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evil men do in the name of dark
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Kate Evams and Jim Tranmire
peeped through the mist from the
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from the rain. They cowls see the
ancient circle, and watched with
rising horror as a monstrous figure
chimbed and cavorted on the pale
altar.
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As the custom of private patromage which survives in the
Chuich in many parts of England may be unfamiliar to
American readers an explanation is needed. The right to
present a clergyman to a vacant living is known as an “ad-
vowson,” and it B not uncommon—as in this siory—for it
to be vested in the lord of the manor, owner of the surround-
ing land, who bears the title of “patron™ of the living and
has the right when a vacamcy oecurs to choose whom He
wishes to fill it. This Is the limit of ihe patron's powers. Onee
the appointment has been made. and confirmed by the Bishop,
e has no furiher say in Church affairs,






Chapiter 1

Years before the events to be related Kemsdale Wood held a
crop of sturdy oak; but it was sold for timber and felled, ami
the ground left implanted clothed itself as time passed with
stool-grown saplings and a dense scrub of birch, hazel and
thorn, Gutters silted up, watetcourses brimmed over and
spread into bogs. Nature uncomtiolled reverted to tangled
wilderness.

The wood dropped steeply into a gorge where the little
river Rune flowed through the hills. There was a field at the
bottom, long derelict, surrendered to bent-grass and rushes,
the cart track giving access through the wood was no longer
passable. Beyond the field and the river the opposite midge
rose bare of trees, a cliff of heather and bracken, and there
was heather lop above the wood, extending on up to the
skyline. The gorge was enclosed in moor on etlher side.

The upper fringe of the wood was marked off from the
moor by a road running straight as if drawn with a ruler. It
was only a secondary road conmnecting the market town of
Frechborough with the fishing port of Easby at the mouth of
the Rune; but on a fine Saturday affernoon in June it carried
a stream of motorista attracted by the cloudless sky and the
repuinitoon of the scenery, which they foeund for once bathed
in sunshine equal to that of the tourist posters. There were
tee many of them for the comfort of the girl on horseback,
whe, edge as she might inte the verge, earded eructations of
feproef frem impatient Roras. The narrew road bounded 6R
efe side By a diieh, and frem the meet en the ether By a
steep bank riging 18 & wall, left her ne cheie’ bBeyend ihe
fetalled earriageway, and her efforts net 8 SBsiruct it wers
thwaried By Ber small white mare (she wauld et have liked
it to be ealled a pony), whose bresding was apparent Re
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only in flowing mane and tail and gracefu! limbs but also 1
a temperament which not even the firm seat and light hands
of the rider could recongilie to the importunate noises. When
a culvert in the ditch offered access to a track leading into
the wood she turned aside without hesitation.

It was a wide path, and there were grooves like ruts as if
it had once served as a cart track; but they were matted
with rank grass, almost obliterated by clumps of tall weeds,
it was evident that no traffic had passed for decades. Horse
and rider both relaxed, the frantic urgency of the motor world
dwingled muffied behind them. As they advanced at a foot's
pace the wood encompassed, assimilated them, the mare's
creamy white coat, the girl's green blouse and white jeans,
her copper-ted hair swaylng with smooth tips en her neck.
They became part of the light and shade, the dappled greea
and geiden umber of their sanetuary.

The mood of relief did not last long. As the track bent
downtill it entered a narrow cutting sunk between high banks.
Falls of earth blocked the way in places, and a thicket of
bushes and young trees sprang rooted in the bottom. There
was barely passage for a man on foot, horse and rider were
soon in difficulties; but she urged the reluctant beast on with
her knees, bending forward pressed to lts withers to elude
the clutch of overhanging branehes, undeteried by malicious
switches of thern that rebeunded te whip and serateh her.
No trace remained of any path; the ground beeame seft, the
horse's hooves sank deeper, till it stopped abruptly. planied
its feet and refused ie meve. Peering ferward she swete ta
heiseilf and aceepted defeat, warned by the vivid green of ihe
dell ahead fringed with grey patehes of sphaghum mess.
Pools of water glinted ameng {he rushes.

As ¢&ie turaed back into the thicket the branches rustled;
there was a patter of feel, and a shorn ewe blaek-faced and
Jean with two well-grown fleecy lambs emerged inlo the opes.
At sight of her they cheeked, stood and stared at her with
suspieion, then as If they feund her not tee fermidable, of
their errand were t6e urgent i@ be posiponed, they belied
en past her up the steep Bank eut of ihe hellaw. She saw ihat
they fellowed a iraehk Werh Bare By §hesda already, and when
she urged Rer herse after them it respended with zest, thank-
ful {e eseape the bag, isek the climb at a canier anA seram-
Bled ihrough Bashes and over rocks (8 the erest The %fauad
dropped sharply again 8n the other side 18 3R eved fhicker
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belt of thora, the overgrown raia of & hedge; bat between
the gnarded trunks, through the mesh of leaves and twigs
sunshine was streaming, this was where the wood eacd. She
Bry prone, charged down at the weakest spat, leapt off crashed
through a tangle of brushwood and briar and came out be-
yond scarred but triumphaant ia a field, an acre or so of roagh
pasture tucked away in the gorge between the wood and the
tver.

“What's this? The ride of the Valkyries?

The voice was 80 unexpected that she scarcely took the
words in. A young man stood in the shadow ©f tHe hedge.
His khaki shirt and cordujoy trousers bofe evident signs of
wear; fee carried a erook, and a shaggy grey sheepdeg waited
at his heels.

She blushed: “I'm sorry. Am I trespassing?”

“Worse. You're committing sacrilege.”

She glanced at him with curiosity. Neither his voice nor
his words consorted with his shabby clothes, He was tanned;
almost swarthy, but his features held an alt of command, and
his blue eyes were bold and teased her. They continued to
r&3t on her when she looked away, they seemed to take
pleasiire in what ihey saw, ranging over bar figuie wnd her
face, her full mouth, her own eyes grey aed widely spaced.

“Do you know,” he asked, “that this is the Devil's Church-
yard "

He was smiling, aad she laughed: “Neo, I dont. What
happens if he catches me?”

“I daren't tell you.”

She blushed again: “Well, what are you deing hepe youif-
self? Or doesn't the Devil mind?”

*He won't have to. I'm gathering the sheep.” He pointed
up at the wood: “Once they get into that place they’re rotten
with maggots.”

“l saw a ewe and two iambs there a few minutes ago,”
she told him.

“Did you?" His voice became earnest: “Thats the old
brute I'm looking for. Which way did she go?”

“She seemed to be aiming down hese. We ought to see
her.”

They stared acrass the enclosure at an empty expamse of
bent- and cotton-grass and scattered clumpa of heather. There
was no cover for the fnissing sheep except whefe a row ef
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alder picked out the course of the river. The moor rose steeply
beyond it with jutting crags.

“There's something moving in those trees,” she muttered.

He nodded: “Yes, I'd better go and look.” He made no
attempt, however, stood silent beside her, absent-mindedly
patting the mare’s neck.,

“We're beginning alt wrong,” he exclaimed at last. “We
osight to introduce ourselves. I'm Jim Trammire, and I live
at Kemsiftile Farm. I farm it myself.”

“I'm Kate Evans, and I live at Saint Ursula’s School at
Easby. I teach there.”

“I know it well. I wonder we've never met before, Kate/'
He added the Chyistian name deliberately as if to challenge
the formality that had crept into her voice. As his eye
caught hers she smiled shyly.

“I only started this term.”

“Still you seem to find your way about. Does the school
mount you?"

She shook her head and ram her fingers gently through the
mare's mane: “No, Dinah's my own. 1 made friends with
the man who does the grounds, and he keeps her for me on
his holding. I'd suffocate if 1 couldnt sometimes escape from
the school and be alone,”

“What do you teach?"

“Anything from languages to arithmetic, whether I can or
not. We're short of staff.”

“Is English literature one of your subjects?”

"Yes. Why?"

“Mhereugh bush, thorough briar. You know Puck’s song?
You should sing it to your class, it suits you."

“A hobgoblin? You aren't very fllatterimg. Instead of quoting
Shakespeare oughtnt you to find your sheep?”

“It's all right. I'm watching. They can stray far, the Rune
will stop them, Let's go back to Shakespeare. 1 meant it as a
compliment.”

“Qr the hideous truth? Lexpect I jook awful ™ She squeezed
her hand into the hip potket of her jeans. They were tight,
and she had to struggle io extraet what she wanted, a gilt
powder compaet. When she tugged it out at last it slipped
from her fingers and fell to the ground, hitting & stone. The
¢lasp Burst epen, and the contents Spilt eut inte the grass

“Damn,” she exclaimed, "It's bewitched, it did it on pur-
pose.”
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Be stooped to pick it up for her, saving as much of the
powder as be could and replacing the pad. A small disc of
paper was caught in the lid. He glanced at the design in
surprise, a leering face wreathed with ivy.

She laughed: “Mr. Brink gave me that.”

“It's copied from one of the carvings in the choir stalls,
isn't it? The green man.”

She nodded.

“Do you know Brink well?” he asked.

“Not really; but he comes to the church door to talk after
the service. It's his duty, I suppese, as a parson.”

“To talk to you?”

“Of course not.,” She blushed; “Tio all of us, Only I hap-
pened to ask about the carvings, and he said if I came some
other time he'’d show me them himself, So I took him at
his word when 1 was free, and he showed me all over the
church. He was very kind."

“I'm sure he was.” His eyes were on her face as she
dabbed it ineffectively, trying to obliterate the prickles and
scratches of the hedge.

She paid 00 heed to his scrutiny: “At any rate I enjoyed
it. He made it so interesting, and when we were in the vestry
he brought out a lot of these little pictures from a drawer.
The others were mostly saints and angels and things.”

“What's it for? To stick in your prayer book? I'd have
thought a saint or an angel would be more appropriate.”

“He seemed pleased that I'd chosen the green man. He
talked about the legend, he's very [saawed,”

“Very.” He spoke drily: "Did he talk of the Devil's Church-
yard t00? Is that why you caime?”

She shook her head: “I'd never heard of it Is that really
its name? I thought you were joking.”

“This is the Devil's Churchyard all right, at least that's
what it’s always called. There's an ancient circle of stones by
the river. Il show you if you like, but I'm afraid I haven't
Brink's learning, or his charfming way with li eitber,”

“What do you mean?"

“I meant it as a warning.”

She glanced at him thoughtfully, then nodded: “Yes, I
wondered, Perhaps you're right.”

“lI dont want to be unjust tp the man.” He frowned:
“Those who like him are ali over him, women especially.”

“Well, | wasn't"™

5



“Not yon of course. Only those who aren’t in danger:®

“You talk as if he were a satyr.”

“And you & nymph? Perhaps you are.”

“Not when I look in this mirror,” She gave up her task
with the pad, squeezed the reluctami compact back under her
hip.

He watched her with amavement; “Let’s go. I can round
up the sheep at the same time,”

He whistled to his dog nosing in an old rabbit hole, and
they crgssed the field in silence, he walking at the mare’s
side, the dog at his heels. Kate glanced at him once or twice
with a puzzled frown, suddenly she exclaimed:

“I've got it. I know who you are, Mr. Tranmire.”

HJim,” he corrected her.

“All right, Jim Tranmire. J know the name. I've heard it
from Mrs, Buttle, our headmistress. You own most of Easby,
you're her landiord,™

He laughed: “I hope she isnt complaining still of the
damp wall in the dormitory.”

“She’s full of your praises, says you're doing a lot for the
estate.” Her mouth curved into a smile: "You're a paragon
in fact, except thal you live on a farm and work it yourself.”

“Do you think it odd of me?'

“Not if you're fond of the place,™

“"Well, | am. Kemsdale Farm was almost derelict when 1
took it over, I'm just beginning to pull it round. 1 wiouldn’t
exchange jt for anything, not if I was offered a yacht on the
Riviera with a bevy of film stats thrown in."

“Film stars can look very charming,”

“So too can dryads on horseback."”

She leant forward to flick a dragonily from the mare's ear.
The posture hid her face, saved her from the need to reply,

As they approached the clump of alder the ground be-
came softer.

“Shall 1 leave Dinah here?" she suggested. “It's getting
boggy.”

“['m afraid you'll have to.”

She turned over, slid to the ground and undid the halter
coiled round the mare's neck, removed the bridle and fastened
the halter to a low branch on a tree.

“Will she stand all right?" he asked,

“Yes, there's nothing to frighten her, You're used to this,
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aren't you, Dinah?" She fondied the mare’s head already
lowered to giaze.

The ewe and lambs were grazing too. Kate caught sight of
them as soon as she entered the trees:

*Look, Jim." She pointed.

He whistled softly to the dog, which ran a short way to-
wards the sheep, then crouched on its belly to watch them.
The grass that held them was a promontory of turf enclosed
in a loop of the river with only a narrow neck of land for
aceess,

Jim laughed: “They couldn’t have chosen a better place if
they'd asked me. We can leave Fan to hold them there. Come
on, let's call on the Devil.”

Leaving the dog on guard he led her downstream along the
bank. The alder encroached here to the water's edge, and
they had to climb over prostrate trunks, duck under sagging
beanches to pass. There was a scqueal behind him, a muffled
eutse, and he looked round anxiously:

“Have you hurt yourself?"

“Nowhere that matters.” She scrambled to her feet, rub-
bing the seat of her pants, then bent suddenly to pick some-
thing out of the nettles.

“What is it?” he asked.

"A book, and it's bound in veHum. H can't bhave been
here long, it's quite clean,” She turned the pages, examining
diem with curiosity: “It's a sort of notebook, nothing printed,
everything written in ink; but the handwriting looks very old,
it's hard to read.”

“Bring it along. We're almost out of the thicket.”

She followed him across a morass, leaping from tuft to
tuft of rushes, then crawled up throwgh a last screen of leaves
on to a knoll overlooking the river. The flat summit was bare
of trees, the grass cropped close by sheep of rabbits. There
was nothing to obseure the view of the ring of boulders that
erowned it, some wern to fmere stumps, others as tall as
a man. Their plan remained undisturbed, a perfeet circle.

Jim waited for Kale to catch up.

“The Devil's Churchyard,™ he told ber.

They entered the precinet in silence. A huge slab em-
bedded in the grass and protruding above ii marked the
centre, pale ganister scoured white by wind and rain, con-
trasting with the sombre sentinels surrounding ii. At the
farther end the ground rose again, and two adjacent mene-
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liths set against the hank were joined by & crosspiece to form
a cromlech giving entrance to a cave.

Kate pointed to tt: “What's that?"

“The Devil's Parlour.”

“Do people still believe all this?”

“1 don't suppose so, but they keep the old names up. The
ordnance survey helps, and the tourists like it"

“So do L™ She stared round the enclosure, her eyes lingered
on the cromlech, the gate to the underworld: “At least I'm
not sure that I like it. Things can fascinate and frighten at
the same time.”

He nodded: “I expect that's what people felt in the past
here, and if emotions can leave impressions this place ought
to be full of them. It may be all nonsense about the Devil,
but the men who put these stones up meant them for a
place of worship.” They were standing at the centte, and he
touched the great slab with his crook: “That could be the
altar,”"

"Yes, | wonder what rites it's knowm.”

“If you want me to guess, human sacrifice,”

She shuddered. A thundercloud reaching up over the hill
clutched the sun, blotted it out for a moment, then crept
on and released it.

“The Druids of course,” she agreed. “This could have been
one of their temples. They were priests in ancient Britain.”

He smiled al her; “l don't only read books on agriculiure.”
His tone had the effect that he wished, she blushed scarlet.

“I'm sorry. It’'s a dreadful habit, it comes from teaching
in school.™

“A charming habit." It was clear that he referred to her
flushed cheeks rather than didactic manners. He added
guiekly: “Let's 1ok at the heek yeu feund wheh you sal in
ihe nellies. Wel read it IBESIB&F. Kale*

She held it out to him, gla¢ of the diversion: “How did it
ever get there? It's so well-bound, not the sort of book any-
one would throw away,”

He took it, examined it with interest. It was an octavo-
sized volume whose binding of plain white vellum tooled with
gold showed litile trace of its recent misadventure. There was
no title on the cover; the pages of thick handmade paper
were covered wiih close handwiiiing, a florid and archale
scripl.
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He whistled softly to himself: “More at home ia a col-
leckar'ss libitaryrythidaninina ahdwgininthbewnodd’ "

He seated himself on the edge of ihe altar stone, drew
Kate by the hand to sit beside him: but she shrank away,
threw herself on her breasts in the grass.

“How can you? Think of the blowsi**

He laughed, got up and joined her: “Ase you so super-
stitious?"

“We'd be sitting where the victims were killed. You said
s0 yourself.”

He did not reply, opened the book and turned the pages:

“Can you read this scrawl? I can’t.”

"It's terribly difficult. Wait a moment, (here’s something
here, Oh, it's Latin,”

“I suppose you teach that too?"

“Only very elementary Latin. I'm sure you know as much
as [ do.”

*I'm sure I don't. Go on, read it out.™

She bent her head over the book: “Miii antwmam igram ezsee
dixerarit, alii spiviitoay, abii seagedivent.

“You'lll have to translate that for me, I need a dictiomayy:™

“Some say the soul is fire, others breath, others blosad.™
She frowned: “Blood again. It seems to haunt the place."

“Let’s see what else it says." He flicked through the pages,
but found nothing that either could decipher till near the end.
Then almest at the last page he paused, dabbed the place
with his fiimger: “Look, it’s different bandwriting, much
easier.™

She peered over his shoulder: "It's a list of names.™

The list reached to a page and a half. From time to time
a fresh hand took over as if this were a register kept up to
date by a successiom of clerks. All were personal names;
ihey eeased halfway dewn the page. and the rest was Blank

Kate read the final entry, unaware that she was speaking
aloud:

"Kate Evams."”

Jim stared at her: "Is the book yours?”

She shock her head: "Fve never seen it before."

Her face was drained of colour, her eyes remaiined fixed
on her own name.

“It's in much fresber ink,” she muttered, "It was added
long after the rest.”
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She turned the pages back feverishly, poring over the unin-
telligible paragraphs that filled them. He watched her for a
time to silence,

"Can you make any sense Of it7” he asked at lastt

“Very little. They seem to be notes jotted down at ran-
dom. Here’s something in l.atin, and the next which looks
like a recipe in a language I dont know at all. Ah, here's a
text from the Bible, and in English.” She read it out: “La-
bour not for the meat that perisheth but for that meat which
endureth unto everlasting life.”

"It sounds innocent enough.”

“Yes, but what has it to do with me? Why should my
name he written there?”"

He was too puzzled himself to kaow what to say to com-
fort her.

Neither paid attention to the cloud advancing overhead,
the ominous extinction of the sunshine. Their first effective
warning of the storm was the splash of a waindcop on the
book. More followed in rapid succession, the shower be-
came a downpour.

Jim leapt to his feet. “Quick, You've only a thin blouse,
you'lll be soaked to the skin. We must run for iit”

“But where?”

“The Devil's Parlour. There's nowhere else,”

She grabbed the book, and they raced harid in hand across
the grass to the dark entrance. 1t was low, and she had to
crawl in on all-fours, He followed.

The floor of hard earth was quite dry, but there was not
much room in the chamber. Jim and Kate crouched close
together, his arm found accommodation round her waist, She
accepted it without demur, thankful to have it to protect
her from the shadows encroaching behind. In front, beyond
the jambs of the cromleeh, sheets of driven rain pelted down
on the ring of standing stones and the pale altar in the
middle.

She shuddered, and he laughed, squeezed her waist reas-
suringly: “We ought to be grateful to the Devil for so handy
a sielver,”

A peal of thunder reverberated. coinciding with a flash of
lightning so dazzling that for a moment they were blinded.
The storm was directly above them. As they recovered sight,
peering out into the rain, Kaie gasped, her volce sank io a
whisper:
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“What's that tm the altar? There's something moving."

“Your eyes are still dazed by the fiiedhn ™

“No, no. Look."

He could no longer deny it. The rain spread a veil that
dimmed and distorted the view; nevertheless there could be
no mistake, a figure was climbing up on to the altar stone. If
it was an animal it was one of the larger sort, but it did not
look like a sheep or a dog, In another moment it was stand-
gag erect on the top, a naked man. The limbs were human,
but the head crowned with long horns was a goat’s.

The two watching clung to each other in the darkness
yndergroutid. The narrow orifice restricted their view, scud-
ding rain obscured details and fostered illusion. The mon-
girous figure on the altar however persisted, refused to be
explained away. A monotonous chant mingled with the
giorm, with the wail of the wind and the rustle of threshing
branches, Time froze, the appaiition seemed to last forever.
Then the wind veered suddenly, a gust of raln drove in under
the eromlech and they shrank back. When they looked out
again the altar was empty.

