibs had a falling out three
years before, he died. All over a side of beef.
And Mg, Coombs sueh a reasenable man.”

Mrs. Coombs had a tendemcy to answer a
question yes or no and them wander off on a
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tangent. And not wanting to be rude, to inter-
rupt and bring her back to the subject, I lis-
tened while she rambled on.

“Oh . . . and your father. Tobias. Toby Ash-
land. The Ashlands lived at Moorsend
Mamnor. . .”

“Moorsend?” I could not help my surprise.
Moorsend Mamor had been boarded up and va-
cant even before my time. No one lived there
now, “My grandmama was am Ashland. Why do
not we live there?"

She peered at me over her spectacies and her
face suddemly flushed. “Oh, my dear, that was
all a long time ago. There was a quamel there,
too and your grandmama preferred to live on
the moor. Would you care for another slice of
cake?"”

1 had not got much out of Mrs. Coombs, but
since neither of my parents seemed to have had
the kind of exotic background depicted in my
fantasies my curiosity was satisfied.

It was shortly after this 1 had the first—at
least the first 1 can remember, of my odd
dreams. Grandmama did not seem to think
much of my remarkable dreams, although I told
her about them often.

However, six months later when the pony ran
off and was gone for three whole days and I
dreamt he was nibbling grass in amongst Farm-
er Dowden’s sheep and we found him thete, she
looked at me with different eyes. We were si-
lent, I remember, all the way back to the cot-
tage, and once inside, she shut the door. "Zil-
lah,” she said, "you rust never tell another
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living soul about that dreamm or amy like it,
should vou have another.”

“But why?" I asked.

“They shall brand you witch. They will say
you are a sorceress. If we were living elsewhere,
perhaps it would be differemnt. I am given to un-
derstand that in London such dreams, claifvey-
ance, seances are all the fashion. But niet here,
not on the moors, We live among superstitious
folk, and while the reading of palms and mix-
ing of love philters and medicines are eonsid-
ered gypsy talents by mest, there are still some
who leok upon such as the werk ef the Devil.”

“Why, how foolish"” I said.

She drew her lips into a thin line and nodded.
“There is much foolishness m the world, I'm
afraid. Come, let us see to dinner.”

I think now of Grandmama’s words,

. never tell a soul,” and I wonder if events
would have turned out differently had I really
heeded them. I do not know.

The clock ticks, the long evening shadows
creep over the garden wall. I sometimes think of
Wuthersfield—a place that has countless
rooms, a house that is huge—the great hall
below, alone, would take in the whole of Grand-
mama’s small cottage—and I would gladly give
it all, the minstiel’s gallery, the carved stair-
case, the scrollwork, to be sitting down to a sup-
per of wild blackberiies and milk, to be fid of the
dread, the pain whieh is like r knife at my
throat. For though 1 eentinued te have these
dreafs at rare Intervals, never enee did 1
dream of myself, of what my dark future weuld

(13
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be.

On my fifteenth birthday, having outgrown
the pony, Grandmama presented me with a
mare. She was a spirited young thing with a
coat the color of a polished chestnut, and, in-
deed, that was her name, Chestnut. What a
delight she was. We understood one another
from the moment I touched her soft nose, her
thoughts and mine communicating on a level
that wotuld be hard to explain.

I took her out that very afternoon, a warm
March afternoon, I recall, the wind fragrant
with new green fern and wet earth, the sun a
golden haze over the heath. I remember laugh-
ing ikl we galloped across country, Chestnut
leaping streams like a hare, the wind tearing
loose my bonnet, whipping my long hair be-
hind. I did not pull her up until we reached the
top of Cairan Hill, where, gasping for breath, I
could look down and see the heath rolling away
in shades of green and brown to the horizon.
From here I also had a view of Moorsend
Maneot, and turning in the saddle, I gazed at it,
foting at once the thin spiral of smoke eufling
up from one of i1ts chimneys.

I wondered if someone were living at the
Manor again or if a vagrant, perhaps an itiner-
ant peddler had taken possession of the house.

Curious, 1 rode slowly down. Tethering
Chestnut in a copse of firs and ignoring the sign
—TRESPASSERS WILL BE PUNISHED—
made my way stealthily through the overgrown
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hedges toward a side window. The shutters
were open and I realized that no straggter would
so advertise his presence. My curiosity further
piqued, I pressed closer to the window and by
standing on tiptoe was able to peer over the sill.
What 1 saw took iy breath away. It was fet 8o
fuch the room, as elegant and beawifully fuf-
nished a roem as I had ever seen, but the Mman
sitting 1n it whieh ecaused me te gasp. He was
sprawled in a ehair, smeking a eigar and gazing
at the eeiling thiough the smeke, a yBudd Man
with eurling, light Brown hair. He Rad thin,
febile 1ips, a slightly arched nese and lastly,
fmest strikingly, a Black pateh Sver 8ne eye, giv-
ing Rich the lesk of 4 handseme, dashing pirate.
Te say I fell instantly, passionaiely in 19ve with
this HRknewh man would Be previding a Aams
fof an emption 1 could ARt then clearty defipe: |
only recall the sudden fAaming oF MYy cheeks,
the gueer excitement which i%i&.iﬂélﬁ% m%
EB% desire, H? yearning {8 §IBE% {8 Rim 9F foHE