They turned to each other, their eyes met,

“You saw it?" she asked,

He nodded.

“What can it be? It was as if the Devil stood there him-
self.”

He laughed shortly: “Perbaps some madmam with an urge
to expose himself.”

“However mad people are their heads don’'t grow horns
like a goat.”

He did not reply, and she sigied:

“Thank goodness at least thai it's gone.” Them she gripped
his arm: "No, it hasn't. Listen, what's that?"

The noise came from a distance, out of the trees beyond
the stone circle. It was like a yell of exultation, then again
like the howl of an animal in pain. The two notes per-
sisted, blending in infernal harmomiics, till it was impossible
to distinguish one from the other.

“Dinah," Kate cried. "What are they doing to her?

She began to craw)] out, but he caught her by the waist-
band: “No, stay here. I'l go and see.” Them as she strug-
gled against him he added: “That unholy row may be the
Devil, but I'm dammned if it's a horse.™
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She paid ii® attention, tugged herself free, ran across the
grass into the trees. Unable to stop her be ran at her side.

The worst of the storm was over, the rain less heavy; but
the wet leaves of the alder and the undergrowth into which .
they plunged drenched them as if they were bathing. The
bloodcurdling clamour died down and was silent; still they
pressed on in haste in the direction from which it had arisen,
the direction in which Dinah was tied. As they approached
the spot Kate raced on ahead.

Dinab was loose, had wrenched herself free; her halter
trailed on the ground with a piece of the branch held fast in
the knot, broken off by her struggles. Sbe had not strayed
far; but she still shivered, and fear and suspicion gleamed
in the white of her eyes as she looked round, Kate walked
quietly to her head, grasped and soothed her.

“She’s been badly frightened,” she called, “but she’s afl
riohtl‘l!l

The place where Dinah stood was a little hollow used by
someone recently for the depasit of litter, painted cardboard,
plywood and other less identifiable material crushed and scat
tered by the mare's hoowves, Kate bent down to see what it
was, but at that moment Jim called her:

“Here's where the trouble came from.”

There was concern in bis voice, and she made haste to tie
Dinah to a securer tree, then ran to join him.

Sbe found him on the bank of the fiver kneeling beside
the dog, which crouched whimpering in the grass. The ewe
watched defiantly, ready to repel attack. One lamb only was
with hef, panic-stricken, nuzzling ber udder. There was a
dark red stain in the ground, a pool of bloed,

As Kate approached Jim raised his head:

“She’s been beaten almost to death, with a heavy club
from the look of her. It's a marvel she's alive.”

Kate knelt, took the dog's head in her arms.

He nodded approvingly: “If you hold her I can make a
proper examination, She won't bite.”

“I'm sure she won't.”

Fan confirmed the words by licking her hand.

He lifted each leg in turn and felt it carefully, then ran
his fingers over spine and ribs. There was no protest except
for a whine as he touched a tender spot.

“Poor old bitch.” he muttered, “if { could eatch the fiend
who did this I'd break every bone in his body."
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“Are hery broken?” Kate asked.

“] haven't found any yet, but I'm not sure. Let's see if
she’ll get up.”

Kate released her, and Fan struggled to her feet, stretched
herself.

“Come on, Fan,™ he tged. “Show us what you can do.”

He took a few steps, and the dog followed limping.

“She's sore and bruised,"” he pronounced, "but with luck
there's nothing worse.”

“Poor, poor Fan.” Kate mibbed her softly under the jowl,
“Who could have been so cruel?

He pointed to the pool of blood: "The swine who spilt
that in the grass. It's pretty clear what happened. He took
the lamb, Fan went for him, and he beat her off. What we
heard was a mixture of his yells and her howls, all pande-
monium let loose.” He stared angrily round into the trees:
“He seems to have got the best of it, killed the lamb and
made off with the carcase.”

Kate shuddered: “No wonder you call this place the Devil's
Churchyard.”

He frowned, spoke eamestly; "I wish I'd never told you
the name. Look, Kate, you musta't let it give you ideas.
That figure we saw among the stones was no spook. How
could a spook flog a dog and cut a lamb's throat?”

"What was it then?”

“A madman, a dangerous one to have about, but nothing
uncanny.”

She shook her head, the apparition remained vivid in her
memory.

“1 knosv what you're thinking,” he persisted. “The horns
and the goat's face. Perhaps we imagined them, we only
caught a glimpse through the storm. Perhaps they were a
disguise he was wearing.”

“Perhaps™ she replied uncomvinced. “But nothing can
explain away the feeling 1 had, the power, the evil.”

He glanced at her with something of his former teasing
expression: “All the same as 1 dont want te lose mote lambs
I'm going to repoit this to the police. Theyll do more good,
I ihink, ihan Brisk with a serviee of exorciom.”

She smiled despite herself: “Mr. Brink would love it, with
all the words in Latin and tomes of learning to support each.”

“Let him. There's nothing to stop him. Archamgels for
him, policemen for me, we’ll try both. Meanwhile I'd better
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dedve this ewe to safer ground before stus loses the other
lamb.”

“Fan won't be much help.” She turned to look for the
dog; but as if understandimg what was said Fan advanced
already towards the sheep, moving with discomfort, limping,
but with firm purpose.

Jim laughed: "It takes more than the Devil to keep Fan
from work."

Kate’'s face was grave; “She’s very plucky, but she can't
tum them if they bolt. Wouldn't you like me to come too?"

“There's nothing I'd like better.” The warmth of his
smile pleased and reassured ber: “Get up on Dinah, and if
the sheep go wrong you can gallop round them.”

She ran back to the mare, untied the halter, put on the
bridle and mounted. They all set off together, Jim, Kate,
Dinah, Fan, the ewe and her lamb, The storm was past,
the sun shone again,

As they followed the bank of the river in the direction
away from the Devil’s Churchyard the alder became sparser,
the ground firmer. There was a clearly marked path to guide
them, and the ewe as if subdued by recent experience trotted
obediently in front with the lJamb at her heels, demanding no
eftort beyond the strength of the crippled dog. Kate held
Dinah back to walk at Jim's side.

“Il put them in the long pasture beside the wood,” he
told her. “I've made the fence up, they won't get through,
It's your easiest way back anyhow to Easby. The field runs
right up to the road, and there’s a gate in the wa'l at the
top.ll

“I'm glad 1 havent to go back the way I came.” She
laughed: “It was less a ride than an obstacle race.”

“You came down through the wood?”

She nodded.

“You must be the first for more than a century. I don't
kaow when that road was last used, not since the oaks were
planted, and they were felled before 1 was born.”

"What was the road made for?”

“This field here in the bottom was cultivated in the old
days, and there was other traffic too. It's said that there
used to be a festival, that crowds came to attend it at certain
seasons of the year.”

“What sort of festival?”

*Pagan in origin, I suppose. The rites weren't too decorous.”
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“Were they held in the Devil's Churchyard among the
gtones?” Her voice trembled.

“How should [ know?" He spoke lightly: *“1 wasn't bora,
§0 ] couldn’t take part.”

She rode on in silence, her face was clouded.

A hurdle made fast with wire barred the gap in the fence
of the long pasture. He undid the fastenings, pulled it aside,
and they put the sheep through. She followed, then waited
while he restored the hurdle to its place. As he joined her
be pointed up the hill:

“You cant miss the way. Make for that bush on the sky-
fine, the gate's not far beyond it.”

“Thank you, Pl fimd it all right.” She gathered her reins.

“Kate,” he exclaimed suddenly. “You're not just going to
gallop out of my life, are you?"

She hesitated, Bushed, made no effort to urge the mare
forward,

“1 mean,” he explained, “you've had a had shock. Horrid
things have happened this afternoon. 1 bhope they haven't
sickened you of my company.”

“Why should they?” she asked. “They weien’t your fault,
They were just as horrid for you as for me, more so as it
was vour lamb that was killked,”

“But your name in the book, though it's mere chance,
I'm sure. You aren't the only Kate Evans in the world,"

She stared at him in consternation: "Good gracious. The
book. Where is it?"

“I thought you had it.”

“I must have left it in the Devil's Parlour when we heard
the noise and ran.”

“I'll go back and get it.”

“No. no. Not today.”

“Why not? Because that madmam may still be prowling
there?”

She nodded.

"Look, Kate, you'te niot to worry. I know every inch of
the ground. I'll come to no harm.”

“Couldn’t you wait till tomorrow?”

“All right, if it pleases you. The book's safe enough there.
No one else is likely to find it. If I get it tomorrow, when
shall I bring it so that we can look at it together?"

She hesitated: “The whole school goes to church in the
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morning, and it's my Sunday on duty so I'll have to be
there to heip Mrs. Buttle.”

“Like Fan to round up the fTtedk?”

She nodded and 1sughed.

“What about later? I'd rather see you when you're free."

*I'll be pretty busy all day, except perbaps in the ¢vening
when I'm taking a few of the older girls to Mr. Brink's
party.”

“Yes, I'd heard of it. His midsummer orgy?"

“Not very orgiastic. We dance round a bonfire and jump
over it, and epd up by setting light to a straw wheel and
rolling It down the rectory Jawn.”

“It all sounds very innocent and folksy.”

“¥ou won't be there yourself?”

“I've already posted a firm refusal, but I could change my
mind.”

“Qb, do come.”

“You'li spare me a minute or two if I do? You won't
be too absorbed in celebrating the solstice?”

She shook her head with a smile.

“Then I'll see you there. That’s settled.” He laid his hand
on her thigh: “Why, you're soaked, and I've been keeping
you all this time. I hope you don’t catch cold.”

“Or you either. Youre fust as wet as I am.”

“All right, we'll both change our clothes. Goodbye till
tomorrow.”

The hill was sieep, but the turf made the going easy.
The mare broke into a canter, and Kate gave her her head.
She looked round once to wave; Jim stood watchimg with
Fan at his heels, he waved back. As she cantered on over
the crest she had no room in her thoughts for the Devil,
his churchyard, his parlouc or even her name in his book.
She was too busy thinking of Jim Tranmire.

She found the gate without difficulty and cameé out on
the road. Cars strident and impatient, meeting or passing
her, claimed her attention; but beyond the corner of the lojig
meadow where the wood crept up to the roadside its tangled
recesses reminded her of the secrets that jt held. All looked
peaceful in the dappled sualight. A picnie party sat having
tea against a backeloth of embreoidered may-blassom.

A light blue car was parked at the other side of the road,
a Ford Cortina. She supposed that it belonged to the picnick-
ers, and she cursed them in her heart for making her ride
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into the path of oncoming traffic to circumwent jt; but as she
drew level she saw that it was occupied, and she recognised
the man in clerical black who sat there. She smiled at him,
but his eyes were fixed unseeing on the windscreen, and he
paid no attention.

She was barely past him however before she heard his
voice, and she turned. He was on foot hurtying after her, a
man of rubicund complexion in late middle age whose tend-
ency to corpulence was redeemed by his height, he was very
tall.

*Miss Bvans,” he exclaimed. “My wits were wool-gathering
when you passed, but I knew you at once from behind.”

Stie smiled uncertainly: “Good afternoon, Mg. Brink:"

“What a pretty picture, and to think that if I hadn't
siopped to talk to these peeple I'd have rhissed 1"

His eyes clung to her. She remembered that they had a
habit of doing so when he showed her over the church, a
scrutiny that provoked discomfort without sufficient cause
to take offence, She félt herself blushing, tried angrily to
control it, turning from him to stare at the picnickers:

“Are they friends of yours?"

“No, no, complete strangers; but I've lost one of my treas-
ures, nothing really of value except to a collector like myself,
and I faney that it fell from my pocket the othet day in the
wood. As there are young people in the party It occurred
io me they might have come acress it in thelr rambles.”

She glanced at him with interest and was about to ask
what his lost treasure was, but he chamged the subject
abruptly, brought it back to herself:

"A transformation worthy of the classical poets, the new
recruit at Saint Ursula's revealed as equestrian Muse. No,
the Muses were draped, you tempt ine to quote Ovid—
Jrenzive delplhiire sedens, Thetii mndii™

“Dinah isn't in the least like a porpoise.” Her resentment
arose even more from his description of heiself as “naked
Thetis.”

His eyes twinkled placatingly: “Not a porpoise, my dear,
a dolphin, but you're right, they're a similar spectes. You
know too much Latin. I'll have to he eareful.”

She gathered her reins, resolved to be careful too: “Good-
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bye; Mr. Brink. 1 got wet through in tbe storm, P'm going
home to change my clothes,”

“Yes,” he agreed, “I can see you're soaked to the skim™

She rode away, furicus with him for the tone of his words,
furious with her own too obtrusive contouss, thankfu) only
that he interrupted her before she could tell him about the
book. Then she heard him stast the car, and in another
minute he passed her. She pretended not 1o see him when
he saluted her with a hand raised in benediction.

She reached the brow of a long hill, and the town of
Easby lay beneath her, the boats in the harbour, the ruined
abbey on the cliff and the sea beyond. A bridle path offered
escape here from the car-infested road, and she turped aside
with retief into a field. The sky free again of dluids, the
air fresh after the rain soothed her temper, discouraged lurid
flights of imagination. What had the man's last treasure o
do with her? It was probably one of the knick-knacks that
he showed her in the vestry. She recalled the nettle hed
where the beok was feund, it was sidiculeuss to suppese that
he weuld cheese i6 walk theie. Clergy iR her experience
did net go serardling iR Begs. I was sheer eeineidence,
nething mere, that the Boek held a list of names, that the
last was Kale Bvaas,

T telling you for your good, Mother. You'ie only making
yourself a longhingstock ™

Pearl Corrington and her mother were helping to decorate
Easby Church. They were an incongruows paif, the daughter
tall, slim and stately, the mother amply cushioned and short,
and while Pearl wore her cloihes, a coat and skirt of navy-
blue linen, with an eléganee that disguised the art her
mother's taste ran to loud paiteins, garish colouts. Both had
fair hair, Mrs. Comugiton's too fair ia be ¢redible, but Pearl's
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retained a natural gloss, skilfully waved. Her features were
Sinarp but regular. She looked older than she was.

She turned away to adjust the sweet peas in a bowl on
the fomt:

“If you don't care for your own sake you might at least
for mine.”

“You do make a fuss about nothing, Pearl,” Her mother’s
voice was amiable, her double chin creased as she smiled:
“I'm only trying to help the poor man. I'm sure he needs
it without a wife or even a sister to look after him.*

"Hasa't he got every old tabby in the town?" She glanced
round the ehureh at the women occupied fhere.

“That's naughty of you,” her mother admomished her.
“You shouldnt speak like that of pious ladies who give
their lives to the church.”

“To a bachelor clergyman, you mean, with a private in-
come.”

Mrs. Corrington stooped to her basket to sort out a bunch
of roses. There was displeasure in her good-natuted face:

"I dont know what Mr. Brink's income Is, and 1 don’t
want to know. He's a dear man, and I'm glad to help him.
People can say what they like.”

“They do, and it's most embarrassing. ' sure that's why
Jim Tranraire was so curt the other day when 1 met him.”

“Jim? What's he got to do with it?”

“Well, he's a friend of mine, or was. It isn't vety nice
to be dropped.”

“Nonsense, Pearl, You imagine things.” Mrs. Corrington
found a bowl for the roses and fiiled it with water, her
movements were fliustered. "He's a very eivil young man,
always very pleasant. What did he say io effend yeu?"

"It wasn't what he said but what he dida't say. 1 might
have been the dowdiest old frump, He was in sueh & Hurry
to be off.”

"I expect he was busy, he has sa much to do on his farm.”

“Farm, farm till I'm sick of it. Baa-baa, black Siheep. Why
can't he leave his men to look after the wretched creatures?
He ought to get about in the town mare, mix with people
af his own class.”

“Yes, it does seem a pity,” her mother agreed, glad that
Jira Trapmire’s faidings shoukd ineur rebuke rather tham Rer
own. She added placldly: "I often think he'd do so well for
you, Pearl.”
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*] woukin't bave him if be begged me on his knees, not
till he rids himself of his barnyard habils.” She turmed away,
devoted herself in glum silence to the fAowers, vesting her
feelings in the violence with which she crammed them into
place.

“l can't think why we're doing this,” she exclaimed at
last, “Wiwo ever heard of decorating a church for mid-
summer?”

Her mother glanced at her with an anxious frown: “You
should ask Mr, Brink, he could tell you. I'm such a duffer,
but of course this isn't only midsummer, it's Saint John's
Day."

“Not much trace of Saint John. We've never had any-
thing of the sort before, not till Mr. Brink came. He hasn't
been here six months, and he's turning us all into pagans.
I'm sure it isp't respectable.”

"Pearl, you're very unkind. I refuse to listean”™

“You'll have to listen when you hear it from others, from
everyone in the town except bis bevy of adorers,” She glared
at an old woman fitting a wreath of marsh-earigolds to a
seventeenth-century dignitary recumbeut ea a tomb: “We
aren't all so suseeptible to his charm. Someone ought to
complain {0 the Bishop.”

"Nonsense. Everyone who matters is going to his party
tomorrow to see the old cusloms revived.”

"Theyll go out of curiosity, but they arer’t happy about
i ”»

“Why not? These are sacred customs. He put it so nicely,
they've the flavour of the age of faith; there’s something
very holy about them,”

"Something very unholy, if you ask me, the flavour of the
Devil.”

A reverberating peal of thunder close overhead interrupted
her. She paid no attention, but her mother looked up In
alarm:

“"What a sudden storm, almest uncanny, like an answer to
blasphemy,”

"Don't be so superstitious, Mother.” She pursed her lips
and went to the door, staring out at the rair pouring down
in torrents: “In any case, I'mn not the blasphemef. Serve
him right if it's weather like this tomorrow.”

The storm passed at last, the sun shone again. As the
afterncon wore on the workers began to drift away for tea,
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“Are you coming, Mother?” Pearl asked.

“Yes, I'm dying for a cup,” she replied eagerly. Then her
eyet fell on the pulpit: “Oh dear, they've given mm no
flowers when he's preaching.”

“Why worry? He'll make up with fiowers of speech. Forty
mimiies we got last week, and tomotow’s a special occasion.”

“I can't leave it 80 bare for the poor man.”

“l ean, if he chooses to gallivant in Ms car round the
country while we work,”

“You're very unjustt He has a lot to do in the parish.”

“So have I, and the first is to put on the kettle and make
tea. You can follow when you like, Mother.” She went out,
slamming the deor behind her.

The pulpit was a triple-decker, and by the time that Mrs.
Corrington had adeoemed it to her satisfaction she was alone
in the building. She was hot and tired, thought wistfully of
Pearl with her cup of iea; but most of all she longed e
take the weight off her legs, to ease her back whieh ached
from bending, a posture unsuited to her steut Hgure. She
sank with relief en her ample seat in a pew, an eld-fashisfied
box pew with high sides like mest of these in Easby Chureh.
Whed a fan eame in from the poreh she was out of sight,
even the red and orange patiera of her Bleuse was lest i
shadew.

She herself saw that it was Brink, but refrained for per-
sonal reasons from making her presence known at once. She
had loosened the zip of her skirt, and it stuek fast now as
she fumbled to adjust it. By the tlme that the diffieulty
was overcome he was at the steps of the ehancel, and as
she watehed him his behaviour amazed her, held her silent.
Awe restrained her from iderrupting.

He seemed less to walk than to strut, His arms were
stretched out before him in the hieratic pose of one per-
forming & solemn ritual, and his hands supported a burden
of which she could see liftle except a dull white. As he
advanced along the choir stalls he siopped ence or twice
and knelt, laying dowa His Burden and turhing to the stall
with a gesture as if he stroked the earving; then he rese iR
the attituﬁe as Befere and wehnt an again te the altar. He
sioed faeifig it, bewed several {imes and eargfully depesited
what he eatried se that it resied in frent of ihe eress. She
eauld hear his veies chanting But eould Ret distingwinh the
werds. At last Be remeved the offering, bare it i8 a cupheard
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in a recess used as an ambry amd put it inside. He closed
the door and locked it

She was at a Joss what to do. She felt that she was spying
on him, witness of a secret act of commumion between him
and his God. He was coming back down the nave, and her
heart sank as she saw him pause to examine the forms of
service laid in the pews for the congregation tomorrow.
Would he do the same when he came to hers? The deceit
lay on her conscience, but her distress was too much for
her. She put up her feet on the cushions and pretended I
be asleep.

He reached her pew, leant over casually to rearrange the
leaflets on the rack. Then he caught sight of her, exclaimed
in surprise:

"Why, it's Molly Corrington.™

She sat up, rubbed her eyes: “Oh dear, I must have
dropped off. 1 was tired after doing all these flowers, so I
took a little nap.”