SEEH; Ht at 1east 19 99 OR 198K1Ag at AiM I8FEY-

So engrossed was I in the scene before me
that when the tap on my shoulder came I
jumped, stifling a scream, and whikled about. I
had the hasty blurted impression of a man's
white face sprinkled with freckles before I
ducked under his elbow and darted off. Behind
fe 1 heard the man ealling, his footsteps in
pursuit and I flew even faster as a vivid pieture
ef My eapture and My igneminious appearanee
before the Rew magistrate in Byrine rose befere
me. I was elese te eluding him, for in those days
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1 was fleet of foot, but I stumbled over a broken
urn and down I went, falling full face im the
damp, nubby new grass. I lay for a moment
stunned, then scrambled to my feet. Too late.

The man had caught up with me and before [
could turn and run from him again, he had hold
of my arm. "Are you hurt, girl?" he inquired,
not unkindly.

I struggled free.

“Please don't be afraid. 1 meam you no
harm,” he said.

He did not sound amgry and takimg courage
from his voice 1 shook the hair from my eyes
and looked at him. He was much younger than
I had thought, no more than twenty, perhaps,
with reddish hair and a wide forehead, rather
homely, except for his blue eyes which now held
a hint of a smile.

“[ am sorry,” he continued in the face of my
silent scrutiny. “I did not meam to frighten
you-ll

Encounterimg such courtesy when it was |
who was at fault aroused my suspicion. Why
was he so apologetic? Was he, perhaps, a tres-
passer t00?

“May 1 ask your name?”

“Zillah,” 1 said. “Zillah Ashland,” and I
tossed my long hair back across my shoulders.

“Ashland? Why then you must be a cousin. I
am Malcolm Culpepper.” He stretched out his
hand.

I looked at him with renewed interest. “A
cousin?” [ had never heard the name Culpepper
but the possibility of finding—at last—some
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long lost kin, alive, intrigued me. "“Are you
sure?”

“My uncle is married to an Ashland, so [ am
a cousin of sorts, by marriage.”

*Oh,” 1 said, disappointed. “Not by blood.”

“No.” There was a short silence. "“I had no
idea there were any other Ashlands living here-
abouts.”

“We live near Fallows Pond on the moor. My
grandmother and me.”

“And your parents?”

“They are dead.”

“So are mine. So you see we not only have an
aunt in common, we are both orphans.” He
smiled, a smile so gentle and sweet it tramstig-
ured his homely face.

“Moorsend is going to be lived in again?” I
asked, thinking suddemnly of the mam with the
eye patch and wondering where he fit in.

“No, not at present. I am here for a fortnight
and then 1 go up to Cambtidge where I plan to
read for the law.”

“And your aunt and uncle?”

“In Paris. We have, the three of us, been liv-
ing in Paris ever since I can remember. My
uncle is my guardiam and he thought I ought to
finish my education over here.”

“And this aunt—the one we have in common
—what is she like?"

“Aunt Faith?” He thought for a moment,
creasing his brow. “She’s beautiful, very fash-
ionable, so I'm told, and.. . . and tempera-
mental.”

Temperament@l. Grandmama called me that
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when I did something which displeased her, |
did not think it much of a compliment. “So you
are only passing throwgh?

“Yes. 1 stopped here because I wanted to
have a look at Moorsend, since it's mine.’

“Yours?” Malcolm Culpepper was certainly
full of surprises.

“It's rather involved. You see,” he began ear-
nestly, “Moorsend was entailed. . ."

“Enttziilled? What does that mean?"

“Emntailment defines the limits of imheritance.
The land on which Moorsend stands was once
granted to the Ashlands with the stipulation
that only the eldest Ashland son could imherit
and if there was none—why the land and every-
thing on it reverted to the grantee or his direct
deacendant.”

“Amd you are a descendant?” It was all very
complicated and it seemed like an awful fuss to
make about a house which, until now, nobody
had apparently wanted to occupy.

"Yes, of one Sir Thomas Culpepper. He deed-
ed the property to Hoyt Ashland as a mark of
gratitude years ago because Hoyt had saved his
son’s life during the war against the American
colonists.”

I digested this for a moment. “And a girl can-
not inherit?” I was an Ashland, too, and it
seemed very unfair.

“No.” Again that sweet smile. “Not if the es-
tate is entailed male, as Moorsend is.™

“Well . . . ,” I said, looking at the house
over Malcolm’s shoulder, “it’s an ugly place.
On the outside anyway.”
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“You've never been insidie?"

(INO.’O

“Come along, then, and see.”

“I ....Tcant ... ," I said, suddenly con-
scious of my torn and muddied skirt, my un-
combed hair. “But . . . but. . .