His face cleared, he collected himself: “No wonder you're
tired out. You've made a magnificem job of (he church.” He
glanced round at the decorations: “Have all the others gone
home?”

“1 think so.”

“Leaving only my faithful Maliy*™

The use of her Christian name pleased and warmed her.
They were not yet quite on those terms.

He surveyed her with a benevoicnce beneath which {ay
a trace of apprehension: "1 disturbed you, I'm afraid. Yeu
were fasi asieep?”

“Far away in dreamland."” She could almest persuade her-
self that her werds were true, that in fact she had dreamt
it all

He received her assurance with evident relief, held the door
of the pew open for her as she rose to her feet to Come out.
She moved fussily, elutehing het bag:

“I must be getting home for tea myself. Peardd will be
wondering what’s happened to me.”

“No, I beg you. Let me glve you iea here, 1'm sure you're
ready for It. I'vé an eleetric keitle in the vestry, we can
enjoy a eup fogether.”

It was an invitation that she could not resist.

The vestry to which a passage fed from behind the pulpit
was larger than jts purpose needed. He used the farther end
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{s sccommodate a little museum, a collection of carved
gtones, scraps of documents and similar treasures, all that
Kdie Bvans described to herself as his knick-knacks. There
was a glass-topped case to hold some of these, a chest of
drawers for others. An electric kettle stood on the Iatter,
1ad be took it to the tap in the corner, filled it with water
aid inserted the plug.

As she sat in his armchair, soothed by the cup of tea that
he brought her, Molly Corrington was able without difficulty
o banish the memory of his odd bebaviour from her mind.
He went out of his way to charm her, plying her with
checolate biscults of which she was fond, snd leading the
conversation by easy stages to Salnt Ursala's School:

“You're among Mrs. Buttle's oldest friends, I believe?”

“Yes, 1 think | can say so." His interest flattered her:
“Helen and I were ourselves at school together, and that's
many, many years ago.”

“Not so very many, if you ask my opinion."”

Their eyes met and she dropped hers bashfully, hoping
that he would say more. He was silent however, waiting, and
she herself at last resumed:

“We drifted apart after 1 married. I'm afraid that Ermest
wasn't her sort. He was a bookmaker, you know. Not at
the races of course, but very high-class with offices in May-
fair, and he earned a lot of money and left Pearl and me
very comfortably off.” She sighed, took a handiketchizf from
ber bag and dabbed her eyes.

“l bear Helen no grudge,” she added. “She made up for
it after his death, told me of this nice house at Easby, and
Pearl and 1 eame to live here. It was handy of course for
Pearl to go to Saint Ursula's. That'a where she got her fine
manners, net from me."

He smiled: “You're too modest.”

“"I'm not, but I don't complain. We must take ourselves
as we are. Anyhow, if I'd been Pearl’s type 1 don't suppose
Ernest would have married me.”

He echoed her laugh politely: “Dees Pearl keep in touch
wilh her old school since she left?”

"Oh yes, she's a great fawsouriie there. ! tease Arthur
about it, he spoils her.”

“I wasn't thinking of Doctor Buttle, I meant the teachers.
Aren't some of them about her age?”

“Only the new one, Kake Evans. The others are older.”
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"Kate Evans,” He mepeated the name slowly: “Yes, I've
met her. So Pearl and she are friends?"

“Not really. Peari’s friends are all so classy. Shs gels
quite cross with me, says I've low tastes; but I've takem
rather a fancy to Kate myself. We can't all be ladies of
leisure, not when s0 much goes in taxes."

He nodded: "If Pearl has these old-fashioned ideas I'm
afraid she won't listen to my proposal.”

“Proposal?”

He laughed genially at her tone of surprise: “No. no, not
of marriage, It's just that I'm looking for a cast to act a
sacred drama, and 1 haven't chesen my leading lady yet."

“She might be willing, but I doubt it. She doesn¥ much
care for theatricals. Who else have you got?”

“My most enthusiastic support comes from the younger
holiday-makers, especially from the caravam site by the
harbour.”

“Pearl wouldn't like that at all. She doesn't approve of
them.”

“Them ['ll have to find someone else.” He spoke without
disappointment: “Who can you suggesi? What about Kate
Evans?"

»She's a very clever girl, she’d learn her part quickly. She
was at college, you know, at Oxford, quite a bluestockimg*

“She sounds just the thing. Thiss is a rite of great antiguity,
and I want to keep the traditional words, especially for the
principal character. They're archakc, some even Latin."

“That won't trouble Kate. She teaches Latin, learnt it at
college, took a degree with first-class honowrs, so Helen tells
me.*

He moved his chair towards her: “I want you to do me a
favour. Molly. Talk to Kate and persuade her to accept the
past, to make this event a success. Yes, and talk to Mrs.
Buttle too, her permissiom will be needed for Kale to have
time off to attend rehearsals. A word from you, Molly, can
do so much.”

The repetition of her Christiamn name had the effect in-
tended. Molly Corrington beamed:

“Of course I'll do what Lcan—"

“Oswald,” he pleaded.

“Oh, what a nice name. Of course I'll do what 1 can,
Oswald, but if I'm going to talk to them ['d better know
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more exactly what you want. This is in connection with the
church, 1 suppose?”

“Yes, with our celebrution of the feast of Saint John, §
hope to make an announcement tomorrow."

*But tomorrow it's midsummer already, Saint John's Day,
1 mean, and you haven't chosen your cast yet. You'll be too
late with it."

He frowned: “An undertaking of this sort needs careful
preparation, it can’t be hurried. There are precedents for
holding the final act over till the octave of the feast, which
falls this year on the Sunday following.”

“Of course you know best,” she made haste to assure
him; but the tone of his voice troubled her, and she recalled
Pearl’s wamming, her unfavourable view of such rites. “I'm
sure,” she went on, “these old customs are very interesting
and valuable, but 1 wonder if ithey arent a little above our
heads here in Easby. We haven't your learning, you see."

“If the priest understands the inner meaning it's enough.”

“Yes, but other people may misunderstand and be aliffi-
cult.”

*“You must help me to overcome difficulties. 1 rely on you,
Molly.” He patted her gently on the hand, then took her
cup to refill it. As he reached for the teapot his sleeve rucked
back, revealing an ugly wound oa his forearm.

“Oh dear,” she exclaimed. “You've hurl yourself. How did
it happen?”

“It’s nothing.” He put dowm the pot, jerked his sleeve
quickly inte place: "I'd a little trouble with my car on the
way home, a fault in the distributer. I'm a clumsy meehanis,
f jabbed my arm with the spemmer.”

8he aeeepted the explanafion. but still regarded him with
eoneern: "It leoks horrid. Be let me bandage it for you."

"Really you're wasting your sympathy.” He stood up, her
cup was left unfilled. There was displeasure, ill-suppressed
impatience in his manner, but he made an effort to control
it; "Please don't think me discouneous, Molly. I'm expecting
some young people very soon to discuss this project of mine,
and I must Jeok out a few beoks and things lo show them.”
He moved across the room to the chest of drawers.

"Yes, of course. I know how busy you are.” She clutched
her bag, rose in some confusion to her feet: “I've taken up
too much of your time alresdy.”
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“You haven't, I assure you. I've much enjoyed our little
talk. You won't forget to put in a word with Mrs. Buttie?"
The smile with which he said it warmed her heart.

“Indeed I won't, Oswald,” She hesitated: "} wish you'd do
something for me in your turn, promise to show that nasty
place on your arm to a doctor.”

“I will if it doesn't heal.” He turned abrupily, pulled open
a drawer. It was very full, and some sheets of paper were
shaken out; one of them fluttered to her feet.

She picked it up to band back to him, glanced in surprise
at the picture, a leering face wreathed in jvy.

He laughed: “The green man. Don't you recognise him?”

“No. Qught I?””

“Yes, indeed. He's among the worthies carved on the choir
stalls. Keep him; he's rather good, don't you think?"

She peered at the litife engraving: "I'm not at all sure
that 1 like him, but I}l take him just as a keepsake. What's
this pencilled on the back?”

He glanced at it over her shoulder: “Oh, a votive inscrip-
tion, some verses I wrote in his konour,”

“How interesting, with your name and the date,”

“It's the date of my birth. It was the custom once, you
may call it supetstitious, (0 choose an influence to preside
over one's life from hirth to death, and ! meant to invite
the green man to play the parl. He's slways been a favourite
of mine.”

"What a quaint custom. What did you do?"

“Nothing in the end. I'd more importamt things to think
about. Let me find you another copy, one that 1 haven't
seribbled on. I've plenty more.”

“I'd rather keep this, it's more personal, unless you still
want to offer it fo the green man.”

“I can offer it to no one in whom I've more confidence
than you."

“Thank you, Oswald.” She beamed at him, put the en-
graving in her bag.

There were two doors to the vestry, the one giving access
to the chureh, the olher leading straight outside. Voices
could be heard approaching the latter, the scrunch of feet
6n the gravel, She listened uneasily, refemberiag Pearl's ad-
moenitien and shrinking frem Her disapproval. It weuld be
awkward if the stery went reupd the parish that she was
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found having tea with the rector alone in the vestry. She
glanced fit him appeaiingly:

“They're coming. I'd better be off."

He nodded, opened the door for her into the church,
waited till it shut behind her before he went to the other
to admit his visitors,

The church was filled with golden light where the sun
streamed in through the immense haloes of the angels io
the west window, Molly Corringtom was a regular church-
goer, she knew the building well; but she was accustomed to
fegard it as a setting for the performance of religious and
gocial duties—the latter perhaps more tham the former—
and bhad little feeling for its beauty, its antiquity, being in-
terested neither in ecclesiasticall history nor in architecture.
if she saw it aow with changed eyes the enchantinent arose
less from the evening light on the mellow stone of walls
and pillars, of the abundance of flowess and greenery adorn-
ing them, than frem the association of ail this with Qswald
Brink. She felt his presemce siill with her as she stood
Beneath the pulpit, a presence deminating, disquieting but
whelly faseinating her. The image returied te haunt her
mind of a selemn procession. a hierophant effering sacifice
gl the aliar. 1t was like a dream troubling, bewilderng, in-
SpiFing mystery and awe, hut it gratikied Rer ig share sueh
3 seersi even witheut Ris knewledge and agaipst his will.

SufBeams gleamed like peinis of fire frem the pelished
gak of the eheir stalls: She remembered haw he paused there
at intervals for mysieriBus rites, and her theughis '
ase0cialion oF ideas 18 the preed man whese likengss she
EaFHeA IR Rer Bag. It sHFprised RiM ihat she was Aot familiar
Wit the carving: very well. she wewd lagk for it RoW. and
"wVﬁ%R Rext she saw Rim she would [l Rim and samd Als

alse
raise.

The figures were carved from bosses along the front of
the stalls, She knelt to examine them, entertained by the
vivid designs, expressions of racy humor more often than
conventionall piety. Here were imps, monsters, roguish monks,
sdugy nuns, fit company for the green man. She sciled as
she recognised him, touehed his face geatly. It was wet,
glimy, She siared In disgust at her fingeriip, red with blood.

With difficolty she suppressed a scream. She rose to her
feet, rushed in pamic out of the church, In the open air she
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looked at her finger again. Wke bloodstain wes umnistakable.
She wiped it off on the grass.

Basby Church, standing above the towm uvear the abbey
ruins, looked down on open sea in one direction and in
another on the harbour at the mouth of the Rune, busy
with fishing and pleasure craft, Molly Comrington hurried
out of the churchyard on to the path at the edge of the
cliff, A bench was placed there by the couwncil for the bene-
fit of those wishing to enjoy the view. She sank on it with
relief, stifl trembling from her recent experience, lacking
strength yet for the long flight of steps that led dowa between
steeply clustered houses to the main sireet.

As she sat there she began to recover her equanimity,
soothed by the great sheet of blue water glittering to the
horizon sad, when she turned, by the familiar faces of the
buildings clothing and crowning the cliff opposite. Beneath
her comfortable, rather commonplace appearance lay a fund
of commoesense. What was she makiag all this fuss about?
The mai had a Rasty cut on his arm, as she knew. What
more natural than that, koeeling to make those gestures at
the stalls, blessing them in all probability, he should inad-
vertently drip blead over them? She elutehed at the éxplana-
tion thankfully, reproved heiself fer her grueserhe fameies.
Her mind dwelt again with renewed ienderness on Oswald
Brink, his learning. his edd ideas, but abeve all his eharm.
He was 4 great ehange frem Ernest Corrington, and yei per-
Raps pet 6 unlike. They were Both med is make you feel
Warm insids.

She got up, rested and reassured, plodded cheerfully down
the steps into the town.

More than an hour passed before the church disgorged
the party conferring in the vestry. They came out chattering
and laughing, young men dressed in the scanty shorts or
dirty slacks that were the uniformn of the carmping site.
Brink accompanied themn as far as the wicket gate. As he
stood there to see thera off one of them hung back.

“Could I have a word with you, sir? he asked,

“By all means.” Brink glanced with curiosity at the puny,
bespectacled figure remarkable only for the fervour glowing
in the pale eyes,

The youth jerked his thumb contemptumusly after his re-
ceding companioms; “It's a lark to them, but not to me. I
know what you're talking about. Those books you showed
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tis, I've read thiam, as maay as | could find ia the public
library at homs.”

“You're a student of folklore?”

“Call it that if you like, but there's more to it than games
on the lawn or whimsy-whamey play-acting. They knew what
they meant in the old days, and it wasn't too pretty.”

We're fellow workers, it seems, in the same field.” His
tone was not discouraging: “Let me see, do I know your
name?”

“X don't suppose you do. It's Albert Dockin.”

“What do you want to ask me, Albert? Is it somethiag I
didn't make clear in the vestry?”

“You made it clear enough as far as you took it. About
the green man, I mean, that he reigns in the woods for a
year from midsummer to midsummer, then the goddess tires
of him and chooses another; but you didn't finish the story,
that he cores to a sticky end.”

“You're a purist, I see, you insist on the fail text; but
I'm a parson, remember, and this is a play to be acted in
church. Parts of the ancient ritual arent very suitable.”

“They weren't content in the old days just to damce and
sing."”

“They weren't. Careful censorship is needed to produce an
acceptable version.”

Albert frowned: "What's the use of doing it at all if it's
to be prettiified out of all recognition?”

“The rites of midsumimer are a pleasing traditiom, and
I try to reconcile them with Chuistianity,” He broke off,
laughed at Albert's expression of disdain: “Very well, I'l
give you an honest answer. Religion has twe faces, the ene
public, the other private. Among those attracted by the
former a few are chesen 8 wherm the lalter ean speak.”

“That’s better. Am I one of the few?"

“I can hardly know yet. Come and sit down. Tell me what
you find in these ideas, and why you took them up.” He led
him to the bench formerly occupied by Molly Corrlagtos.
They sat for a time in silence. gazing out to sea at the shad-
ows lengthening aeress the water as the suR erept dewn
behind the eowst

Albert spoke first, his tone was defensive: “Youwll laugh
at me, I expect, but when I read about these people In the
old days I feel they'd got hold of something irue, semething
that matters. The tales may be bunkuf, these legends about
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men and goddesses, bat the meaning undermeath makes sense,
it’s to do with power.”

Brink nodded: “Go on.”

“Power," be repeated, “That’s what fhe green maa stood
for, that’s why he had to die. There’s no meat in the nansby-
pamby version these kids are going to act Their goddess is
& bit of a whore, always chamnging her man, but that's
nothing.”

“What else should there be?”

“You know yourself. She wasa’t tired of him, she wanted
his blopd.”

“Why?” Brink watched him intently.

“Because blood gives power, the blood is the soul. I've
read that somewhere.”

“So have 1. We seem to read the same authors.”

“Then you won't jeer perhaps if 1 tell you something.
F've made experiments, first with anifals, then with my own
blood,” He frowned: “They were rather messy and had 1o
effect.”

*¥Fm not jeering, but your experiments were hardly likely
to succeed, The ancients prescribed severe {faming and elab-
orate forms for these rittes”

“And that did the trick?”

“You're too impatient. Take care not to confuse the symbol
with the thing in itself.” His smile was as epigmatic as his
words, and Albert stared at him glurily:

“I forgot you're a parson, 1 expeet you disapprove.”

“Disapprowe? Why should I? Who despises power, unlim-
ited power to transform the world?

“And be top dog there.”

“No, Albert, it would be blasphemous to seek the gift for
so unworthy a purpose.”

“What's it for then?”

“To enable men to live to the full, to unlock the gates
of the New Jerusalem.” His voice shook with exultation, he
sat lost in his thoughts as if be were alone. Albert watched
him in growing discontent:

“I hoped you'd tell me what they did in the old days,
how they made the blood work.”

“They used it to awaken the spirits.” He spoke abstractedly,
hut he pulled himself together to add: “Or so they believed.”

“Do you believe if*™
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“When you've studied longer you'll see that isn’t a question
to answer, yes or no. Listen, you want to know what the
ancients did. FH tell you something that fay be new to you.
It wasn't always the green man they sacrificed at mid-
summer; a more potent rite was to drink the blood of the
goddess herself.”

¥They sacrificed her?" Albert’s eyes blinked excitedly be-
hind his spectacles; "How did they go about i7"

“I ought to be able to tell you, but I can't. The fact is I
found an old notebook belonging to a learned predecessor
here, and among other scraps of interest he’d noted was an
exaet aceount of the rite, I read it through, even added a
detail to bring it up to date, then I took it to an appropriate
place for a little experiment and with incredible stupidity
1 lost it there. It must have fallen frem my pocket.”

*¥You mean to say you can’t find it?"

“A small book isn't easy to find in Kemsdale Wood, as
you'd know if you'd ever been.”

“Kemsdale Wood? 1 know it well, It's the way to the
Devil's Churchyard?”

“Quite right. So you know that too?"

“1 do indeed. I've spent hours there. The others jeer at
me, say there's nothing beyond a lot of old stones, but I
know better. It's a haunted place, the circle and the altar
and that undergrownd chaember they call the Devil's Parlour.
I've been there again and again. invoked every splrit I could
name, but nAothing seemed to happen, net till this afternoon.”

“What happened this afternoon?”

“You can believe me or not as you like. ] was on my way
to the stones when that storm came on, and I sheltered in
the bushes, 1 was too far off to see properly; but I could have
sworn there was something moving in the circle, something
like what they describe in the old books, partly a man and
partly a goat, it might have been the Devil himself. I tried
to get a better view, but there were too many leaves In the
way, and then suddenly I heard a noise from the eoiher
direction. It was the Devil's own voiee, the real thing ™ He
paused meoresely:

“Was it indeed? You made sure?”

“I never found out. The farmer and a girt came bukting
in from nowhere. 1 didn’t want hiem to see me, he's got it
in for me for leaving gales open. Anyhow the noise siepped,
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there weren't likely to be any secrets revealed with fools like
that about. So I lay low and let them pass.”

TThe farmer was Mr. Tranmire7"

“Yes, that’s his name.”

“And who was the girl?”

“I'd never sel eyes on her before. A strapping wench with
carroty hair in a green blouse and white pants.”

“Indeed? On horseback?”

He shook his head: “On all-fours crawling under a branch.”

“You'd know her again if you saw her?"

“She was close enough, templing to smack if I'd dared.”

“Listen, Albert, this I3 important. Where did those two
go after they passed you?”

“I didn't stay to look. I was too fed up with them. I
made off.”

Brink pondered frowning: “You didnt come across my
book, 1 suppose, in your wanderings.”

“Not likely in those bushes. Is that where you dropped ?"

"I dont know wheie 1 dropped it, but it must be found
before il gets into the wrong hands.”

“Would you make it worth anyone's while to find it?"

“Yes, indeed. A pound? Ne, thirty bob. if you like."

“I don’t mean money. If I find the book I want to know
everything that's in it.”

“Thats a tall order. It's a book of immense learning,”

“I understand more than you think.”

“Perhaps you do. Find the book, and we'll see.”

“IM find it, no matter if the Devil's hidden it himself."
He glanced up at the sky: "There's daylight still. I'l get my
bike and ge at enee." .

Brink left alone stared across the harbeur af the eliff en-
erusted with houses already twinkling with lights. He turped
from it to the open sea darkening beneath him, but still
lustrous in the distance with a sheen like silk. The sky was
clear except for a cloud that reared itself above the horizon,
50 grotesquely shaped that its features assumed the likeness
of a legendacy monster, He smiled as he watehed it, mur-
mured alowd:

*And I stood upon the sand of the sea, and saw a beast
rise up out of the sea having seven heads and ten horns.”

He looked round quickly, no one was In sight. Fixing his
eyes again out to sea, he rose (6 his feet and genuflected,
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then advanced to the edge of the cliff with his hands joined

in prayer:
“Pater noster qui eras in coelo."*

Saint Jobhn's Day, the Christian heir of rites celebrating the
summer solstice, is not among the principal festivals of the
Church of England; but a large congregation assembled at
Easby for the motning service. The rector’s efforis to arouse
interest in the old beliefs and customs were bearing fruit.
He came to the door afterwards ta exchange eivilities with
his departing flock. Molly Cotiington responded to his greet-
ing with an eager smile:

*1 liked your sermon,” she told him. “You put it so well,
I never understood before why Saint John was beheaded.”

“Yes, 1 mentioned it to show how the ntes are present
even in the New Testament. Salome played the part of the
Midsummer Queen, the Baptist's head was the sacrifice,”

Pearl watched them: “If that's the connection between
midsummer and Christianity ] dont think much of it
Salome may be your type, she isa't mine.”

“You're irreverent, Pearl.” her mother reproved her, “I'm
sure that Oswald knows best.”

Pearl raised her eyebrows, but his attention was claimed
already by others, and he turned away. Mother and daughter
walked on alone.

"Since when have you been on Christian name terms?”
Pear| asked.

“Really, Pearl, haven't 1 known him long enough? He's an
old friend."

“He was Mr. Brink yestenday.”

* Oui' Firher who weri m m.sa



Her mother’s face set stubbornly, she kept her eyes averted:

“] can't think where you gel your old-fashioned ideas from,
Not from me, L try to keep up with the timsss:®

“You can do that without keeping up with a lecherous
old satyr. I'm surprised at you, Mother. Yes, you know very
well whom L mean.”

“1 certainly don't."

“Well, you should. Haven't you noticed how he looks at
a girl, strips her clothes off?"

“You're letting your fancy run away with you. I'm sure
when he 100ks at you he only sees how neatly you're dressed.”

Pearl glanced dewn with satisfaction at the chaste elegance
of her chutchgoing beige: "“If he looked at me as he does
at some others 1"d smack his face.”

“Which others?"

“Kate Evans for one, the new schoolteacher at Saint
Ursula’s. He never took his eyes off her as she came out of
church.”

“You're quite wrong. I happen to know. He has great
respect for her mind.”

“Minds have bodies, and she shows hers more than enough;
but it's no business of mine, I couldnl care less what he
does to her,”

“Whatever he does it won't be anything he shouldn‘t. He
wants her to act in a sacred play he’s getting up,”

“A play? Is thai on ithe programme, s well 2s he ciilliist
games on the lawn?"

"No, it's not for this evening, not till next week. He needs
fiime for relsearsals.”

*Time for plenty of funny business with Kate Evans.”

"Pearl, 1 ¢an't have you talking like that, it isn'l nice. If
you want to know, he asked me if you'd lake the part your-
self; but 1 warned him it isnt really in your line, it seems
that some of the young people from the caravam site are
acting.”

*That riffrafi? He'd the cheek to ask me to join them?"

“He's 50 good with them, with all the poor in the parish,
He’s very popular.”

“Not with his better-class parishioners. They're fed wup
with his cranky ideas, his midsummer madness. I've told
you already, Mother, you do younself harem in their eyes,
and me too, by associating with him.”
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They were past the gate of the chuichyard, out oh (he
path skirting the cliff. Many people lingered (here, strolling
and talking, taking advantage of the occasion io enjoy the
company of their friends, Molly Corrington glaneed ronnd
at them, caught the eye of a handsome middie-aged woman
whose grey dress with bold pattern of white moons enhanced
her height and girth, She seiled at her assd nodded, then
turned to her daughter:

“He gets a good congregation, you can't deny it.”

“They're regular churchgoers, that doesn't mean they ap-
prove of your Mr. Brink.”

“Well, 1 do.” The resolute words banished any lingering
doubts of her own: “I don’t care what anyone says.”

“Or how they laugh at you behind yotir back?” She broke
off suddenly, peered along the path towards the steps lead-
ing down into the town: “Why, it's Jim Trawmire. He hasn't
been to church for ages.”

“So long that he seems o have forgotten the time of the
service. If he meant to come today he's much too late.”

Pearl paid no attention: “He looks so distinguished in
that smart brown suit. 1 wish he wore it more often.”

“It wouldnt be smart long if he wore it on the farm.”

“How stupid you are, Mother, Of course it wouldn', but
if he gave up farming, or at least the ditty work, he could
dress respeciably.”

Jim Tranmire looked very spruce as he approached. He
exchanged greeting with many whom he passed, but he did
not pause; his step was purposefut, hurried.

“Oh, 1 must speak to him,” Pearl exclaimed.

She darted forward, but either he did not see her or did
not wish. The wicket gate of the churchyard intervened,
and he strode through. The last of the congregation were
still leaving, a multitude of schoolgirls in bright red, the
uniform of Saint Ursula's. It was the rule for them to remain
seated afier the service tlll everyone else was gone S0 as
to avoid congestion in the aisle and poreh. They surged
forward fow towards the pate, but Jim slipped past In time
into the churehyard. Peadl following en his heels found the
passage Impenetrably blosked by an endless flow of seheel-
ehildren, whe advaneed laughing, ehatiering, unheeding. She
fetired in disgust.

Her mother stood talking to the tall woman in the grey
dress, Helen Buttle, proprietiess and headmmistiess of (he
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school. A bearded man, grizzled and benign, in formal black
coat and pin-striped trousers accompamied them, Arthur
Buttle. He practised as a doctor in the town, left the man-
agement of the school to his wife, except when medical
attention was needed.

He smiled at Pearl; “You'll make no headway against
Saint Ursulas in spate. Perhaps Helen ean part the waves
for you.”

His wife looked round; “What is it, Pearl? Have you left
something in church?”

“It doesn't matter.” There was suppressed irritation In
Pearl’s veice.

“She wanted to speak to Jimn Tranmire,” her rother ex-
plained innocently. “He went through just now." Ap angry
glance from Pearl checked her.

"Jim?" Helen Buttle toak up the name with interest: “Has
he started to come to church again?”

MoUy Corrington shook her head: “He wasn't here till
the service was over.”

“What a pity. He ought to be more regular if only to set
an example. I've the greatest admiratiom for the way he Jooks
after the estate, but there's no need to turn himgelf into a
hermit."”

"He leads a quiet life." her husband agreed, "works hard,
reads a lot, but he% no hermit when he gets among the
farmers at a sheep sale or in the honting field.”

“A young man in his positiom ought to keep better com-
pany. Thimgs have changed sadly since hjs father and mother
died "

“If they were alive, Helen, Saint Ursula's would be home-
less. Your house would still be Easby Hall, and they'd be
living there. Yeu sheuld be thankful that Jifm's eontent ¥
Big it at Kemsdale Farm.”

“All the same, Doctor Buttle,” Pearl put in earnestly, “it's
true what Mrs. Buttle says. He's wasted there, he needs to
be brought out.”

His eyes twinkled: “The tomic I preseribe for hits is a
smart and good-looking wife,”

"You arent a doctor, you're a wicked old matchmaker.”
There was ho displeasure in her voice.

“An inspired soothsayer perhaps. but remember this, Pearl,
Jim's wife musta’t ture out Saint Ursuia’s, leave us without
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s roof. She must choose some other big house, mustn't sbhe,
Melen?™

“Daom’t talk nonsense, Arthur,” His wife frowned: “We
can think of that when the time comes. A more urgent
question than Jim's marriage is the bad example he sets in
the parish by his absence from church. Afier ail he's patron
of the living, he ought to support the rector, he appointed
him himself."”

“He probably wishes he hadn't.”

“That's no excuse. 1 don't like these cranky ideas myself,
Fd give anything to go back to the simple services we had
before Mr, Brink came; but 1 bring the school every Sunday
just the same, I don't let prejudiee stand in the way eof reli-
gion.”

“Can you honestly call this religion?” Pearf asked, “All
this pagan mummery?”

Her mother had been listening in silence, hut she could
contain herself no longer: “What's wrong with it? The church
looks lovely decorated like this with flowers, and I'm sure
it makes people more interested to give them something new.”

Helen Buttle’s eyes rested on her thoughtfully: “You won"t
hear a word against him, Molly. You're as stubborn as a
mule.”

“1 have to be, you all misunderstand him. He's doing such
good work jn The town. Everyoae's looking forward to the
quaint ceremoniies at the rectory this evening.”

“The games and dances? Yes, those seem to be harmless
enough; they may even be quite instructive, the man's a
scholar. I'm letting some of the older girls go, Kate will take
them,”

“How sensible of you, Helen.” She hesitated: “There’s
something else he has in mind, and he asked me to talk
to you about it, a midsummer play. He ean't get it ready
till next Sunday, but that doesnt matter, it seems that in
the old days the festival always lasied for a week.”

“What has this to do with me?”

"He wants Kate Evans to take part in it, and to have
time off for rehearsals.™

Pearl looked down her nose, a prominent organ well
shaped for disdain: “It's no business of mine, but she'll find
heeself in queer company,”

“That's not true,” her mother protested. “He needs young
people for the cast, and some of them, 1 believe, are holiday-
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makers; but Fm sure they're all perfectly nice, he wouldn't
have them if they weren't.”

Helen Buttle frowned: “What does Kate say herself?"

*| don't think he's asked her yet. Will you let her if she's
willing?”

“Well, of course I could arramge her duties to leave the
time free; but she's very young, | feel respomsible. What do
you think, Arthur?”

He shook his head doubtfully: “1 hear a lot of gossip
from patients, most of it probably quite untrue.”

“Gossip can be so cruel.” Molly Corrington insisted.

“Yes, it can; but you know the saying, there's no smoke
without fire. I've no quarrel with Brink, he's pleasant enough
to meet. The trouble is that parents in the town seem to
find him too pleasani with their daughters.”

“Oh, how can they say so? He's pleasant to everyone.”

Pearl smiled acidly: “No matter how long in the tooth,
You yowself find him extremely pleasant, don't you,
Mother?”

“So be should be, Pearl.” Helen Buttle's voice was severe:
"“Your mother and I were girls together, and that's a long
time ago, but in all these years I've never had an unkind
word from her™ She turned quickly to her husband: “Will
you se¢ Mr. Brink and talk to him, Arthur, find out what's
javolved?”

“I doubt if Fill get much out of him, He always has plenty
to say for himself, but he gives nothing away. 1 Gan hardly
ask him out right if there's any funny business.”

“No, but you can probe,”

“If there's any probing to bhe done I'd rather tackle Jim
Tranmire. I've an idea he could lell us quite a lot. After all
he appointed the man.”

“Well, if Pearl’s right he’s somewhere about. Why uot
take the opportunity?”

“If he hasn't already gone home.”

She glanced at her watch: "Why, it's past twelve. We've
dawdled here chattering, and the girls will b late for lunch,”
She turned to look for them: "Geed gracious, what's hap-
pened? Where are they?”

No red-uniformed army waited marshalled at the gate.
Some of the girls were still in the churchyard wandering
round the graves, elimbing on to tombs to spell out the
epltaphs. Others were scaitered along the path bdside the
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cliff or sat in the grass making daisy chains, little clusters
of red frocks among the sober remnant of churchgoers.

Helen Buttle stared in dismay: “Where's Kate? I left her
in charge:™*

She pounced on the nearest group of truamts, scolded
them, shouted to others farther off. “Where's Miss Evans?"
she asked as she rounded them up.

They pointed to the church.

“All right, Helen,” ber husband called. “ITl find her while
you gather your fibsek.”

He strode through the gate into the churchyard. Pearl
followed.

The blame for disrupting Saint Ursula’s settled routine
lay with Jim Trammire. When he fled from Pearl into the
church he found Kate emerging with the last of her charges.
She greeted him with pleasure and surprise:

“[ didn't know you were in church.*

“I wasn't. I've only just got here." There was urgency in
his voice and manner: “I must talk to you.”

“Not now. I'm supposed to be keeping an eye on the
children, to see them all put through the gate and deliver
them to Mrs. Buttle.” She glanced at the column of red
uniforms; they still advanced in docile ranks, but inquisitive
eyes peered round at her. Jim's arrival had not escaped
remark.

“They're all right,” he insisted, "Why worry?" He grasped
her hand, drew her back into the porch where an alcove
adorned with tall vases of lupins and hollyhock screened
them from the children and the children from her.

She moved to free herself, but he shifted his grip to her
bare arm, held her fast: “Listen, this is important, it can't
wait. I went this morning to look for the book, and it wasa't
there.”

"Not in the Devil's Parlour?”

*I searched from end to end, every cranny. There isn't
much room anyhow.”

She stared at him in troubled concern: “Who could have
taken o7

“That's the point, that’s why | came at once to warn you.
I believe we've caught the man, the joker who danced on the
altar and killed my famb."

“You caught him yourself?”

“No, a policeman did. I've just heard.”
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"Fhere was a bench behind her beneath the notice board.
She sat dowan abrupilly, heedless of her duties, and he sat
beside her:

“You remember I told you I was going to the police about
this business? Well, one of the constables, Harry Bracken,
lives in Kemsdale, and he's rather a friend of mine; so after
leaving you yesterday I went to look for him at his cottage,
thinking it would make less what-ho than a complaint to
the &atjenit at Easby. I was lucky, his wife was expecting
him home off duty, and when he come 1 gave him the facts,”

“Not about my name in the book?"

"No, only about the lamb and about Fan. She was with
me, he could see the marks on her, and he agreed it was
the work of a madman.”

She smiled: “You couldn't ask him to arrest the Devil."

“Wait till you hear. Later in the evening he set out on a
scouting expedition alone. If he’d lold me of course I'd have
gone with him, It's rather shaming that while 1 sat snug at
home he was out there hunting a madmam In the Devil's
Chutchyard.”

“He probably didn't want anyone. You'd have been in the
way'l'

He nodded: "Anyhow his hunch was right. The madman
was hack ™

“Killing more sheep?”

“No, just slinking about. As a matter of fact he was daing
nothing violent at all.”

“Then what makes you think he was a madman?”

“When he saw Harry he bolted, but he was a puny sped
men, he didn't get far. Harry caught and heid him."

h"ﬂ;@r@’s nothing very mad in runming away when you're
ghased."

He \urned to her, laid his hand ep her Aylen-sheathed
knee: "I'd think the same as you. Kate, that this was some
ordinary trespasser, except that when Harry came to me this
morning with his story I'd just come back from the plaee
myself, and the book you left there has vamistest™

“Had this man taken it?"

“I wish 1 knew: but of course Harry wasnt looking for
it as 1 hadn't said anything abouwt it. Still he isn't a police-
man for nothing, he made (be youth turm out his pockets
in case he carried a weapon. There wasn® much in them,
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# few coins, a packet of fags and a torch. The last perhaps
{3 suspicious.”

“Anyone might carry a torch if he was likely to be out
after dark.”

“Or looking for lost things in dark places. Anyhow, there
the facts are, the book vanishes and he was on the spot. If
o dihidit tedbee i, wve did?”

“If be did take it, where is it now? Did the policeman
grrest him?"

“He couldnt, he'd no evidence. He took his name and
address, gave him the rough side of his tongue and saw him
home as far as the road where he'd left his bike. He's one
of the campets, it seems, from the earavan site, ihe same
youth, if I've got the name right, who lefi all my gates open
1ast week and put the sheep inio the barley.”

“What name is it?”

“Albert Dockin. Do you know him?”

She shook her head: “I've never heard of him,”

“Could he have seen you anywhere?”

“I suppose he could, but I've no idea when or where.”

He frowned: “There's no sense in it, but if it's the youth
I think, he's a stinker, he gave me the creeps. That's why I
came at once to warn you.”

“Aren’t you jumpiing to conclusions? All you know is that
this Albert creature was caught trespassing m your wood:
He may have designs on your sheep. But why on me?”

"Don’t be silly.” The pressure of his hand enforced the
words: “Why was your name writtea in the book? Why did
hie come searching for it? I'm sure he did, and I don't like it.”

“Nor do I, she confessed.

The outer door creaked om Its hinges. She shrank guiltily
away from him. sprang to her feet. Arthur Buttle peered
over the flowers into the alcove.

“Ah, there you arc, Kate,” he exclaimed, “My wife sent
me to find you, Nothing wrong, 1 hope?”

"Nothing at all, Doctor Buttle.” Her face was scarlet:
“Oh dear, have I kept her waiting?”

Jim smiled unabashed: “It was my fault, 1 talk too much,
If lunch is late at Saint Ursula's, blame me."

“The girls blame no one, they're having the spree of their
lives,”

Kate stared at him in dismay.

“When Kate’s away the mice will play,” he quoted.
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“Yes indeed.” Pearl followed him into the porch; “Every-
one left to run wild, utter chaos.” She turmed to Jim: “Hullo,
1 heard you were here, I thought you might need me W
rescue you,”

*I'd say Mrs, Buttle needs you more.” He scowled at her,
and she bridled:

“It isn't my job to play nursemaid to a pack of school-
children.”

Kate was already darting across the churchyard, a green
comet with hair and skirt streaming and long sleek legs,

Arthur Butde sighed; “I'm afraid she'll catch it."

“So she should.” Pearl nodded vigorously: “I've never
known anything so disgraceful. She deserves to be spanked.”

Brink coming out of the church overheard her words,
caught a glimpse of Kate's retreating figure: “By all means.”
He rubbed his palms: “Will you let me perform the office
on callipygous Atalanta?" He broke off, and his face fell;
“Ah, Me. Trangmire, we seldom see you here. You're quite a
stranger.”

Jim was silent, and he added uneasily; “My tongue ran
away with me, a learned jest in compliment to Miss Evans,
one that she'd appreciate.”

“No doubt, but I'm not so brainy.” Pearl smiled sourly:
“Why cant you say what you mean in plain English?"

“Or in pig's grunts?” Jim strode past them and walked out,

“Dear me,” Brink muttered. “I'm afraid I offended him.”

“You did,” Doctor Buttle agreed. “You're not my patient,
Brink, and I don't want to be officious, but you're at an age
when you ought to take care.”

“Thank you. Doctor, 1 feel remarkably fit."

Pearf’s eyes followed Jim's departure. She moved towards
the door.

*Just & minute, Pearl,” Brink called, “is your mother out:
side?"

“She's gone home, I expect.” Her tone was curt,

"That's a pity, I've a message for her. Will you wait, please,
while I write her a short note?"

“Give it me by word of mouth. I'm in a hurry.”

He shook his head, slipped back into the church,

She caught Doctor Buttle’s eye and pouted impatiently;

“What's the great secret? I'll bet it's to mend the hassocks
or wash his chasuble.”
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“Divine mysteries, Pearl,” He smiled: “You and I are
among the unisitisted.”

Jim was by this time at the gate, beyond which the path
was packed with red uniforms. Most of Saint Ursula’s waited
there, reassembled under the grim scrutiny of the head-
mistress, while Kate, very red in the face, agitated and
contrite, ran to fetch the last of the stragglers. He hesitated,
it was Aot an suspicious moment to intervene. A messy
tomb protruded in the shelter of & spreading yew. He sat
down on the plinth and lit a eigareile to seothe the rage
preveked by Brink, and the aroWing uneasiness nagging him
# he vecalled the sequence of events in the Bevil's Ehurch:

He eould hear Helen Buttle's yoice on the other side of
the fence seolding, sternly exhorting. He wailed for her 1o
finish her lecture, then fose to his feet msanwg 9 g9 out
and appease her, bear his share of the blame: She was talk:
ing in & lewer tone ReW iR conversation with Kats, and
be was upable to distinguish what they said, till he caught

the i

. "AH right. Kate, yeu're fergiven. we'll say ne mere absut
it: 1 like 8 giFl whe's sBrry and hus the semse nel te make
excuses” She raised Rer veice: "Eome on, children, make
haste new. we'll get heme te lunch: Fhose clgtds lesk like
Fain.”

He st down a8ain, conlept t9 leave gosd alspe: The
schosl moved off With a bBrisk patter of fest, shall chatter
sf recovered spirits: , .

The sound dwindled in the distance; and he was about
18 depart himself When Bearl smerged from the ehureh. and
he dreyy back guickly. 189k €ovEr R the %H?E{éﬁé‘f &lsﬁfhé of
the yew. She hurried tBWwards the gats; walking as fast as
her high hesls allewed. Her eyes were fixed eagerly ahead,
scanning what coufd he seen of the open ground beyond the
fence. He guessed that she was looking for him, hoping to
catch him up, but the free screened him from view.