“But what, Zillkeh?"

“That man . ... ] saw a man sitting in a
room. . .” | waved my hand toward the house.
“Is he . . . is he a relative alse?”

“Oh, no,” he laughed. “As a matter of fact [
hardly know him. He and I got acquainted
while traveling in the same train compartment
and I invited him to spend the night with me.”

"Who . . . who is he?”

“His name is Richard Cates. Captain Rich-
ard Cates, and he is on his way to claim his in-
heritance too; a place called Wuthersfield.”

Cates and Wuthersfield.

There it was. In one sentence Malcolm Cul-
pepper had laid out the two names that were to
play such a tragic part in my future, laid them
out there on that sunny March afternoon like
two cards as if he were a teller of fortunes. Two
cards. Two black spades.



CHAPTER II

Grandmama was filling the kettle under the
pump when 1 rode Chesthut Inte the vard.
“You are late,” she said, and as I dismounted,
“What have you done to your sidinti?”

“1 tripped and fell and . ... oh, Grand-
mama! You'd never guess, but there are people
al Moorsend, a man . . . two men. . ."” And I
began a jumbled excited aceount of my aftes-
noon’s adventure,

“Hold on, Zillah,” Grandmama interrupted
before 1 had gottem very far. "I ean't make
much sense of what you are saying. Take eare
if Chestnut, then tidy yourself and we will talk
of it over a eup of 1ea.”

By the time I had done as she asked, rubbed
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the mare down, changed my skirt, washed and
combed, Grandmama had set out the tea things
and I was able to sit across from her and in a
calmer, more coherent fashion tell her my story.
I told her everything, omitting nothing except
the stramge, wonderful-terrible emotion which
had come over me when I looked in at the win-
dow and saw Captain Richard Cates. Somehow
I did net knew hew te explain that sensatien
and 1 felt reticent, almeost Shy abaut trying te.
Until new I had shared all My feelings, goed of
Bad, with my grandmoir, but it seemed I had
eeme upen ene that I wanied te keep strietly as
HYy owA.

“Did you know the Culpeppers?” I asked in
conclusion.

“I knew your Aunt Faith_™

“What was she like?" It was the same ques-
tion I had asked Malcolm.

“Very beautiful, very spoiled, and the less
said about her the better.”

“Mallcolm isn't spoiled,” I said after a brief
silence. “He seems very kind and comsiderate.
And he asked if he might come and meet youw."

“I see no harm in it,” Grandmama said.

“I promised I would take him riding and
show him the moor tomemow, since it is all so
new to himm.”

Grandmama gave me a long look. “I donm't
know if I ought to allow you to go galloping off
with a stramge young man.”

“Oh, he doesn’t seem like a stramger at all,
He's a very friendly sort, Grandmama. When
you meet him I'm sure you'll agree.” I drained
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my cup and began the business of fixing myself
another; a large dollop of milk, three lumps of
kiimr and the hot, scaldimg tea. Next I cut an-
other thick slice of bread and as I lifted it to my
mouth 1 suddemly became conscious that my
grandmother had been staring at me all the
while, “What is it?"" I asked, and whem she did
not answet, I became a little alarmed. “What is
it? Why do you look at me?”

“l have beem thinking," she said, at last.
“You are growing up now. You ought to be in
sidiveal.”

"School?” I stared at her, astonished,

"Yes. School. I have long since taught you all
I know. It's high time you finished your educa-
tion.™

*School. | repeated, and a vision of the
pale, dourfaced village schoolboys trudging
home from Reverend Cattlesby's rose before
trie. “What schoal®™”

“Miss Young’'s Seminar in Bristol. 1 went
there myself as a girl. It is a fairly good es-
tablishment for one of its kind. It will make a
lady of yow.™

"A lady? But you have often scoffed at ‘la-
dies.’ You, yourself, have, . .”

"Newver mind about me. For you there is an-
other future, another life. 1 have been selfish
keeping you here all these years. This is no
place for you."

"But . ... I love it!” 1 exclaimed, looking
round.

“"Do you? Whem you spoke of the room at
Moorsend, the piano, the rugs, the china lamps,
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I could detect a bit of envy in your vaiice.™

How could 1 tell her that it was not envy? |
had thrown in the description of the fur-
nishings, which had impressed me far less than
the man sitting amonst them, merely to fill out
my story. “But, Grandmama, what has sending
me away to school to do with china lamps?*

“Because that envy, small as you might think
it now, will grow and some day you will resent
this poor cottage. ."

“Newer. . . 1"

“Ah—never." She smiled. “Never comes
sooner tham you think. Yes, you will want to
marry like other girls. And though you are quite
pretty you cannot make any kind of decent
match if you are ignorant, lackimg in refine-
ments."”

She went on, but 1 was not listenimg. Marry! |
had never thought of marrying before, but if |
should it could only be to someone like Captain
Cates. Perhaps going to school was not that
bad, after all.

“How long must 1 be away, Grandmama?” |
asked.

“Two years,"” she said.

"Two years!” I repeated, aghast. That put a
far different light on the matter. To be gone
from the moor for two whole years! “[ sham't
go!”

“We shall see,” she said, gatherinmg our empty
cups with a clktter.

For the next week I put all thoughts of Miss
Young's Seminar out of mind. Malcelm came
almost every day. Grandmama thought him a
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fine young mam, and she did not seem to mind
our “galloping”™ off on the moors together of an
afternoon, for she never voiced one word of ob-
jection.

Maloolm was interested in all 1 had to show
him, where the heron nested, the ancient bar-
rows, most of which had long since leen
opened, their contents pilfered, the purple bells
just coming into bud, Nuncie's Bog, so called
because a man named Numncie had once lost a
cow there, and all the little by-ways, the rivu-
lets, the ponds that 1 had known imtimately
ever since I was a child. 1 must confess that my
taking Malcolm: on this extended tour had an
ulteriofr purpese. 1 wanted desperately to know
anything, everything he could tell me of Rieh-
ard Cates and I am afrald 1 must Rave badgered
him yamereifully.

Unfortunately there was not much Malcolm
could tell me. Richard Cates, as far as he knew,
was unmantied (and how my heart leaped at
that), he had lost his eye in some kind of skif-
mish with natives in the Congo—of was it
South Africa?—he had been in the Army and
was planming to leave for the Sudam as sooR as
he had settled his late unele’s affairs.

“He is quite a fascinating character. Very ro-
mantic,” Malcolm said as we were riding back
to the cottage one afternoon. "I can't blame you
for being imterested.”

“Shalll he return to England, do you think?”

“He did not say, but 1 imagine so.
Why . ., .” he said looking over at me,
“. . . I do believe you are in love with the
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man.” And he laughed.

1 blushed, and digging my heels into Chest-
nut, I took her into a gallop, leaving Malcolm
far behind. How dare he laugh® That presump-
tuous idiot. I would never speak to him again.

But when he arrived early the next morning,
saying he was shutting up the house and leav-
ing that day for Cambridige, and shook my
hand solemnly, I relented and wished him well.

[ shall write to you,” he said.

“Zillah is going to be at school also,” Grand-
mama said, and 1 looked at her, my heart sink-
ing. She had not forgotten, as | had hoped.

Malcolmm must have noticed my fallen face.
“Then I shall write to you there. Perhaps come
visit you. What school is iitt?"

"Miss Young's Seminar in Bristol,” 1 said in
a dull wvoice, Malcolm’s proposed visit not
brightening the prospect one bit.

“Oh, I am sure you will like it,” he said,
“once you are there.”

1 did not like it. 1 hated it. If Grandimama
had exiled me to darkest Africa she could not
have done worse. I detested Bristol with its nar-
row crowded streets, its clangor and dirt, its
smokestacks. Not even the ships clustered
along the docks of the Avon or a glimpse of the
sea (whieh I had never seen) aroused any feel-
ing of admiration. At first sight the school liter-
ally appalled me. Housed in an ugly brown-
stone buildimg, it was separated from the
cobbled pavement by an iron picket fence with-
out as much as a s¢rap of green lawn.

Miss Youmg, advanced into senility, pink
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eyed, dottering about on a cane with a pointless
smile on her face was the titular head of the
school. The actual headmisiness, however, was
a Mrs. Brunswick, a tall, thin stick of a woman
who was a long way from dottering and who
fuled the establishmentt with an all-seeing, om-
nipotent eye. She saw to it that "her girls” ad-
hered strictly to rule and there was a rule for
everything, every breath, every move we took
from the mofent we awoke at six until lights
out and bedtime at ten. To me who once had
virtyal unlimited freedom of movement the
mest painful regulation was the one whieh for-
bade s to leave the premises unless accom-
panied by ene ef the assistants, ahd only then
on elass Qutings:

How I missed the moors! 1 thought surely I
should die of homesickness that first week and 1
had all sorts of fantasies in which Captain
Cates would come to my rescue. But since
Richard Cates was entitely unaware of my ex-
istence | abandomed my fantasies for a more
practical apptroach to my problem. I decided to
fun away, and made complicated secret plans
in my head. Bwt as I could not think of any-
where to run to, except home, and I was sure
Grandmara would ship me back by the next
train, 1 gave the idea up.

Them it occurred to me that if 1 acted stupid,
if I pretended to be hopelessly unteachable
Mrs. Brunswick would throw up her hands and
recommend to Grandmama that I be taken out
of the Seminar. But it was not easy to appear
witless at Miss Young's—and I say this without
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any conceit—for there were more than a few
pupils, coy, precocious girls in matters of hair-
styles, fashion and the opposite sex, who could
scarcely write their own names legibly and who
could have cared less. So 1 had to relinguish
that plan too.