She reached the gate, stood peering towards the steps,
turned to peer no less earmestly in the other direction, ihen
$WHRG FBURM 3gaIR tewards the iBWR With an angwy Mutier
of disappaintment. He eowid Aot see what Rappened next,
BUE RS REAFd Rer sxelaim:

“Clumsy oaf. Cant you look where you're poing?"
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“Clumsy youtself, miss,” a voice retorted. "It was your
fault, not mine. You gave me a nasty jolt, I might have fallen
over the eliff.™

Pearl strode on without deigning to reply, and her victim
came in through the gate, rubbing his shin. Jim's idea that
he recognised the voice was confirmed when he saw that it
was Albert Dockin. He remained hidden, busy with surmise,
while Albert proceeded towards the church, avoiding the
main entrance, slinking round the corner to the postern
door into the vestry. As soon as he was out of sight Jim
slipped out cautiously from his shelter and followed.

He was approaching the corner of the church when he
heard his name called, and he looked back.

*Can you spare me a moment, Jim?"

Doctor Buitle stood outside the porch, beckoning Jim
hesitated, then with a frown he €ame back reluctantiy to
join him.

“This is luck,” Doctor Buitle exclaimed. *I thought you'd
gone back to the farm, that I'd lost my opportunity to talk
to you.”

Jim's face expressed no pleasure: “Is it something urgent?”

“Well, it is and it isn't, I want your advice, and if I don't
ask it now I'm sure I never will. You're a difficult man to
get hold of.”

“As a matter of fact I was on my way to the vestry, and
it's business that can't wail.” He smiled disarmingly: “Please
don’t think me rude.”

“Everyone’s in such a2 hurry this mosning. Peard rushed
off & minute ago as if she couldnt hold her water.”

Jim grinned, and the other glanced at him shrewdly:

“Is there any connection, I wonder?”

“No, Doctor Buttle, there isn't. I'm sorry to make such a
mystery of it. Coutd we meet later perhaps before I go
home?"

“Why not? Will your errand take you long?”"

“I don't know, L ddtit thiik seo™

“Well, Xl wait for you, give Helen time to feed the chil-
dren and calin down. You'll find me over there on the bench
on the cliff.™ He glanced up at the sky; “Unless of course it
rains.”

He walked away, but Jim did not go back round the out-
side of the church to the postern door. Albert Dockin would
surely be in the vestry now, closeted with Brink, Jim gambled
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phatils hunch, strode in throuwgh the porch, met no one ihere,
passed into the nave; the whole place seemed io be empty.

He kpew its nooks and cranmiies welil, having explored them
often in his boyhood. On the threshold of the choir a door
in the wall gave access to stairs leading to the top of the
tower. He tried the latch, praying that as in the old days
the door was kept unlocked; it opened creaking, and he
slipped through as soon as it was wide enough, then climbed
the steps to the belfry and on up the steeper, narrower flight
which mounted to the Reads. At a sharp bend another pas-
sage converged, an older shaft where steps so worn as barely
to affiord foothold wound down precatiously inte darkness.
This was formerly an alternative way up the tower; but a
short lengih only remained, cut off and sealed with a wall
when the lower portion was demeolished to make room fer
work of reconstruction in the chameel. Jimh knew from his
early explerations that a lease stane eould be remeved in the
wall, afferding & spyhele inte the vesiry.

He crept down encouraged by the sound of conversation
below. The stone yielded as easily as ever when he grasped
it; he put his face to the aperture, Brink and Albest were in
conference on the other side,

Brink stood by the chest of drawers; one of them was
open, arsd papers lay scattered on the floor while he rum-
maged among the others. Om the glass-topped case beside
him containing his antiquarian specimens a small book lay,
bound in white vellum,

Albert sat in the armchair watching with a supercilious
smile,

“1 wish I weren't so untidy,” Brink complained.

Albert nodded: “It isrst the way to suceess. I took prizes
at school for my neatness.”

“Well, I can't find what 1 want." His voice was irritable:
“Perhaps you'll help me to pick some of these up and put
them neatly away.”

Albert rose unwillingly, stooped io collect the litter.

Brink was still peering into the drawer: “I've a full ae-
count somewhere of Parsor Amos and his doings. Never
mind, I can tell you mest of it from memory.” He broke
off, glared: “What are you leeking at?"

“This snap. Ch boy, she’s a peach.”

"Give me that photograph.” He snatched it from him,
tucked it away in the drawer under a heap of papers: “Mind
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your own business, T) tell you what's for your eyes, and
what isn't.”

“No offence, Mr. Brink.” He spoke sulkily: “Havent I
earned a bit of fun? Haven't I done everything 1 can for you,
finding this lost book of yours in the wood? You gave me no
help, never said you'd been in the cave.”

“] never was. I can’t imagine how it got there.”

“Anyhow that's where 1 found it, and I kept it hidden
from the cop, stuffed it down my shirt, and he never twigged
it. I'd collywobbles, the way it bumped on my belly while be
marched me back to my bike. Well, I've done my part,
haven't I? You've got your book back, and 1 want to know
what's in it. You promised io tell me.”

“Didn’t you take the opportwnity to read it for yourself?”

“I could make no sense of it at all.”

“So you're not as clever as you thought? All right, Albert,
come here and sit down." He reached for the book from the
showcase, took out his pipe and lit it:

“This book belonged, as I've just said, to my seventeenth-
century predecessor, Ameos Pounder, who used it to jot down
excerpts from ancient authors and other memoranda appro-
priate to his studies. He was an odd characiter, Parson Amos,
and such stories spread about him in the parish that a com-
plaint was lodged with the Bishop. There's a copy of it in
that report 1 was looking for. The charges range from black
magic to lechery and mwrder.”

Albert nodded: “The squares have it in for the adept. It's
always the same, nothing but envy.”

“Passibly, but it can't be denied that many of his parish-
ioners, especially young girls, disappeared in circumstances
hard to explain. The facts are reported, and I could give you
them; but they don’t really matter. What conceras us more
is that Parson Amos ended his life in the Devil's Church-
yard, He was found dead on the altag In the cirele of stones.”

*“Is it known what killed him?"

“The Devil in person, according to contemporary opinion.
My own is less crude, even if it amounts to much the same
thing.” He paused, added gravely: “He was attempting the
great rite, and he failed.”

“The great niie?"

“The rite of the goddess. It wasn't his first attempt either,
to judge from the record he kept at the end of the book.”

“What went wrong, do you think?"
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“] ¢an say, but I cam guess. He ought to have known,
he'd got it all copied out there in fullest detail.”

“Are you going to have a shot at it yourself, sir?" Albert's
voice trembled with excitement,

“Of course. What else do you suppose these preparations
gre for?"

“The Sowers in the church, you mean, and the games this
evening in your garden?"

“Each has its place in the ritual.” He glanced out of the
window: “I can’t command Ghe weather, but if the games
are washed out tonight no harm will be done. I'll postpone
them like the play for a week, let everything mount tigether
{0 the grand climax.”

“So the play-acting makes sense after all,”

“Wait and you'll see. It provides a purpese for enlisting
a troupe of performers. That's where you can help mwe

“To pick you a goddess?"

“No, she's chosen already; but there are other parts to
fill, and you can find me suitable volunteers from the camp.”

*1 know one or two who might do.”

“Tell them no more than you need. We've had enough
meddling. Who set the policeman to prowl in the Devil’s
Churchyard? I've a suspicion it was Trammire, and 1 don't
like it. He was there himself, you say, yesterday afternoou?”

*Yes, and his girl with him."

“So you said, and I'd like to know what theyre up to.
1 saw her later on horseback, and she looked more like
swimming than riding.”

“No wonder. The bushes were soaking wet, you should
have seen her.”

"A feast for the eyes, I'm sure,”" His tone was preoccupied:
“It's his own land, and he runs his sheep there. He could
have been shepherding, but it's the firset I've heard that he
employs Kate Evans as stfiepherdess.”

“Is he sweet on her?”

“Apparently.”

“Then I hope she’s your choice for goddess, I haven't
forgotten the way he cursed me just for a stroll in his fields.
Filthy language he used."

Brink frowned: “Your personal feelings are of no interest,
you must learn to control them.”

“You wouldn't have liked it yourself, Mr. Brink; but he's
civil enough to you of coutse, you're a gent.”
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“He weasn't 80 civil just now when I displeased him with a
classical allusion, naughty perhapa but too apt to resist,”

“Then we're both in disgrace with him, are we?”

*I dont care if we are or aren't, I'd like to be rid of him,
He's a dangerous man, Albert, he knows too much and has
too much influence.”

Much of what was said was inaudible to Jim in his hiding
place. He leant closer to the hole to cateh the words, pressed
inadverteatly against the stone removed from the wall. It
lay poisedt on the ledge beside him; his elbow pushed, and it
fell to the ground with a crash.

Brink leapt to his feet: “Heavens above, what was that?”

Echoes rolling through the hellow of ihe ehureh eenfused
the sound; its sauree was lest in them. He daried to the innef
doer leading te the ehaneel. Albert followed white in {he
face, but there was exalailgn if his veiee 35 Be mutiered:

“That's hew ihe pewer makes itself koown, like a peal of
thunder."

Brink did not reply. He entered the church, stared in all
directions, no one was there. Still dissatisfied, he set about a
rigorous search of every corner of the building. Jim crouching
in the confined space at the foot of the disused steps could
watch and hear no lofiger, He hoped fervently that Brink had
had no oceasien sifice coming to Fasby to explore the tower,
a;l\d %id aot know of this blind alley whose wall the vesiry
shared.

The door giving access from the chutch creaked loudly,
the search was proceeding relentiessly io a higher level. There
was a sound of feet on the staits, then of voices in the beifry.
They were too indistinet at first to distinguish the words,
but Brink's rose as be called:

“No, not up there, it only leads to the top of the tower.
That crash came from somewhere down inside the church.”

Jim breathed a sigh of meliief.

The others were silent till they stood again in the chancel.
Aibert spoke finst:

“We could look forever, 1 tell you. It wasa't flesh and
blood, it was power.”

“You've tucb to learn, Albert. When you've studied as
tong as L have you'll know that the adept withholds judge-
ment till every material explanatiom is elinunated,”

“Is it my fault that I don't know enough? You swore (o
teach me what's in that book. When shall we begin?”
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“In good time, not now.”

“Why oot?”

“For many reasons, not the least of which is that I'm
going home for luach.”

He picked up the book as he passed through the vestry,
and they walked together across the churchyard:

“Knowledge must be earned, Albert. You've done well,
but I've another task to set you. I want to encoutage the
belief that the doings in the Devil's Churchyard are a threat
to Tranmire himself,”

“To stop him poking his nose in?

“An even more important purpose is to persuade the girl
to play the part assigned her,”*

“Kate Evans?”

He nodded: “The chosen victim, without whose consent
the rite fails.”

“It's a daft sort of persuasion to tell her there's danger in
the affair.”

*Not to herself, danger to Trammire. Play on her fears, let
her think she can save him by keeping an eye on the plot.™

*Is she likely to believe me?”

“She will, if events prove the warning true.”

“You want deeds as well as words, do you?”

“I he has an accident ] shan't weep.”

Albert's face was sullen: “1 don't mind scaring the pants
off the girl, but 1I'm not getting mixed up in a roughhouse
with Traamire, not on your life.”

“There are other weapons than the fist. Your talents lie
elsewhere, Albert. Obey the commans of the Scriptures, be
wise as the serpent, without need to be harmiess as the
dove."

“And my reward?"

“I've already promised to treat you as my pupil.”

“Not pupil only hut partner.” A greedy ieer shone in his
eyes: “When you drink the victim's blood 1 want a sip too.”

“Favele [inguis.” Brink's voice shook with anger: “In plain
English, hold your tongue if you can't avoid inauspicious
words."

They were at the pate, and he glanced towards the bench
on the cliff where a man sat alone with his back te them.
He turned again to Albert with a curt nod:

“Goodbye. I'll see you later,” He strode quickly away.
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Jim remained in the tower till the creak of the door an-
noumced that the stairs were clear, then he moved down
cautiously to the chamcel, found it empty, slipped on tiptoe
through the nave to the porch. Waiching from there, he saw
Brink and Albert come round the comer of the building and
cross the grass to the gate. They passed out of sight, and he
made haste to escape. Although he heard nothing of the last
part of their conversation he had enough on his mind to
disturb him, and he was absorbed in thought when the sound
of his own name aroused him with a start:

“At last, Jim. I was about to give you up.”

He mamembersdi with annoyance that Doctor Buttle was
waiting for him, and reluctantly he turned to join him on
the bench.

Ti'm sorry,” he greeted him. “I was kept longer than
expected.”

*No matter. This is a favourite seat of mine. Fm fond of
the view, and so far the rain's held off. Why, whatever have
you been doing in your best suit? You're covered in dust and
cobwebs.”

Jim flicked the worst of the debris from his coat and trou-
sers: "You want my advice about something?”

“Yes, about Brink." He hesitated: “You know more of him
than 1 do.”

“I don't hear many of his sermons.”

“No, you don't, and I'm sure there's a reason. It isn't like
you to refuse support to a man you chase yourself."

“The reason isn't much to my credit. 1 can't bear to be
faced with my mistake.”

Arthur Buttle glanced at him with concern: “You shouldn't
take it too much to heart. He's a bit of a crank, but he does
good work in the parish.”

“I wish 1 could think so. It isnt as if I wasn't warned.
When he applied for the living I wrote to people who knew
hira, and they told me aboul his edd interests, all this folk-
lore business. 1 must adwmit that {1 put it in his favour. He
sounded rather fun,"

*Did they say anything about his morals?

“Yes, that he was too forthcoming with the girls, but it
was all so vague, mere tittle-tattle. I didn't want to be un-
just; you know the proverb, give a dog a bad name and
hang him. 1 was sorry for the man, ankiouws to give him a
chance.”
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“And oow you wish you hadn"t7™

“Yes, when it's too late,”

Arthur Buttle stroked bis beard thoughtfully: “Whether it’s
his fault or his misfortune he seems to provoke gossip wher-
ever he goes. There's plenty already in Easby, yet as far as I
know he's done no wrong.” He paused awaiting Jim's com-
mest, but a8 none came he went on: “He's i0o free with his
tongue of course, a5 you beard jusi now. There's probably
glandular trouble, eretic hypertrophy. The sympioms are net
uneemmen ameng men of his age.”

Jim's face darkened: “What do you want my advice about?”

“I'll tell you. He's getting up some midsummer play or
Gther, and we've heard that he's going to ask Kate to take a
part. Helen isn't happy about it, she feels responsible. Of
course it may all be perfectly aboveboard, there shouldn’t
be anything wrong in a play in church, and with any other
parson we shouldn't have hesitated; but as things are 1
thought Pd belter investigate. 1 picked on you because you
know mere than most of us about the man's past”

“Has Kate agreed to act?"

"1 don't suppose she’s been told yet. I doubt if Helen was
in a mood on the way home.”

"Well, she’ll hear of it from me, and she can lell Brink to
go to hell.”

"Wise advice, I'm sure, but perhaps it won't cany as much
weight with her as it does with me.” He glanced at him
quizzically: “I didn’t know till I saw you with her that you
wefe even acquainied.”

“"Yes, we met.” He offered no explanation, but returned to
the theme that was on his mind: “I've a good mind to go to
Brink and give him the answer myself.”

*Is he still in church?"

“No, he went back to the rectory a few minutes agm:*

“Ah, 1 was right, it was bis voice 1 heard just liefore you
came. 1 didn't look round, but there were two men talking
at the gate) something about ihe communion service.”

"The communion service?”

“Yes, transubstantiatiog, I thought I caught the words,
drink the blood. It isn't a doctrine that appeals to me.”

Jim shuddered. He saw again the pool of blood from the
lamb in the Devil's Churchyard, and when he spoke it was
as if he uttered his thoughts aloud, more lo himself than
his companion:
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“No, I'd do more barm than good. ! dont want him to
know I'm on the scenl till I've something better to go on."

Drops of rain began to fall. The storm threatened so long
was breaking. Doctor Buttle rose to his feet:

“We'll be wet through if we don't move. Shall we shelter
in the church?

Jim looked up at the sky heawily overcast: “We might
have to stay there all day. I've left my car at the bottom of
the steps. If we hurry we can make it before the dowmpour.”

He ran on ahead. Doctor Buttle, less agile, followed as
fast as he could.

The church steps led down the cliff to a street that skirted
the barbour. It was very narrow for most of the way, wind-
ing between encroaching houses, but where the steps de-
bouched it widened and cars could be parked. Jim's, an open
convertible, remained alone there; everyone else had already
driven off, As he approached he saw an envelope on the
driver's seat, and he picked it up, tore it open without look-
ing at the superscription. It contained a short note, a hurried
scribble without formal greeting:

DonY sday anptifiiye to Dooorr Buttile abowy the wound! on
my arm, Oswalld Brivk.

He stared at it in surprise, examined the envelope, saw
that it was addressed to Mrs, Corringtom, Doctor Buttle ar-
rived penting, and he hesitated, then crammed the note imto
his pocket and made haste ta put up the hood. Rain was
falling steadily.

“Get in.” He held the door open for his passenger: “I'll
put you down at Saint Ursula's.”

“You're a Good Samaritan, Jum. I've neither coat nor
uvmbrella.”

IMwey drove in silence, and when they reached the school
Jim refused the offer of hospitality, and Doctor Buttle en-
tered alone. He Tound a cold meal, bread, cheese and salad,
laid out for him, and as he sat down to eat it his wife looked
into the room:

“Did you get very wet?"

“No, Jim brought me back in his car.”

*“Jim? Oh, you found him, did you?"

“Yes. In the porch, talking to Kate,”

“So that’s why Kate neglected her dutibss’™

“1 hope you weren't too bard on her, Helen.”
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She smiled indulgently: “If you had your way, Arthur, no
attractive girl would ever incur rebuke. Well, if you want to
know, I wasn’t too hard on Kate, we've made it up and are
friends again, She's a good girl, and when she does wrong
she admits it and wastes no fime on excuses.”

*She could well have excused herself by laying the blame
on Jim, I came on them suddenly and saw more than they
intended.”

She raised her eyebrows: “When did they get to know each
other?”

“I've no idea, but F'm not as sure as | was about Pearl's
wedding bells. Unless she takes care shell find me a false

prophet.”
“{ hope you are. 1 know which I'd choose if § were Jim.”

Rain fell in tometits. It gathered in pools in the grass on the
rectory lawn, dripped from the leaking gutters of the roof;
gusts of wind scattered spray in showers from laden branches
of trees and bushes, The great heap of straw ptepared for the
fiie-leaping rites of midsummer floaied sodden in a waste of
mud,

Oswald Brink stared at it from his study window: “The
altar on Carmel was more inflammable, and I haven't Elijah's
skill in miracles.”

“It's a shame,” Molly Corrington declared. "1 could cry
my eyes out.”

She aloae of the promised helpers had arrived, undeterred
by the weather. The rectory, an ancient house of grey sione,
stood on the top of the hill behind the abbey ruins, too far
from the town to tempt the faini-hearted out o such an
afternoon. They assured themselves that their services were
Aot fieeded,
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Brink himselt was inclined to agree: “Newer mind, Molly,
We'll hold the rites on the octave imstead.”

“At the same time as the play?”

He nodded; “Did you have a word about that with Kate?"

"No, 1 haven't seen her yet to talk to, but 1 spoke t
Helen,”

“"What did Mrs. Buttle say?™

Sine hesitated: “I'm afraid she was rather doubtful. She
told Arthur to see you and discuss it."

“He said nothing about it when he saw me after church.”

*Didn't he? Oh, 1 remember, he wanted to consult Jim
Tiranmire."”

“Tranmire? What the—" He checked himself: "Forgive me
for saying so, but Doctor Butific stems to be rather a busy-
body.”

“He's so kind, Oswald, and such a clever doctor too."

“He doesnt let anyone forget it. You got my message?"

"Message?"

“Yes, a written note, L asked Pearl to give it to you.”

“She gave me nothing, she was too full of her own plans
when she came in, inviting Jim to dinner and making up a
party to meet him. Obh dear, what a tiresome girl she is. Was
the message urgent?”

"It was to ask you to say nothing to Doctor Butile about
the sore on my arm.”

“Well, I haven't, so there's no harm done; hut [ might of
course if I'd thought of it. Your poor arm. Why don't you
want Arthuk to Jook at it?"

“Because he'd have a shrewd idea what caused the wound."

“Something to do with your car, you said, didn't you?"

*Yes, and | deceived you, Molly, You took me by sur-
prise; but now I've had time to think it over, and | know |
can trust you. The tnith is, I was hitten by a dog,”

"A mad dog? Oh, Oswald, you could die if the place in't
treated.”