Next I conceived a notion at the opposite
pole: If 1 applied myself diligently 1 could ab-
sorb all the school had to teach in one year in-
stead of the prescribed two, thus shortening my
stay. Grandmama had given me a solid founda-
tion in grammar and literature and history, I
discovered, and since 1 was quick to learn what
I didn’t know I shot to the top of my class in a
very short time. The net result of all this ear-
nest book grubbimg, however, was not my re-
lease from the hated Seminar, but effusive
praise from the usually tacituim Mres. Bruns-
wick and a snubbing from my fellow students. I
had beeome as unpopular as a weasel at a tea
party.

I came back to the Seminar my second year,
resigned, realizing there was nothing I could do
but dig myself in and make the best, of it. Apart
from Malcolm who wrote regularly 1 ladi mm regl
friends close to my age, until one of my dreams
proved instrumental in forming ties with a girl
who shared my sleeping cubicle.

Her name was Augusta Cowles and she had
been given permission to go home to attemd her
sister’'s weddimg. On the night before she was to
leave I dreamt that the train on which she was
riding—the nine o'clock train from Bristol—
jumped the track and overturned, killing scores
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of people. It was a horrible sight with the steam
rising in billows past the crumpled cars and
people screaming in agony, Augusta among
thern.

When I woke in the mornimg with the terror
of the nightmare- still upon me I implored Au-
gusta to take an earlier or later traim. Fortuna-
tely she followed my advice for as it happened
the nine o'clock was derailed exactly as E had
dreamed except that Augusta had not been on
it.

She was much impressed with my “intuition™
(I had not told her it was a dream), so much so
that she insisted I come home with her for the
Easter holiday as her family wanted to meet
and thank me personally.

1 was disinclined to accept the invitatiom but
when [ sent a letter to Grandmama describing
the incident, telling her how grateful Awgusta
was, she wrote back and said of course, I must
accept. How would I get to know how other peo-
ple lived if I kept coming back to the moor?
Enclosed was five pounds with which to buy
myself a new gown. Five pounds, 1 remember
thinking. Grandmamha will spoil me yet.

1 can't honestly say that Augusta and I ever
became warm, intimate friends. I think envy—
on my part—was one of the things that got in
the way. For one, Augusta had such a neat, tidy
family, a father still young, though going to fat,
a mother, blonde and stylish, and two younger
brothers who stared at me with round eyes and
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unabashed interest. There was the married sis-
ter and her new husband, an aunt and uncle
too, and a sprinklimg of cousins who shared our
Easter dinner, all complacent, rather dulf peo-
ple, but even so there was no question of mho
was wha, or where they came from, no wnex-
plained gaps in familial history.

And Augusta was content with her life. She
too, knew exactly what she was and what the
future had in store for her. When she finished
school she would be “brought out” in London,
sponsored by a well-to-do socially prominent
godmother. She would meet a suitable man,
matry him and in tura have a neat, tidy family
of her own. She was not plagued by visions of a
handsome, light-browm haired mam with a rak-
ish patch over one eye, a man she would never
see again, a man who made all others seem like
pale, shallow creatures. Augusta was too prac-
tical to moomn for long over the impessible, and
if I had told het of Richard, which I did not, I
can guess what she might have said. "A bird in
the hand is worth two in the bush.” She was
full of such banalities.

I don't recall that I was actually unhappy at
the Cowles’, just envious and a little bored,
bored, that is, until the last night of our recess
when we were invited to a dance given by a
neighbor. It was my first dance, my first ball
and [ came to it, wakened out of my week long
torpor, tremulous, starry eyed, my foot tapping
to the violins before my cloak was taker from
me. Everythimg was glitter; the lamps reflected
in the polished floor, the jeweled women, the
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whirling damecers, even the smiles of the ser-
vants who remaimed discreetly in the back-
ground.

1 damced every dance, tireless, happy at last
after so long a time—in my element. This, I
thought, is what I have wanted, what 1 have
missed in the outer world, the silly compli-
fments, my laughter, the whirling, dizzy lilt of
the musie,

And them during an interlude—we were at
(he buffet table, I believe—Mrs. Cowles came
up to Augusta and myself. “Your cousin, Rich-
ard is here,” she said. “Come say hello.”

Not my Richard, I thought, turning.

But it was.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. It was him!' Cap-
tain Cates! Here? Impossible. I was dreamiimg a
dreamn from which 1 would soon awake. But
then we were crossing the ballroom floor and he
was standimg there, surveying the room, a half
smile curving his lips, when he suddemly caught
sight of ws.

We were introduced. He took my hand and
gazed at me out of his one eye, a very blue,
fierce, almost savage eye. He must have asked
me to dance for the next thimg 1 knew his arm
was about my waist and we were waltzing, glid-
ing through a world from which everyone else
seemed to have stramgely vanished. Round and
round we went, faster and faster, his magnetic
eye never leaving my face, the wide dark pupil
reflecting an admiiration which was headier
than wine.

[ am in love with him, I thought, ¥ am in love
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with this mam. I will havee him. I rgsst. Siurely
he fedls the samy abouit me?

When the dance ended—much, much too
soon—he hamded me back to Mes. Cowles with
a polite, “thamk you,” and nothing more. There
had been no whispered, “I want to see you
again,” no formal request of my hostess, “With
your permission, may I call?”’ Nothimg. To him
I had been a dancing partner for five, perhaps
ten minutes, someone pretty to look at, seme-
one who had not stepped on his feet or chat-
tered in his ear, while to me he had been the
stuff dreams are made of, a god.

“We must be on our way,” Mrs. Cowles said,
herding Augusta and 1 in the direction of the
entry hall. "It is long past moidmnigjnt.™

I took one last glance over my shoulder. Cap-
tain Cates was waltzing with a new partmer, a
youngish woman with flaming hair and ample,
half revealed bosoms. I felt my cheeks go hot
and I had the sudden impulse to rush across the
floor and kick that red headed woman in the
shins. Them, in the next fractional moment,
Richard Cates, as if in receipt of my thoughts,
caught my eye and smiled.

That smile carried me home.

Later when we were in bed I questioned Au-
gusta about her cousin. She was tired and
sleepy and not too inclined to talk but I was not
to be put off. “I really don't know all that much
about Richard,” she said. “He’s a cousin twice
removed and we rarely see hiim."

“But you must know somathingg. Is he mar-
ried?" It had been two years since I had seen
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him and he might well have taken a wife.

“No."” Augusta said.

“Well . . . what does he do, where does he
live, is he engaged?"

“He isn't engaged as far as I know.” She
punched at her pillows, readjusting them more
comfortably. “He"s been all over the world. The
girls are mad for him, though I've been told
their mama's are not. He hasn't a sou, you
know. Poor. Lost all his inheritamee, 1 undef-
stand, except for Wutheisfield. Gambllimg, I
think. Or was it on some wild goose chase for
gold?” She yawned. “[ can't remembet. Any-
way, according to Mama, the only thing for him
to do is to makry a rich girl.”

My heart turned cold. “Is he looking for a
rich girl?”

“Richard?” She laughed. “I doubt thait one
will ever settle down. I once heard him tell
Papa that he would rather be a beggar for the
rest of his life than be tied to a wiffe.”

I did not know if 1 ought to feel more heart-
sick over Richard Cate’s needing a rich wife or
not wanting a wife at all. It seemed so hopeless!

We had been back at the Seminar one week
to the day when Mrs. Brumswick came up to me
in the recreation room and said that Awgusta
had a visitor, and since she was ill (she was in
bed with a cold), he had asked to see me as he
had a message from her family.

“He says he is a cousin,” Mrs. Brunswick
said.
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I turned my head away quickly so that she'
could not notice the suddem flamimg of my
cheeks. “I'll go down directly,” I said in a muf-
fled voice.

“Fifteen minutes,” she said. “No longgar.”

The elderfy Miss Young acted as chaperone,
as she always did on such occasions, and she;
jabbeted on and on in ber deaf, high pitched
voice while Richard and 1 sat mostly silent,
exchanging furtive, sly looks. Thete was no
message, Richard finally told me in a low voice.
He bad used it as an excuse to see me. When he
got up to leave he pressed a note into my hand.

I carried the note straight upstairs to the dor-
mitory. “Was Richard here®” Augusta, lying
pale and wan on the bed next to mine, asked.

“Yes. He gave me a note.”

“What does it say?”

I was reluctant to share it with her, but L did
not know how to refuse, so | read it aloud.
“Dear Zillah,” Richard had written, “Camn we
meet where we can be alone? In the back gar-
den, perhaps, under the grape arbof, around
nine or ten tenight? Ricthardl.”

Augusta raised herself on one elbow. “You
aren’t going, are you?"

“Yes,” 1 said. “Yes, I am, if I can find a way
to get out.” The school was locked up tighter
than a drum at night.

“I know a way,” Augusta said. “But | don’t
think I ought to tell you. You're too nice to be
meeting someone like Richard on the sly.™

“Oh, please, Augusta, please tell me. I muwst
see him. [ hawee to. I'll die if | domt.”
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She sighed. “Very well, but if trouble comes,
1 want no part of it."”

“1 promise.™

“Celia told me about it. She used to slip out
to see a boy she was fond of. There is a door at
the back of the kitchem stairs. The scullery
maid is supposed to lock it after she has tidied
up for the night. Sometimes she forgets.”

“I'll use it then."

“Dant’t tell me!™ Augusta said, coverimg her
ears with her hands. “The less 1 know the bet-
ter.”

That night, creepimg stealthily down the
stairs, 1 found the door as Augusta had de-
scribed and luck was with me. The door had
not been locked but it screamed so on its hinges
when I opened it I was sure that even deat Miss
Young could hear. 1 waited—ray heart going pi-
tapatpitapat—mensiiedtily expecting the clat-
ter of footsteps on the stair and the shocked
face of Mrs. Brunsiwiek to appear over the ban-
fister. But nothing happened.