“The dog wasnt mad, and I haven't died; but I've reasons
of my own for wanting 1o keep the incidemt secret. I'll tell
yau this much, the dog was Tranmire's,”

“You don‘t mean to say he set it on you?"

“No, he wasnt there, bur L was on his farm near the circle
of stones they call the Devil's Chuichyard. Ancieat monu-
ments of that sort have a fascination for me, and ] was pot-
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tering round there when I came on something very sinister.
You've heard of the Black Mass?”

“Yes, it was in the papers about a year ago. A shocking
case, I hardly liked to read it. A girl tied across the altar in a
church with no clothes on and a foreign word scrawled on
her in paint where she sits down.”

“The Tetragrammiaton.” He nodded: “The rite was un-
completed, she was lucky. You wouldn't want anything simi-
lar to happen at Easby?"

“Oh, but it couldnt. Ours is such a respectable towm.”

“You can't judge people by what appears on the surface.™

“What do you mean?" She stared at him wide-eyed: “What
did you find in the Devil's Churchyard?"

“Evidence that leaves no room for doubt, but for the
present 1 can tell you no more.”

“I'd never repeat it."

“I'm sure you wouldn't, but my tips are sealed. 1 canit
explain why, 1 can only ask you to take my word for it

“You know best of course.” Her disappointment was
plain; “There's just one little question, you'd relieve my feel-
ings so much if you'd answer it. Is Jim Tranmire mixed up
in this?”

“I don't know. It might have been chance that his dog
attacked me.”

“He's such a nice young man, and Pearl’s becoming s0
fond of him."

“Then I hope for Pearl's sake he isn't implicated cither
85 practitioner or viictiim."

"You mean, he may be in danger? Oughtnt we to warp
him?"

“It isn't as simple as that. I don't want to bore you with a
long story.”

“But it won't bore me. If you're in trouble I want to help
you."”

“Yes, I'm in trouble irideed, and of a sort that seems to
dog me."

He drew her to the sofa, and they sat there side by side.
She listened to him with rapt attention,

"You spoke of this Black Mass which you read about in
the papers. You probably don’t know that the church was in
my own parish, the Jast that | held before 1 came here.”

"How dreadful for you. So you knew the gir{?"

"Her father was my churchwarden,”



“Fancy a churchwardens daughter wearing no clothes in
church.”

“An unusual fashion,"” he agreed, “commoner in a pagan
than a Christian shrine; but you remember what our Lord
said, judge not that ye be judged. We can only cast out
evil by patience and understanding.”

"How can we be patient with blasphemy, or begin to un-
derstand it?"

“To understand is not to condome. These people are de-
luded, they believe that their rites are the means of acquiring
supernatural power, Many who seek it care only for them-
selves, to feed their own self-conceit; but there are some
whose motives are truly spiritual. who seek power to be able
tlg help ethers and rake the werld a happiet place to live

“You mean that they do these shocking things for a good
purpose?”

“They believe that the end justifies the means.”

She frowned as she thought this over: “I'm not very bright.
Have | got it wrong, or is thete a sort of magic in this power?
Does it really tura them inte supermen?”

“Even if 1 were much brighter than 1 am I'd find it hard to
answer that question. Where does faith end and supersti-
tion begin? Is it magic or our own will that gives us strength
to do what we believe we can?"

“Oh dear, my poor brain's in a whirl. This Is what's
troubling you, is it? You're afraid that the same sort of
thing may happen at Easby?”

“More than afraid, I'm convinced that it will, and as you
see 1 Kenmw wiitett {Gm ttel kdimg adivaut’™

“I slil) don't see why you have to keep it so sccret. Even
if you don't want advice from Arthur Buttle you could surely
warn Jim Tranmire."

“There are many reasons why 1 cant. Faor one thing he'd
probably laugh at me, tell me not to waste his time with
fairy tales™

“But 1 thought you sald that he might be mixed up in it
himself, that his dog attacked you.”

“That makes it all the more inadvisable to reveal my sus-
picion. The fact is, he knows too much about (he doings in
my old parish, and if I go to him now with stories of the
same sort of thing here he’ll think, or at any rate make
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people thunk, that my own hands are stained with the mud.”

“He'd never make me believe anything wrong of you."

“I wish all were like you.” He patted her hand genuy:
“Calumny was the weapon my enemies used against me last
time, and I'm afraid theyll try it again when they find out
I'm on their tragk.”

“You musta't do anything rash, Oswald." )

*1 mean 1o ture the t e them, to make the ansient
wisdom on which they rely serve God rather thea the Bevil.
That's why Fve been 36 anxieus to revive_the midsummer
rites and asseciate them with the chureh. You see it new,
den't you?" .

"Net altogether, hut I'; ti;ymg MWy best.”

"Never mind, you will ¥ my plan werks ont as I hepe.
All depends on the final event, thia mystery play for whieh
I aged Kate Evans." i "

"Eouida't semeone else play the part i she camits”

"No one else.” He shook his bead grayely and turmed
aivay to stare in silence of the windew: .

’ élfg of the Bevil—=" he sxclaimed suddsnly, “Hsre the
EORES."

"Whe?"

"Kate Evans hersele” »

Melly Sjerrm%!sn Fose quiskly #pr the sofa. unwilling 18
be found in sueh proximity to him: 3he walked acrose 1o the
Windew and peered gut:

Fhe gifl in & greep rrinesat whe approached round the
eorRer Of the drive Reld an wmbretla which hid her face:

“Ivs Kate all naht Molly laughed: “F'd krow Rer ay:
Where By her stride.” ) o

_Brink left the reem, hurmed 1o the deer 8 admit Ris
visiter. The rain was less heayy, litlle mere than a drizzle:
8he lowered ber umbrelia and elosed it, revealing a stream
of copper-red hair,

“Have you come to cheer me up?” he greeted her.

She hegitated as he beckoned her in, but the drawght ruf-
fled a heap of papers and blew them to the floor, and she
walked past him inte the hall s0 that he could shut the door
beiind her. She looked round her In surprise and some
dismay.

“What's happened to everyone? 1 thought you'd have
crowds here to belp you.”
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“Their enthusiasm for the party is as damp as the garden,
Many were chosen, one only obeyed the call, faithful Molly
Comington.”

“Mrs. Conmgton?” There was relief in ber voice; “She's
bere, is she?”

“Yes, I'm here, Kate.” She came from the study to join
them: “Isn’t this heartbreaking? Poor Mr. Brink."

Kate nodded sympathetically; “The rain seems to be stop-
ping, but everything's soaking wet.”

“Soaking wet,” he repeated, “fit only for the gambols of

She glared at him, but she kept ber voice under control:
“Mis. Buttle sent me to tell you that no girls from the school
will be coming after all, she’s afraid they'd catch cold. She
thought I'd better let you know at once.”

"Tmm grateful to her for the message and evem mote for
the messenger, no longer Thetis on her dolphin but another
favourite of mine, long-legged Atalanta.”

“I don't understand a word you're saying,” Molly Cor-
rington exclaimed, “but you're teasing her and she doesn't
like it. Pay no attention, Kate, to his learned nonsense.”

“Yes, forgive me." He smiled: "1 spoke in riddles to
spate you the news that you've had your errand for nothing,
the girls of Saint Ursula's won't be alone in missing the party.
To put it plainly, the midsummer ritex axe postpomned titl
pext Sunday. Don't you think I'mi right, Molly?”

“Absolutely right, and everyone, I'm sure, will agree. They
can't dance in the mud, and wet straw wont burn.”

“Then I'll tefl Mrs. Buttle.” Kate edged towards the door:
“Perhaps the children can come next week if it's fiine.”

“Just a minute.” He Eid his hand on her arm: “[ want to
talk to you about next week. Take off your wet coat, and
we'll go into the study.”

“No, I'm sorry, I haven't time. I must get back quickly.”

“"Will this morning’s riot be repeated if you aren't there
to quell ie?”

“It wasn't a riot, and it won't.” Her eyes met his hotly.

Molly Corrington made haste to intervene: “I promise
we shan't keep you long, Kate. I'th sufe that Helea ean spaie
vou just while Oswald explains what he wanis.”

"I don't know, she might need me.” She hesitated, bow-
ever, and fumbled with the belt of her coat, Brink helped
her off with it and bung it up.
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She tugged down her shart skirt as she preceded him into
the room.

Molly Corrington spoke first whea ihey were seated:
“Helen may have mentiomed this already. We're planning
something more ambitious for next week, a mystery play.
Isn’t that right, Oswald?™

He nodded: “A symbolic drama enacting the spirit of the
seasom.*

“Yes, Mrs. Buttle said so.” Kate's tone was aloof.

“Did she tell you we want you to play the principal part?”

“I'm sorry, 1 cat™

“Why not?” he asked sharply.

“I haven't the time for rehearsalls, and I'm no good any-
how at acting.”

“I'm sure you've talent if you tried." Molly smiled ea-
couragement.

“As for rehearsals,” Brink declared, “welll make them suit
your convenience. You'll pick up your part so quickly you
won't need as many as the others. 1 could even rehearse you
aloge.”

“Thaok you, I'd rather not”

Molly turned to her reproaclifully; “Do be reasonable,
Kate. I'll speak to Helen, persuade her not to stand in your
way.”

“I'm sorry, Mrs. Corrington.” She shook her head: “It's
nothing to do with Mrs. Buttle. I dont want to.”

“Listen, my dear.” Brink leant forward towards ber: “Let
me tell you the story, and perhaps youll change your mind.
The Midsummer Queen is the darling of gods and men; she
swims as Thetis in the sea, runs as Atalanta through the
woods, rides as Kate Evans on a milk-white mare.”

She looked up at ber own name but did not imterTupt.

“Like Thetis and Atalanta,” be went on, “and perhaps not
unlike Kate Evans either, she falls in love with a mortal, the
greea man. She marries him at the summer solstice, but at
once his strength begins to wane. Moath by month he grows
weaker, all her joy is turned t0 sorfow, till midwinter comes,
the longest night in the year, and he lies dying. She saves
Ris life by giving bifa ie drink ot her ewn blesd.”

He paused for a moment with eyes fixed on ber intently;

“Her blood restores his strength. It's spring, the whole
living earth rejoices, but with summer again the fatal solstice
draws near. What should she do, allow the process to repeat
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itself? May she not escape the curse by changing her lover?
Year by year ax midsummer she chooses her gréeen man
afresh, hoping against hope that the next will enjoy her own
everlasting youth.”

“What a quaint legend,” Molly Corrington exclaimed, “and
how well you told it. You made it seem so real.”

“It's a horrible story." Kate spoke gravely: “What happens
to the man she casts off?”

“You can probably guess. Which should it be, bis blood
or hers?"

She did not reply.

He adiliessed her with earmest solemnity: “This is more
than a myth, it's a rite that people once practised, believing
it had vixn@ to replenish the fruits of the earth, They were
pagans, their knowledge of the spirit fell far short of ours;
but instead of despising we should respect them for a glimpse
of truth, while we enlarge and purify it in the light of the
Christian revelation,” He glanced at Melly Coiriagton for
suppart, and she beamed at himi:

“Yes, indeed. That's what you were saying before Kate
came.”

“And Kate? Do you see yowself what I mean?"

She shook her head,

“You're being perverse,” he reproached her. “A brilliant
girl like you who took a degree with first-class honours, Have
you never read the Goltddm Boughh, never heard of the White
Geoddess?”

“Yes, I have, enough to know what you're talking about.™

“But not enough, if you'll forgive my saying so, to under-
stand the inner meaning. Won't you let me explain it to you?"

“You'tl only waste your time,”

“Why so, with so intelligent a pupil?"

“No, no, please not. I can’t help it, you'll never make me
see truth in a cruel superstiion.”

He rose to his feet with ail exasperated sigh, paced to and
fro, but as he was about to speak a sound of voices outside
distracted him. A party in waterpmwef capes flocked past in
the drive.

“The midsummer mummers.” He laughed: “Hope springs
eternal, but I fear it must be hope deferred.” He opened the
window and leant out: “The rites are sunk in the Flood, but
there's room for all in the Ark. Come rouad to the door and
I'll let you in.”
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Molly stared after them with curiosity; TTir young people
from the camping site?”

“True enthusiasts.” He nodded, with a malevolent glance
at Kate: “No overeducated scepties, none of this squeamish-
ness there; but I suppose they're too common for a graduate
of Oxford University to consort with.” He darted out into
the hall, forestalling any reply.

*He's quite wrong, Mrs, Corrington,” Kate protested when
they were alone. “I don't despise his friends at all.”

TIm sure you don't, dear. They mean well, I've seen them
in chureh.” She hesitated and added: “All the same, perhaps
there's someibing in what he says, they'ie net your sort.”

“That hasn't anything to do with it Really it hasmt”

“Then what's the matter? Tell me, Kate, and we'll think
of some way between us to get over the difficulty. He'd be
so delighted if you took the part.”

“Why can't be find someone else? There are lots of girls
in the town who'd love io play the pait of a goddess.”

“He's set his heart on your playing it. You ought to be
flatterest.”

“I suppose I ought, but I'm not.™

“Why aren’'t you? Has Helen said anything to put you
off?"

“Only that it would be difficult to fit the rehearsals in,
but if that were all 1 could probably manage by learning my
part alone, as M. Brink himself suggests. Mrs, Buttle isn't to
blame, no one is except myself. You probably think me very
obstlnate, but I ean't help it.”

“1 do think you're being rather unreasonable to disappoint
poor Mr. Brink when he's taking such trouble to arrange this
entertainment, something for everyone in the parish to look
forward to, He's so anxious to draw people together, to
arouse interest in the chureh. It's our duty, don't you think,
to help him®"

“No one could do more than you, Ms. Corrington.”

“Thank you, dear, but we're talking of your duty, not
mine.”

“Oh, 1 wish ] could explain, but I can't, I dont want to
upset you.” Her eyes filled with tears: “You're too sweet,
Mrs. Careington, to think evil of anyone.”

“Of whon should I, Kate? Not of you?”

“No.” She shook her head and laughed, leaving the rest
of the question unanswered. 2he stood up: “Anyhow I ought
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to go back, Pve taken too long ss it @ over this errand,”

TEdll Helen that I kept you.”

The door opened. Brink returned, followed by am eager
retinue disencumbered of waterproofs and gum boots,

“What's this?” he exclaimed sternly to Kate, “An attempt
to escape the proletarian invasion?”

“An attempt,” shs replied tartly, “to escape the sack. Kin
saglecting my work at the school.” She glanced longingly at
the window which he had left open.

He turned to Ms Sock: “Let me introduce the reluctant
goddess. Here we are all ready to rehearse, and the star suc-
cumbs to temperament, a crisis of nerves.”

Albert Dockin stepped forward, held out his hand; "Pleased
to meet you, Miss Evans. I've heard no end about you from
Mr. Brink.”

She shook hands politely, without intemsst

“Name of Albeit Dockin,” he added.

She stared in alarm, disengaged her hand as abruptly as if
it touched a snake. “I'm sorry, Mr. Brink,” she insisted, “but
I can't stay, 1 only came to give you M, Buttle's message.”

The door was blocked by his followers, he smiled at them;
“What shell we do to her? What does she deserve?”

“Give her what that sweetie got." Albert's eyes gleamed,
he ignored Brink's frown: “The stunner in your drawer in
the vestiry"”

Kate advanced on them with flaming cheeks: “1 warn you,
F'm strong, and I scratch and bite and kick."

“Don't be silly, Kate." Molly Corrington laughed nervously:
*He’s only teasksg you, only joking.”

"“Very true, Molly.” Brink nodded: *Yours as always is
the voice of sanity. This is a rectory of the established Church
of England, not Bluebeard's castle.” He raised his arm with
a mocking air of auwthority: “Hosanna, hosanna, make way
for the Midsummer Goddess.”

She strode out between them, embarrassed but thankful,

Brink followed her into the hall. She made haste to grab
her raincoat and tug it on, shrinking back out of his reach
when he tried to help her. He smiled unperturbed, opened the
outer door for her, handed her her umbtella.

“Thank you.” She controlled her voice with an effort: “I
needn't put it up, the rain’s stopped.”

“Why should you ever? You look sa charming when you're
wet"”
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Ab/shbewatikddddemntlibadcivivakbdde indiigationntakkeppss-
session of her. All the fear aroused by the uncanny events in
the Devil's Churchyard and the discovery of her own name
in the mysterious book was transmuted into passionate hatred
of the Reverend Oswald Brink and Albeit Dockin. She was
convinced that they were fellow conspirators. Albert who
exfne by night to look for the book, Brink who sent hiin, It
did not matter whether she had evidence, it was enough for
her that both inspired the ssme repulsion, She remembered
how Jim had said that Albert gave him the creeps, the de-
seription fitted her awn feelings exactly.

The memory ef Jim helped to restore her equanimity, re-
quickening the glow of excitement which, proof against
shock and agitation, persisted in her heart since she met him,
His image engrossed and exhilarated ber thoughts as she
game out of the rectory gale into the lane that ran inland
along the crest of the ridge overlooking the clustered houses
of the town and ihe gorge of the Rune, This was the shortest
way en foet from the ehurch o the sehoel, but motorists
avoided it; the lare was narfew and winding, the suirface
pitted, merciless to tyres, She bad it to herself on this grey
afterneen under cleuds that threatened any mement (o re-
slime their dewnpeur.

She passed a solitary cottage with a few outbuildings,
paused to lean over the gate of the field beyond it.

“Dinah,” she called.

The mare was grazing, but she raised her head at the
sound of the voice and came trotting up with & whiimiyy off
recognition. Kate stroked her nose, groped in the pocket of
her cost, extracted the crumbled remains of a bar of choco-
late, Dinah devoured the offering greedily, craned her head
over the pate to snatch at the pocket in hope of & seecant
helping.

“No, there’s no more.” She laid her hand on the importu-
nate mouth; but her thoughts were of the last occasion when
she rode Dinah, of the final scramble through the thorns,
of the man who awaited her there. Lost in her dream she
was taken by surprise, almost knocked over by the blow when
Dinak suddenly jerked her head up, started haek in alarm
inte the field.

*"What's the matter, Dinah? Have you seen a ghost?”

She looked round, stared in dismay with rising temper.
Albert Dockin approached behind her, wheeling his bicycle.
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“Pardon me, miss. Can I have a word with you?”

“No, you can’t. [ haveu't the time.”

His pale eyes glinted, but he averted them: “You've time
enough, it seems, for the nag.”

“That time jsn't wasted.”™

“Now look here, Mies Evans,” he complained, and bis
voice reproached her. “You're not being fair to me, I've
sweated my guts out to catch you up on this filthy road, all
to do a good turn to you and Mr. Tranmire.™

She glanced at him sharply, and he nodded;

“Return good for evil, as the Bible s&ys, That's my motto,”

“What's Mr. Tranmire got to do with it?” she asked.

“Ah, youll listen tc me now perhaps. He's in danger,
there are gqueer goings-on on his farm. He's been losing
lambs, hasn't be?”

“He can tell you better than I can.”

“Never mind, I know he has, and unless be takes care it
won't be only the lambs that get their throats cut,”

“You mean that someone wants to hurt him?™ her wvoice
trembled.

“Put jt that way if you llke, He won't let me come on his
land, sets the police on e, but if he only knew he'd do
better to keep his eye on others.”

“If you know of any plot it's your duty to report it to the
police.”

“Do you suppose they'd befieve me? They'd haul me in as
likely as not for making mischief.”

*Not if you can prove what you say.”

*J can't miss, I haven't the facts. That's the trouble, that's
why I've come to you now. If you could see your way to
play ball with the rector, Join in his midsummer romps, you'd
be better placed than anyone to find out the truth."

"The rector? You suspect Mr. Brink?” Her eyes rested on
him, doubtful and suspicious: *Aren't you a friend of his7™

"What if 1 am? I haven't said anything against him, have
I 11]

*You said that if I played ball with him, your own words,
I'd find out what's being plotted against Mr. Tranmire.”

*1 never said the rector was behind it.”

“I thought that was what you meant,"”

“Well, I can't help it if you let your thoughis run away
with you.™

"Perhaps you'll fell me just what you do mean.”
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*“No, I've said more than I should, you're too quick for
me. You'll twist whatever I say, turn my meaning upside
down.”

*I'm only trying to get things clear.”

*Haven't 1 warned yon clearly enough? If something nasty
bappens to Mr. Tranmire yowll be somry you threw smey
your chance to stop w”

“Why can't you talk plainly, tell me what I'm to do?"

“I've told you, take your part in this play and keep your
eyes open.”

*Yes, hut open for what, apen for whom?"