1 wamited another moment then diipped
through the door, steppimg out into the moon
washed, velvet night. And as | peered around
me trying to probe the darkness my heart began
to beat in a different way. Where was he? Had
Richard forgotten our rendezvous? Perhaps he
had changed his mind.

I took a few tentative steps when suddemly he
emerged from the shadows. I ran to him.

“Zillah!” His hand grasped mime, and then,
without a word, he pulled me roughly into his
arms.
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When at last he let go of me, my head reel-
ing, my mouth bruised, the blood racing in my
veins I felt as if there never, never had been a
moment in my life such as this.

*“Zillah, Zillah,” Richard murmured. “Have
you thought of me?”

“Oh, ves, yes, yes!” I cried, flinging my arms
about him, kissing him on the cheek, on the
lips, pressing him closer.

“You are beautiful,” he said, drawing me
into the shadows under the arbor where the
stray moonbeams fluttered in silver patterns
through the leaves. “Beautiful,” he whispered,
as he began to undo my cloak.

I gazed up at him enraptured. “Oh . . . Ri-
chard, 1 love you so much.”

His hand paused and I could feel a stiffening
in his body.

“What is it?" I cried. He said nothimg, but in
the darkmess 1 was conscious of his stare.
“What is it?" | repeated. Had I said the wrong
thing when I confessed my love for him? It was
not seemly for a woman to do so—I realized
that mueh—-but 1 could not help saying what I
felt, not now, not with my whole being ovef-
flowing with love.

*1 think you had better go inside,” he said in
a cool voice,

Yes, 1 had said the wrong thing. 1 had been
too forward, flinging myself at him, kissing him
boldly, declaring my love. Men did not like that
—Mrs. Brumswick had once said—men did not
like women to pursue them. They mmust always
be the pursuers.
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“Please, Richard,” I begged, knowing instinc-
tively that pleadimg would only make me still
less attractiive in his eyes. But I had no experi-
ence in the coy love games of hide and seek and
besides it was too late for that now.

“I was wrong to have you meet me,” he said,
taking me firmly by the arm. "“Sugppase you are
discovered.”

“I don't care,” I said, knowing that his belat-
ed concern was merely an excuse to be rid of
me. “And F don’t think we shall be discovered
anyway."”

But he was already hurrying me across the
yard. "Shall I see you again?" 1 asked, fighting
tears.

“I think not,” he said. And them he was gone.

So it was over, done with, my wild, pas-
sionate love affair, over before it had hardly
begun. Numb with disappointmemt, feeling
cheated, angry, hating Richard yet loving and
wanting him still, I crept upstairs to bed where
I silently cried myself to sleep.

The next mornimg I made up some falsehood
for Augusta, I cant rememiber what—swote her
to secrecy and carried my despair like a hair
shirt next to my heart.

It seemed to me that in that short half hour
in the garden I had grown infinitely old, and
now the days and the years stretched ahead of
me, empty, boring, somehow to be filled with a
thing called living. Such was my exaggerated
misery that I did not think anythimg could ever
make me laugh or cry again.

But 1 was mistaken.

35



Four nights after the disastrous rendezvous
with Richard in the back gardem I had a hor-
rifying nightmare. 1 dreamt that a man in
rough, rustic clothes was stealing up to our cot-
tage on the moor in the dead of a moonless
nlght. He disappeared in the shadow of the
eaves and the next moment the cottage bBurst
inte flames. 1 eried out ih my sleep, but Ae
sound eame. And then | saw Grandmama's face
with a leek of indeseribable herror suddenly ap-
pear amidst the flames, I sereamed again and
again.

A hand was shaking me and suddenly 1 was
looking up into Augusta’s white face. "“Did 1
scream?” | asked.

“Ne, but you were thrashimg about and
murmibling so it frightened me.™

I sat bolt upright. “Augusta, 1 have to get to
Grandmama. [ have to warn her . . . there is
going to be a fire. .

“How do you know?” she asked, her eyes
growing large in the dim liigiht.

“I . . . Ijust kmeww. I must leave at once.™

“But it's one o'clock in the morning. Mrs.
Brunswick. .

“I don't care about Mrs. Brumswick. She
wouldn't allow me to go anyway, especially if |
told her. . .” [ slipped out of bed and began to
pull on my shift, my pettieoat. ‘Till use the door
behind the kitehen stairs.”

“What if it's locked?” Augusta wanted to
know.

“Then I'll think of somethimg else.™

But, thamk God, the door was not locked and
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1 quietly eased myself out unseen. 1 walked all
the way in the darkmess to the statiiom, torn be-
tween terror of the deserted streets, the sha-
dowed, half hidden doorways, and terror that I
should be too late.

Sometimes when | had that sort of dream,
the time gap between my dreamimg an event
and its coming true might be a few hours or a
few days. 1 prayed that this dream be the latter,
for 1 could not hope to reach Byrnme until mid-
day and that only if 1 was lucky enough to
catch the traim for Castlebridge at once,

The traim was an hour late, but | boarded it
thankful that my wait had not beem longer. I
received mamy suspicious looks amnd curious
stares, but no one questioned me. There was
some delay at Castlebridige before I could hire a
conveyance to take me the last few miles to
Byrnne. I finally managed to arramge with a
drover to make the teip, a loutish mam who kept
looking at me whilst he wet his lips with a
moist tongue. 1 set him right, however, at the
outset, telling him he best mind his mannets of
1 could elout him one with my bag, and then he
turaed surly. 1 wanted him to take me straight
to our eottage, but this he refused to do, dump-
ing me uheeremomniously at Me. Coombs’ doer.

Mr. Coombs himselif answered my knock, and
when he saw me his lined, bearded face turned
ashen. “My dear Zillah, my dear. . .” He took
my hands in his icy ones. “[ have just sent a
telegram to the school. Something terrible has
happened. Your grandmama. . .”

“She's dead,” 1 said in a dull, straimed voice.
“They've killed her.”
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CHAPTER 1l

Mrs. Coomis, murmurimg and clucking sym-
pathetically, bustled me into her crowded, air-
less parlor and sat me down. “Dear,” I heard
her whispet to Mr. Coombs, “have Meg bring in
a fresh pot of tea.”

I did not cry, 1 seemed beyond tears, beyond
grief, walled in by guilt, a painful, sharp
toothed guilt which kept gnawing at my breast.
I had arrived too late. Grandmarma had been
the one person in the world who loved me, the
one persoh who cared deeply, my mother, my
fathet, my friend. And | had not been able to
save her,

While 1 drank my tea—still dry eyed—Mr.
Coombs told me what happemed. “A passing
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tinker on the moor saw the fire from a distance.
But by the time he reached the cottage the
thatch had caught and there was nothimg he
could do except stand by helplessly. It was he
who knocked on my door around two in the
morning to tell me of if.”

I nudded. There was a long silence broken by
the rattle of a tea cup, by the measured clack-
ing of the old pendulum clock in the corner.
Someone passed below the window whistling.

Neither the magistrate nor his wife had asked
me why I had suddenly appeared at their door
with the knowledge of my grandmother’s death
and with the stramge accusatiion, “they've killed
her,” but I knew they were wondering. And I
felt I owed them an explanation,

“I had a dream,” I said, “im which I saw it
all. The flames and her dying and I thought if I
got here. , ." I paused, looking from one to the
other, waiting for some exclamatiom of disbelief.
But there was none.

Mr. Coombs drew his white brows together.
“Yes—I've heard of such dreams. But, Zillah,
you must not blame yourself. God works in
mysterious ways.”

Drawing a long breath, I said, “I don't mean
to be disrespectful, Mr. Coombs, or to bhandy
our Lord's name in vain, but it wasn't God who
set that fire. In my dream I saw a mam dressed
in the clothes of a farmer touching a flame to
the roof.™

He tugged at his long, white beard for a mo-
menit: *“You recognized the face?"

“His face was in shadow. But . . . it must
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have been someone in the village, someone who
had a grudge against my grandimaotther.™

He fingered his beard again, thinking.

“Perhaps the man had a sick child/’ I went
on, "amd his wife had come to Grandmama for
a cure and then the child had died.”

“Glen Maddon’s little girl died just last
week,” Mrs, Coombs said, her stays squeaking
as she reached to pour me another cup of tea.

“There . . . you see. . . .,"” 1 said. “Glen
Maddon was angry and he sought revenge.”

Mr. Coombs shook his head. “My dear Zil-
lah, I can’t accuse a mam simply on the basis of
& dienm.’”

“And if you asked him, of course he would
deny it,” I said bitterly.

*“Oh, Zillah, Zillah, if there were anythimg [
could do, 1 would,” he said, reaching over the
tea table and grasping my hand, “But I think
you misjudge the folk here. For the most part
they respected your grandmeother. Grudgingly
perhaps;, buit they respected her.”

Though 1 found that hard to believe [ said
nothing.

In the morming 1 insisted on going out to the
cottage, in spite of Mr. Coombs attempts to
dissuade me. “What good would it do?” he
asked. “There is nothing there. You will only
feel more serrow, more pain. 1 Have already had
your . . . your grandmother arcamged for
burial,”

But go 1 would, and he, kind man—God bless
his soul—went with me. The cottage was a
charred ruin, Nothing but the doorway had re-
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mained standimg. Even the lean-to had been
reduced to rubble, and in the conflagration my
Chestnut, my damling Chestnut had perished.
The blackened, scorched earth was like an ugly
geaf, a wide, obsecene place, marred and tainted
amid the waving gorse and heather.

L picked my way through the debris where am
occasional ember still smouldered, looking for a
small mementw, a trinket of Grandmama's that
might have survived. A glint of gold caught my
eye and stooping 1 picked up an eatring, one of
a pair my father had given her, but which she
seldom wore. I held the earrimg in my hand,
gazing at a portion of the outer wall lying at my
feet. There were letters on It, scrawled crudely
in ehalk, some of 