*Ask me no questions and I'll tell you no lies.,” He turned
with a snigger, pushed his bicycle back on to the road, leapt
into the saddie and pedalied off vigorously towards the rec-
tory, crouched over the handlebars. She watched his retreat-
ing figure with distaste and distress.

The field where Dinah grazed was on the edge of the
school grounds. In former days when the house was Easby
Hall and Jim's parents lived there this land gave pasture to a
stud of hunters, and the cottage was occupied by the groom,
Charlie Bracken—father of Jim's friend, the policeman., When
Easby Hall became Saint Ursula's the old msn was left in
residence with a few small fields for cow-keeping in return
for his services as gardener and grotndsman,

He came to the door as Albert rode away, and seeing
Kate he walked across to her. She recovered her composure
and smiled at him:

"Good aftermoon, Mr. Bracken. Is it going to clear up, do
you think?"

"“Good afterinoon, miss.” He touched his cap and stared up
at the sky: *1 doubt there's mere coming. Jt's hard oa those
with their hay out.”

*You got yours all right, didn't you?”

"Yesterday.” He nodded: "I never thought we'd do it when
that storm blew up, hut we did just in time, except for a
little jag hardly worth the gathering.”

“You've a lovely stack. | saw jt when ) came back with
Dinah."

*Were you in trouble, miss? The mare's legs were caked
wilh mud. 1 gave ihem a good wash,"

"Oh, how kind of you. No, we weren't bogged, but tisere's
a Jot of soft ground in Keinsdale Weood,”

“1t’s an awkward place,” he agreed,
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“Yom didn't fiad anything wrong when you washed Diaahift

“No, she’d taken no harm, but she'd picked up a bit of
decoration.” He grinned: 1 thought you'd been fitting her
with a bracelet.”

“A bracelet?*

*I'll fetch it and show you.™

He went back into the house and returned with a strip
of metal Kate examined it with puzzled interest:

*“This was sticking to ber leg, you say?”

“Wound fast about it, just above the fetlock. I'd a job to
free her.”

The metal was pliable like a stout tinfoil, and where the
had washed off the mud the surface shone bright and new.
There were words engraved oo it, she licked her finger and
rubbed them to make them more legible:

Erofic and Fancy L, Theamnioal! Costumibres, Findibetion.
On the other side there was a further inscription: Satan
size 3.

She raised her eyes and spoke calmly: “There was some
litter in the wood, an old box or something, and Dinah trod
m it atsd got rather entangled. This must be part of it.” She
slipped it into the pecket of her coat.

“Those campers,” he growled. “They leave their .nasty
litter everywhere. They might have lamed her.”

“They aren't all so thoughtless. They're a mixture like the
rest of us, some very nice.”

*“Maybe, but more of them like that chap who passed on
the road just now.”

“Albert Dockin?"”

“You know him, miss?” His tone was surprised.

“Mr. Briok does. I met him at the rectory.”

*The rector can look after himself, but if you take my
advice you'll have nothing to do with that Albert Dockin.
He's a bad lot, our Harry could tell you a thing or two about
hsm.”

*“He suspects him, doesmn't he, of stealing Mr. Tranmire's
lambs?™

“He was up to no good at that time of night in the Devil's
Churchyard.™

*You call it that too?”

“We all do. It's a daft name, but I've never heard any
other.”

She nodded: "Has it always been called that?"
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“As loag as | can remember, and that's more than three-
score years. If you ask me I'd say it's as old as the hills."

“1 wonder what the reason for it was. Does no one know?"

“There were tales when I was a bairn, but they're mostly
forgg%;n vow. Things have changed with all this schooling
and "

"What tales? Do tell me.”

He shook his head: “Nene fit for a {geung lady's ears:
There were queer dain%g in the eld days. Folks were afraid,
they kept clear of the 's Churehyard if they eeuld."

, 'A{m'twthey afraid any longer? Wasa't Harry at all worried
ast pight!

“}f he was he wouldnt let it interfere with his dutips™

“He must have strong nerves: Tt's ap uneanny place, J'd
hate to be alone there after dark." )
be“Ne,“ that weulda't de at all. Yeu might meet worse than

er fingers thrust in her pocket elosed on the strip of
metal: "Perhaps it was the same in the ld days tee. Begies
of flesh apd bhopd™

*f shoulda't wonder, miss." _ _

His wife eame to the dosr, called to him that his tea was
ready, and he weat back in;

Kate walked on towards the tchesl. Fhe hetise stesd en
high grsund \Ieekm%éaama the valley of the Rume gver the
ton of Easby and beyerd the twin woles suarding the ha-
botr 9 the sea. silyer-grey this afterroen and Recked with
Wwhite Borses: Fhe heavy cancpy of clouds was fraved in
plages By rifie of bBlue sky, by thaﬁdsg peake leeming UB
From the RBFizon discovraged any hope of 2 long respite From
Rif: Kate. pauting 8 look back a3 the mired in & e
gate, stared in faseination at their faptastical shape. Like
Brink the evening before, she was reminded of the vision in
the Apocalypse, of the beast having seven heads and ten
horns. She turned ber back on it with & shudder.

“What a hell of a lime you've been. I thought perhaps
something had happened to you.”

She smiled at the sound of the voice and quickened her
pace, Jim was coming dewa the drive io meet her.

*1 called,” he explained, “to find out if the contingent
from Saint Ursula’s would be pgoelrg in spite of the raia t6
the frelic at the reetery. 1 gather from Mrs. Buttle that yeu
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aren’; sbe said she'd sent you to tell Brink. ¥ shan't bother
 go myself if you won't be there,"

“You'd find nothing happening if you did, It's too wet,
he's putting it all off till nems Sunday,”

*“He isn't as mad as [ thought,"

“Did Mrs, Buttle think I'd taken too fong?" she asked
boeasily. "1 walked as fast as 1 could, but I got rather caught
at the rectory,”

“By Brink?" He frowned.

“Mrs. Corringlon was there too,”

“Molly Cormugton?* He whistled softly to himself: “Wwil,
I suppose she’s better than ne one."

“You haven't answered my guestion, Jim, Was Mrs, Buttle
annoyed?”

“Not in the least, She was doing very mcely without you.
Most of the children seemed to be watching TV, and a col-
league of yours, the horm-rimmed blonde festooned in beads,
was reading to the little ones.”

“Doris Wayworth? She's sweet really, you can't judge her
by her taste in necklaces.”

*1 wasn't, 1 was only describing her. Anyhow, all’s quiet
at Saint Ursula’s, No one was missing you except me, 1 sat
down to walt, hoping you'd soon be back, then as you weren't
I thought I'd walk to meet you."”

“T'm afraid I'll have to go straight back in. I'm on duty.”

*No, you aren't, ] took the chance while 1 was with Mrs.
Buttle to beg the rest of the afternoon off lor you, and you're
coming into the town to have tea with me. We'll be rather
late, but they'll serve us at the Angel, they know me.”

“Are you sure it's all right with Mrs. Buttle?”

*She’'d have said if it wasn’t. She's a woman who knows
ber own mind."

“That's true.”" She laughed: *She's very outspoken.”

*She was just now about you. Dont be alarmed, she was
full of your praises. She has sound judgement, she likes you,
Kate,”

The startled expression on her face yielded to a blush, his
eyes were fixed on her.

*So it's all arranged,” he added. “She’s free, she says, and
can take over for an hour or two herself, but you're to be
back before the girls have their supper.”

“How very kind of her.”
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“She's got Miss Wayworth and her beads to belp, Let's
hurry before all the crumpets are eaten.”

“I can't go to the Amgel like this." She opened her coat
to show him her blouse and skirt.

“Why not? What's wrong?"

"I must change into a dress, put on beads, if you like,
from Doris.”

“Don't be long. Beads alone, if it’s quicker,”

“Thank you.” Her eyes mocked him: “They'd either leave
too much bare or be uncomfortable to sit on.™

She ral on ahead of him, disappeared into the house.

When she joined him at the car drawn up outside the front
door no coat covered her short dress of yeflow silk tight-
walitied, splayed at the hips; her hair shone smooth and lus-
trous, her only beads were a short string of amber round her
neck.

“Seven minutes exactly,” she told htm.

“Magic.” He surveyed her with approval: “I might have
known you're a witch.”

Her face fell: “Witches and warlocks, Don't let's talk of
them,”

*Cm sorry, Kate"

She smiled at him, turmed to get into the car: “It iso't
raining. Shall we have the hood down?"

“Yes, of course. & wues affiraidl wow'd b coddd”™

“I love the feel of the wind.”

“So do L” He pushed the hood back and fastened it

She sat silent at his side as he drove out of the grounds
into the lane, turning downhill to join the main road into
Easby. Her hair streamed jn the wind; the rush of damp air
exhilarated, reassured her.

“It's silly to put it off,” she murmured at lastt

*Put what off?™

“The forbidden subject,”

“Let it wait if you'd rather.”

She shook her head: “The sootier you know the better.”
She described what Charlie Brackem had found round Di-
nah's leg, the strip of metal and its inscription: I haven't
it here,” she concluded, “it's in my coat pocket in my room;
but I'm quite sure what it is, it's the band belonging to a
mask, a goat's mask for Satan. That's what the manufacturers
had written on it.”

He nodded; "] never thought that Devil was supernatural.”
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*1 did, and I wish I'd been might.”

“What, a diabolic apparition? You didn’t seem to like the
idea when we watched it yestenday.”

“I like even less to know there's a madman in your wood
killing lambs and busy plotting crimes more horrible still.”

“What crimes?

“I don’t know. ¥ wish I did.” She hesitated, frooming:
“Don't go near the Devil's Churchyard, Jim, There’s no real
need, is there?™

“Theres every need when I'm looking for sheep.”

“Can't you take the policeman, Harry Bracken, with you?"

He laughed: “I can hear the rude remarks at the police
station if I asked them for an escort when I go shepherding.
Who's been putting these ideas into your head? Has old
Charlie Bracken been telling you gory legends?”

“You youmelf told me Harry found a trespasser in the
wood last night.™

“Yes, he found Afbert Dockim, but it couldn't have been
Albert with that goat's mask on his head. Our Dewil was tall
and heavily built, Albert's puny and weedy.”

“It could have been a friend of his™

“It could, but we've no proof. He spared us nothing of
his anatomy except for the only part that interests me, his
face,”

They were in the streets of the town, crossed the bridge
over the Rune, climbed the steep hill up the cliff facing the
abbey. Terraces of early Victoriaw lodgingtotses occupied the
crest, and beyond them the Angel stood in its ewn greunds
overlooking the sea, a handsome building whitewashed and
dignified with & pillared fagade that imitated the Palladian
style. It was the Best hetel in Basby, a Baunt of leeal segiety
06 less than of sumrer VisHers.

Jim turned into the car park and drew up. He laid his
hand on her knee:

“You're not to start fussing about me, you've got to look
out for yourself, I've an idea who our Devil is. Come in and
have tea, and I'll tell you.”

They were late but not too late. The lounge was still
crowded, but most who sat there lingered talking over empty
cups and plates. The headwaiter who knew Jim found him a
secluded table in a corner and took his order for tea, crum-
pets and cakes.
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Kate, who had never been here before, stared round the
room with interest: "Most of them look as if they'd stepped
out of an advertisement in Wégye.”

*So do you.™

“Not unless it's advertising Marks and Spemcers.”

“All right, I can’t argue. ) don't take Wogue in. I like
pictures better of nymphs on horseback appeaxing hey-ptesto
out of a briary bush.”

Not knowing what to say, she was silent.

The waiter brought tea, and she ate and drank with ap-
petite, He too at first; but after a time his face clouded, and
she was stilt eating when he lit a cigarette,

“It's a damned shame,” he exclaimed. “Why can't we sit
here and be hapipy? Why must I spoil everything by talking
of that Devil?™

“I felt the same,” she reminded him, “when I got into the
car.”

He nodded: “I can't put it off. If anything happened %o
you because I hadn't warmned you I'd never forgive myself."

“Warn me?"

“Yes, it's you, not me he has designs on.”

“You haven't told me yet who you suspect”

“The Reverend Oswald Brink. Listen, Kate, [ know quite
a lot about this man. After ali, 1 appointed him to the living.
I expect you wonder why.”

“I do rather.”

“I was sorry for him. He'd made enemies in his last par-
ish, and they spread stories against him, such nonsemse, it
seemed, that 1 put it all dowa ro malice, sensational gossip,
and was anxious to give him a fair ehance. I was a fool of
course,”

“I'm sure 1'd have done the same. What were the stories
about?"

“Black magic, 1 thought it fantastic; but in fact there’d
been a scandal in the church, a girl found tied to the altar
with some abracadabta written on her bare bottom. She
wouldn't say who'd done it, probably a gay youth oa the
spree, Thefe was nathing to implicate the rector.”

“[ should hope not. Why should there be?*

“People talked, they said he was too free and easy with
the girls, and things got so hot he resigned. [ can’t reemeaviber
the details; but I went into them carefully at the time aad
came to the conclusion he was a erank, but otherwise harm-
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less. So I offered him Easby, he sounded an amusing charac-
ter.”

“He is, I suppose."

“He doesnt amuse me any longer. I've been hearing things
for months that made me doubtful, acid now this business
in the Devil's Chawrchyard puts the lid on it.”

“You're only guessing, you don't know it was him we saw
wearing the mask, who killed your lamb and beat Fan 30
cruelly. Poor Fam, how is she? I forgot to ask."

YA bit stf, but otherwise quite herself again, gulping
down Winalot by the bushel. She's all right, it's you I waot
to talk about.”

“I don't see what I've got to do with it.”

“You will in a3 moment. This morning after church Albert
Dockin was with Brink in the vestry, he gave him the book
from the Devil's Churchyard.”

“So he had it 2ll the time when the policeman caught him?”

“Evidemily, but Harry of course wasn't looking for itt”

“How do you know all this?"

“There's a spyhole under the tower which I discovered
when I was a boy. It gives a view into the vestry, so I crept
in and watched them.”

“And they never knew?”

“Not till I was clumsy enough to knock a stone over, and
it feli with an almighty crash on the ficor. Even then I was
quite safe, they searched the church but couldn't find me."

“All the same you took a big risdk™

“Only of looking an ass. What else?” She did not reply,
and he added: “Anyhow it paid off, I couldnt hear every-
thing they said, but I know at least what they're up to. It's
the same story as in his old parigh.”

“Black magic?"

“Yes, and this midsummer fooling is part of "

*Does it really matter if it's his hobby?”

“Not much of a hobby for the lambs, or that girl eitiher.”

“No, of course.” She blushed: “I was forgetting.”

“Have you forgoiten too that your ownm name’s in his
book?”

She shook her head: “[ try to. hut ¥ cam't."

“I'm sorry, Kate.” He leant towards her earmestly: “We've
got to clear this up. Brink isn't just a credulous dabbler in
superstitious thrills, he isn't a charlatan either; he's a learned
man ruled by an obsession borderuig on madness. I heard him
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tell Albert, amd there was no mistaking the excitement is his
voice, about old Parson Amos who died in the Devil's Church-
yard. The story is that he was carried off by the Devil while
he celebrated the Black Mass.”

“Surely you don't believe that?"

“No, 1 don't; but I believe in the crimes of which he was
accused, including ritual murder. He sets & dangerous ex-
ample if Brink takes him as his guru.”

“I've never heard of this Parson Amos. Who was he?

“The Reverend Amos Pounder, rector of this parish in the
early seventeenth century and as unsavory a character as
you're likely to find from that day to this. I've a book about
him at home, I'll let you see it.™

“He lived a long time ago, and people were very supet-
stitious then. Things happened which couldn’t today.”

“Murders are still committed.”

Her eyes were wide with fear: “You'll go to the police,
Jim, won't you? Not just Harry Bracken but the Semjeant.
You said you'd report the loss of your lambs, you can tell
him now what you know of Mr. Brink.”

“Tell him 1 suspect the parson of black magic? He'd
think that if anyone’s fit for the madhouse it's not Brink,
it's me.”

“There's nothing mad in trying to catch a murderer.”

“I've no evidence that he is. Listen. Kate, do be sensible,
We can take precautions without making fools of ourselves.
He's planning some devilry for nest Sunday, there's to be a
mystery play or something of the sort. Do you know he
wants you to act in the principal part?”

“Yes, 1 do.™

“Well, you're not to.”

ll%y not?“

“That should ke obvious.”

Her colour rose: "I ask you to report Mr. Brink and you
won't. Why should I be expected to do whatever you tell
me?‘!

“It's for your own good, to protect you from great danger.”

“What about you? It's for your protection I want the
police.”

“But I'm not in danger, you are.”

She shook her head unhappily: “I've got to decide for
myself.”

“I don't know what's come over you." Anxiety sharpened
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his temper, he spoke roughly: “Don’t you belicve me when
I tell you he wants you in this play for no guod?" He re-
ceived no reply, her silence stung him: *I suppose you think
you'll enjoy it, bent over the altar like that girt while he
celebrates Mass on your bottom.”

“How can you?" Her cheeks Mushed scarlet, she pushed her
chair back, leapt to her feet: “I'm going, I must anyhow for
the children’s supper.”

“There's more than half-an-heur, and it womt take us ten
minutes."

I need a good half-heur. | mean to walk.”

*Hulle, Jim. | saw you across the roem, but you and Kate
seemed to have so mueh to say te each other I dida't like to
intrude." Pearl, very elesant, stood beside him.

"Good evening.” He ross, his expression was thunderous:
*I'm just off, I'm driving Kate back to Saint Ursula's.”

“You can't run away at once. | havem’t seen you for 30
l°ns.n

“I'm sorry, that's how it is™

She glanced at her watch: “There’s a bus in a few minutes
from the corner of the Esplanade. If you hurry you'll catch
it, Kate.”

“She doesn't need to,” he put in abruptly. “She's going
in my car.”

Pearl frowned: “I suppose you can spare time at least to
tell roe what your answer is to my note.”

“Your note?”

“Yes, didn't you get it? 1 dropped it into your car as I
couldn't see yon.™

“I found a note, but it wasn't from you." His voice was
puzzled.

“Of course it was from me. How silly you are.”

“Something about a sore arm and Doctor Buttle.”

“If you tliink you're funny I don't. It was an invitation to
lunch, You're impossible, Jim; if you can't be civil I'll leave
you,” She fimunced back to her seal near the hearth where a
sleek young man, partnefr jn a firm of auctioneers, awaited
her refuitn with impatience and apnacyance.

“Dear me,” Jim exclaimed. “I seem to be offending every-
one. Another rebuff and I'l weep. Come on, Kate, you're
driving back to the school with me.”

She accompanied him without demur, sat beside him in
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the car. Her eyes were lowered, their long lashes veiled them.
She said nothing, they drove in silence.

They reached the entrance to the school, and instead of
turning in he drew up on the verge of the lane. Taken by
jurprise she glanced at him, his eyes held hers:

“Kate,” he exclaimed, “before you go you've got (o listen,
1 didnt mean what 1 said; it was just anxiety boiling up,
making me want to hurt you. § don’t expect you'll ever for-
give me.”

“But 1 do, Jim. I've been thinking. Perhaps it's true, and
you were right to say it™

“Of course it isn't true.”

*I hope not.”

He took her in his arras and kissed her.

“Then you'll tell Brink to find someone else? Youl have
nothing to do with him?*

She shook her bead, disengaged herself, stepped out into
the grass:

“I wish I could, but it's no use wishing. 1 can't help i.”

She stood and watched as he drove reproachfully away.
Through a chink of blue piercing the clouds a distant shaft
of sunlight ensilvered, glittered on the sea at the end of the
valley beyond the towa,

She walked up the drive, entered the house and went to
Jook for Mrs. Buttle to let her know that she was back. She
found her with the children reading a story aloud.

“Good, Kate.” She broke off and looked up: “You're very
punctual. We aren't ready for supper yet.”

*Then Hil change my dress, shall 12"

“Ne, don't; that suits you so well. Did you enjoy yourself
at the Angel?”

“Very much, thank you."

*That reminds me. Mr. Brink rang up after you left. I told
him you were having tea there with Jim, and if be rang the
hotel he could get you.”

“He didn't. Perhaps it wasn't imoporiant.”

“Perhaps not.” She hesitated: “He knows, doesn’t be, you
don't want to act in this play of his™

“I've changed my mind, Mrs. Buttle. I think after all 1
will.”

“Oh, Kate.” Her tone held both reproach and dismay,
(hen she glanced at the group of little girls clustered at her
feet on the-carpet, and she picked up her book again: “We'll
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talk about it later, [ thought you agreed with me.,” She
found her place aad resumed the adventures of E. Neshit's
children in The Ammdist

Jim drove fast as soon as his car was out of the lane and
on the main road from Easby. His mood craved for relief and
found it in speed, and be could indulge it the more casily as
there was little traffic at this hour following & wet Sunday
afternoon. Mounting the long hill on to the moor he kept
his foot on the throttle, still pressed it as the car bounded for-
ward on the level over the summit. Near Kemsdale Wood
the ground fell away steeply on his left, the road skirted the
edge of a disused quarry. He had a clear view ahead to a
distant rise on the skyline; the road was empty, flanked by
oped moor. He approached at headlong speed, faster and
faster.

A figore sprang up out of the bracken on his right, leapt
in his way gesticulating and dancing. He had no time to see
who or what it was, he jammed on his brakes, The road was
even greasier than he expected, the car skidded, and as be
still braked desperately to avoid the living obstacle the skid
became uncontiollable, wrenched him to the left. The post
and rails guarding the quarry yielded under the impact, the
ear lurched over the eliff, bounced from crag to crag till it
lay upside down far below in a rushy postl

Molly Corrington enjoyed her breakfast. She spread the but-
ter thick on her scone, helped herself liberally to marmalade.
Pearl watched her morasely and toyed with a thin slice of the
patent bread sold for dieting.

“Did you have a good time, dear?” her mother asked.

“Deadly. 1 was thankful the Angel closes early on Sun-
days.”
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“You dined st the Angel, did you?”

*Yes, with Lestie Potts. 1 didn't want to, he made me.”

"'I'm sure he meant to be kind."

"He isn't my style at all, he's too common.”

Her mother nodded: “What a pity Jim couldn’t take you."

“Thank you, I'd rather not. When he isn't mucking about
on the farm he's flirting with Kate Evans.”

“Good gracious. With Kate?”

“Yea, brains and brawn, just the type for him, bookish,
bucolic, outsize round the hips.”

“You're horrid, Pearl, she’s a sweet child and she's got a
charming figure; but of course it's more chic to be slim, and
that's what men admire, one's told.” Observing the sarcasm
in her daughter's expression she sighed: "Well, what's the
use at my age? I'd only make my life a misery.” She buttered
a second scane with undimimished appetite.

Pearl reverted to her own concerns: “I can’‘t understand
Jim, he used to have such good manmers. 1 suppose it's farm-
ing that’s spoilt him.”

“"What's he done now? He's always polite when I meet
him."”

“I don't call it polite to leave an invitation unanswered
and then insult me with a senseless joke."

“You look for insults, Pearl, where none are imtended.”

“I do nothing of the sort, Mother. 1 took the trouble when
I couldn’t find him after church to get a sheet of paper and
an envelope from the newsagent at the foot of the steps, and
I wrote him a note to ask him to Junch today. Hadn't I the
righit {0 expect an answer?"

“How could he, you goase? If you put jt in the post it
wasn't delivered till this morning.”

*I didn't put it in the post. 1 left it on the seat of his
wl‘

*Are you sure you did?"

*Quite sure. What do you take me for?”

“Well, I'm not blaming you, dear, 1 know you've a bad
memory; But Mr. Brink gave you a note for me yesterday,
and 1 never got it.”

“The billet deuxr. Yes, of course.” She laughed gruffly:
“I'll go and fetch it.”

“You needn't trouble. 've seen him since, and no harm's
done.”

Pearl was already on her feet: "It's yours, not mine. ]
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doar't want it” She darted out into the ball, came back with
her bag.

“Herd¢'s your precious letter, you can put it under your
pillow.” She extracted an envelope, stered at it in amaze-
ment; “No, it isn’t. It’s my own writing.” She tore it open,
glanced at the contents, burst into laughter: “No wonder
Jim didn’t thank me for inviting him to lunch. I must have
mixed the notes up, he got the one asking Molly to wash
Oswald’s surplice.”

“Whatever axe you talking sbout?' Her mother spoke
with unaccustomed asperity.

“Well, if that wasn't the message it was something of the
sort.”

“Jt wasn't, it was something very private, and I'm much
distressed at its falling into Jim's hands.”

Even Pearl was abashed by the vehemence of her tone:
“I dida't do it on purpese,” she replied sulkily, "Il slip over
to Kemsdate Farm in my car if you like, and ask Jim to give
it me back.”

“That's no use when he's read it. No, I'll have to talk to
him myself, appeal to his better feelings. You've made such
a muddle, Pearl, 1 don't know if i'm standing on my head
or my feet. Is he coming to lunch or isn't he?”

“He doesn't know he’s invited.” She cruached the invita-
tion into a ball and threw it into the wastepaper basket.

“I'd like him to come, I'd like to clear this up at once.
You caQ get him on the telephone, can't you?”

“I'm more likely to get some moron, the old hag who
keeps house for him or that fat slut of a gifl who milks
the cows, and after repeating the quesiion six times I'll be
told he's ofi the moeor or in the weod gathering sheep of
something, and not expected baek till Ged knews when. He's
an impossible mah te FiAg up, oF I'd have tred yesterday
instead ef writing that Hets.".

“Try phoning htm now. Do, please; you may be lucky.”

Pearl shrugged her shoulders, gulped down the last of her
coffee and left the room. Her mother pushing aside har
empty plate reached acress the iable for the Dally Kwpress;
but after a glance at the headlines she let the paper fall inte
her lap, sat staring out of the windew with an anxious frewa.

The house was one of a terrace built at the foot of the
west cliff. The principal rooms looked out across the harbouf
to the tiers of red roofs closely packed on the farther eliff,
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purniounted by the parish church apd abbey ruins: but the
dining room was at the back with a view only into the
gtreet, and the window was shut to exelude fhe noise of
traffic. The sun, making up for its failure of the day before,
ghone cheerfully outside from a blue sky, Melly Corrington
could pet resist it; she raised the sash, {eant put. As she did
§6 she caughi sight of a group of people gathered a short
way off on the pavernent, overflowing into the road. The
policeman, Harry Bracken, who stood among them, did
pething te meve them en of te direet the vebicles trying to
pass; be himself was faking part in the eeaversatien, seerded
indeed ie be the ceaire of interest.

Her curiosity was aroused; she was still watching them
when Pearl came back into the room.

“Mother, they don't expect him to live,”

The rotund amplitude of garish skirt blocking the window
quivered, butted into the table as Molly swung round;

*Who are you talking about?”

“Jim, of course. He's had an accident. Concussion, I
think; but the old woman was quite hysterical, and I never
¢an understand her dialect anyhow.”

“Dear me. There seem to be so many accidents on farms.”

“It wasn't on the farm, it was last night on his way back
from Easby in his car. As far as 1 could gather, they waited
and walted and when be hadn't turned up after midnight
the men went to leok for him, and they fetched Hairy
Bracken from his cetiage fo help. 1t was Harry who found
hira; he was &aught in seme bushes halfway dewn a quarry,
the ear had skidded ever the edge and was smashed Lp at
the bettem. The bushes saved Pim's life.”

*1 thought you said It wasn't saved.”

“How can I know?" she retorted irritably, “He’s alive at
the moment, These old cromes love to pile on the gloom.”

“if Harry Bracken found bim he can tell us more than
anyone.”

“No doubt, but I haven't the least idea where he is.”

*He's here, just outside the window.” She pointed: *“Look,
on the pavement, with all those people round him. I expect
he's giving them the news.”

Pearl pushed the sash up higher and joined her.

*Shall we call him?" her mother asked.

*1 don't suppose he'd hear. No, I'll slip on my coat and
go out and talk to him.”
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M come toa.” Shs scrambled back into the room.

*YLike that?" Pear! eyed her severely: “How can you.
Mother, in those slippers?” They were of pink flannel lined
with rabbit fur frayed and scruffy from long service.

Molly gated down at them regretfully: “They're so com-
fortable, and my outdoor shoes pinch so, All right, dear, you
go withoutt me; he’s your boy; not mine. Come back as sooa
a8 you can and let me know what happened,”

‘The crowd made way respectfully as Pear! approached.

ve just heard of Mr. Tranmire’s accident,” she told the
policeman, “when I rang up Kemsdale Farm.”

*¥es, miss,” he replied, “It’s a shocking business.”

“] didn't talk long osi the telephone. I wonder if you can
tell me more about it.”

“You've come to the right man if yea want information.
It was me who found him.”

*If it wasn't for Harry he'd be dead,” a voice put in from
the crowd.

Pearl nodded: “So they said. But he’s not dead, you found
him alive?”

“No more than alive.” He spoke gravely: “He lay there
like a corpse, and 1 thought he'd had it. His head was bleed-
ing something cruel where he'd caught it on the rock; but
it's the mercy of heaven he was driving an open car and
was tipped out when it slewed ever. If he'd still been inside
at the bottom—1 den't like te think."

*What happened when he fell out?”

“Will, it seems that the whin bushes caught him. There's
a nice clump of them on a ledge nist far from the top. Pricks
enough to tear all the skin from your body; you wouldn't
believe what a job it was to get him free, but I'll never look
at a whin bush agala without gratitude.”

*Nor Mr. Tranmire, I'll be bound,” an admirer exclaimed.
“It takes some doing to climb down a steep drop like that,
pick a mars out of the whins and heist him back up, ten
foot and more. I wouldn't like to do it myself, 1 know the
place well”

*Yes, he deserves a medal.” Pearl’s voice thrilled with
appropriate praise,

Harry was silent, pleased but embarrassed, There was an
awkward pause, and she changed tlse subject:

“Have you any idea what made the car skid? Mr. Tran-
mire's an experienced driver.”
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“He's as careful a driver, miss, as any in the county, but
one could hold a car on that road.”

“Why?”

*“It was a sheett of oil.”

*From Mr. Tranmira’s cax?”

*“No oil left his car till it fell ia the quarry.”

“Then how did it get on the road?”

TIiedt's what I want to know, what we all want to know
at the station.”

“You mean someone spread it there on purpose to make
his car skid and kill him? Whoever would?”

*I'm beat, miss. There’s no one in the town who hasn't
a goed word for Mr, Tranmire.”

“Except parson.” The voice was from the back of the
crowd.

*You keep your mouth shut, Tom." Harry turned on him
angrily. *“The law doesn't hold with slander. You'll get your-
self into trouble.”

A curt bark from the hem of a car interrupted him, re-
strained and dignified but loud enough to command attention,
An elderly Daimler was creeping through the men blocking
the thoroughfare. Doctor Buttle leant out of the window:

“Harry,” be called. “If you're holding a public meeting I
wish you'd choose a street farther from my surpery.”

*“Sorry, Doctor.” He bustled forward, waved the crowd
back with a gesture of professional authority.

Pearl stepped quickly to the car before it moved on: *Have
you heard about Jim?" she asked.

“My dear, I've been with him ever since they sent for
ma in the early hours of the morning. I'm only just back
from Kemsdale now to aitend to my patients, if Harry ean
clear e a way to them."”

*“How is he? Jim, I mean. Will he live?”

“Yes, if all runs as it should and there's no relapse; but
it's beea touch and go, a severe shoek to Hie system with
concussion on top. At any rate he's recovered his sepses,
and his temperature was dewa when 1 left.”

*“Can 1 do anything for him? Would he like the to go
and see him?”

"You know better than I do whether he'd like it, but I
can tell you this, Pearl, you’re not to. I've ordered complete
quiet, as much sleep as he can get. If you're at a loose ead
perhaps you'll do something for me instead."
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“Yes, what is it?" There was little cagerness in her tone,
‘Il be busy 3 don't know how long in the surgery, and
I've a round of patients afterwards to visit. It could be late
in the day before I'm home, and I'd like to have this book
off my mind or I'm sure to forget it. Would you be kind
enough to take it up to Saint Ursula’s and give it to Kate?"

‘T Kate Evans? Why to ber?"

He smiled as he watched her expression: “All I know is
that Jim asked me to see she got it"

*] thought be was at death’s door, too ill to see anyone."

“He is, but while he was delirious he kept fretting about
some Parson Amos, and the first thing he did when he cams
to was to ask me to go to the shelf and fetch Mm this book
down.”

He banded it to her, and she read the title aloud: “The
Godless Lifr and Diabolle Deuith of the Revammdd Awnos
Poundla,” Her lip curled: “What's this? Light reading for
her class of schoolgirls?”

*“No, of course not,” He frowned: *Helen wouldn‘t allow
it, and Kate wouldn't dream of it any case. B don't suppose
the book will mean anything to her, but Jim was so worked
up I hed to humour him for the sake of his peace of mind.
So be a good girl, Pearl, and help me to fulfill my promise.”

“You aren't firm enough, Doctor Buttle, you're too good-
natured. All right, Il take this load off your conscience,”

“I'm much obliged to yow” He drove on. Harry Bracken,
ostentatiously alert, made haste to ensure him free passage.

Pearl went back into the house. She found her mother
preparing to wash up the breakfast things.

“He's still in danger, but Doctor Buttle thinks helll get
over it.,”

“Oh, I'm so glad, dear. Easby could sever be the same
place without Jim. You saw Artbur, did you?"

*Yes, he was passing in his car. He'd been at the bedside
all night.”

*He's so kind. Jim couldn’t be in better hands.” She picked
up the tin of detergent powder and slushed an avalanche into
the water: Thdke your coat off, Pearl, and help me, will
you? There's a elean cloth over there, I'll soon have plates
ready for you te dry.”

Pearl glanced at the sink with distaste: "I'm sorry, Mother.
He’s given mse an errand, to go up with this book to Saint
Ursula’s.”
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“What is it? Some medical textbook?” She wiped her hands
and took the book from her daughter with curiosity: “How
odd,” she exclaimed as she read the title. “Whatever can
Arthur want with it?"

“It isa’t his, it's Jim's, and I'm to give it to Kate Evans.”

“Well, I never. Still, it shows Jim can't be so bad, a dying
man wouldn't send a gir] a present.” She turned the pages
carelessly: “If you can call it a present, as dusty and dirty
as it is.”

1 doa't suppose Kate will care or even notice.™

“Why, 1 know this face, I'm sure I do.” Molly was staring
at the frontispiece, an engraving portraying a clergyman in
old-fasbioned gown and bands: *The clothes are odd of
course, afid the features aren’t quite right: biit theee’s no
mistake about the eyes, they're Oswald Brink's."

Pearl peered over her shoulder: *These old fogies all look
alike to me.” She broke off, pointed to some words scrawled
faintly in pencil underneath. She stooped to decipher them:
*See page 64, It’s Jim's handwriting.”

She seized the book, flicked through it eagerly: “Page 64.
Yes, here it is, and he’s drawn a line against the paragraph.”
Then her face fell, there was disgust in her voice; “It's in a
foreign language, probably Latin.”

Her mother laughed; "I'm afraid I can't help you. You'll
have to ask Kate what it means.”

“Yes, and let her know I've been prying into her secrets.
You've no sense, Mother."

“Perhaps not, dear, but I've got this washing-up on my
mind. Can't you spare a few minutes to lend me a hand?
It won't hurt Kate to wait for the book a little longer.”

“No, I'm sure Doctor Buttle wanted me to go at once,
¥m sorry, 1 can’t help it, and I'd like to talk to Mrs, Buttle,
She can tell ms a lot of the things 1 didn't have time to ask
him, She'll know of course when the message came and what
was said.”

She slipped out of the house before her mother could say
more. The garage was across the street; she made baste to
get the car out and drive to Saint Ursula’s.

When Easby Hall was converted into a school extra aec-
commodation was needed for classrooms, and these were pro-
vided by building a row of wooden huts painted green to
match their surroundings in what was formerly the kitchen
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garden. Helen Butile was coming from them, crossing the
lawn to the front door when Pearl drew up.

*Hullo, Pearl,” she greeted her. “You're out and about
eaﬂy,"

“ r Buttle asked me to come with a book.”

*Poor Arthur, he’s had such a hard night; but be rang
me up before he left the farm, and I'm delighted to know
that Jim’s a bit better. It was a terrible accident.”

‘:rgm what HMarry Bracken tells me, it wasn't an accident
at all,

“Winstever do you mean?"

“The road was thick in oil so that the car couldn't help
skidding. Somebody wanted to kill Jim.”

“MNonsense. Who would? 1 don't wish to find fault with
Harry Bracken. He behaved, from ail T hear, with great
energy and courage and saved Jim's life; hut he suffers from
a lurid imagination, he watches too maiy thrillers on TV.”

“He seemed quite sure of what he said.”

*He would be.” Her tone dismissed the subject: “Did yon
say you've a book for Arthur? Put it in the hall, will you,
that's a dear child.”

“As a matter of fact it’s for Kate. 1 gather that 3im was
raving, quite delirious, and he insisted that she should have
it

“So he asked Arthur to be his messenger?”

*Doctor Buttle lets people get round him too easily. There
aren't many who'd pay attention to what a patient says when
be’s out of his mind.”

“Why not, if it made Jim happy? Anyhow you can give
it ber yourself if you like. She'll be out any minute now, it's
the midmerning bresk."™

Doors already slammed in the classrooms; girls streamed
frora the huts, raced across the grass io a side door into the
house leading to a lobby where milk, fruit and bread and jam
were provided. The ieachers followed more slowly, Kate
walked by herself; ber face was pale and anxious, and she
leeked reund startled when her nafie was ealled:

*“Kate, come here please, I want you."

She hurried to obey the summons, glanced inquiringly at
Mrs. Buttle and smiled at Pearl, who replied with a curt nod.

"Pearl has a book for you,” Mrs. Buttle explained. “Jim
sent it, and 1 thought you'd like to have it at once.”

84



Kate took the book with 4 Hush of -surprise. She turned
eagerly to Pearl;

“Have you just seen him? Is he any better?”

“I've il® idea.” Pearl spoke with irvitation; “Fm only
maning an ervand for Doctor Butile, § saw him i the tow,
and he asked me to give you this as he's too busy himself.”

Kate clutched the book, stared at it in bewildermeat; “Why
did Jim send it? Didn't he say?"

Helen Buttle laid her hand gently on ber arm; *T expect
when Arthur comes home this evening he’ll be able to tell
L Anyhow if’'s a sign that Jim's better that he cam spare
# thought for things like this.”

“1 suppose B Her eyes were still doubtful, she fixed
them again on Pearl; “Doctor Buttle hail nothing else to
say, nathing about how the accident happened?”

“How could he? He wasn't there. Whatever I know comes
from Harry Bracken.”

*"Harry Bracken? You've seen him?"

“Indeed I have,” The interest shown gratified her; “He
told me quite a lot,"

"Wild theories,” Helen Buttle put in. “We mustn't jump
to conclusions.”

"Wiell, he’s been to the place, and we haven't.”” Pearl's
voice rose defiantly: “He sticks to it that this was attempted
murder.”

“Miurder?"” Kate stared at her aghast,

*Yes, a deliberate attempt to kill Jim my spreading oil oa
the road so that his car would skid over the quarry.”

Helen Buttle frowned disapproval: “We can't pass judge-
ment till we've more evidence. What's certain is that he's
still alive.”

*“For the present.” Pearl added sourly.

Kate grasped the fence beside which they stood. Her head
swam, she feared that she would faint. She controlled herself
with an effort: *

“I'll take this book up to my room, I've just time before
my fiext class,” Her voiee trembled, sbe darted into the
hiouse,

Helen Buttle gazed after her with concern: *Why did you
want to upset her?" she asked severely,

“1 was only telling her the facts. She's got to face them
like the rest of us. I'm as worried myself, but I don't make
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a fuss of my feelings. Pve as good reason for them, haven't
I, as she has7"

Alone in her room Kate threw herself on her face across
the bed, burst into tears. “I must, I must,” she whispered
again and again as she sobbed. The repetition of the words
seemed to comfort her, to inspire resolutions; her shoulders
quivered no longer, the sobs died down. She sat up at last,
groped for a handkerchief on the dressing table, and hef
fingers touched the book lying there where she had throws
it. She picked it up, glanced at the title. The name of Amos
Pounder stirred her memory; she (urhed (he pages, they
opened at the frontispiece, and she stared at the faee, Like
Motty Corringion she was struek by the resemblance; it
startled her, and as she exawined if Jir's feie serawled
uRderneaiR eaught her eyes. She furned gquiekly to page 64.

The paragraph against which the line was drawn was writ-
ten in simple Latin, and she read it without difficulty. It
was part of a report of Pounder's trial in the Bishop's con-
sistory court on charges including the ritual murder of a gitl,
Bess Atkine, The witness cfaimed to have been present at
the rites; his deseription reminded Kate of thai given her hy
Jim of the Biack Mass in Brink's former parish, the girl's
naked posture 6R the altar, the sacrament celebrated en her
upturied seat. The official aceount preceeded:

Tarn sacrtk Impudbnierr eonsuntabes saverdes culieli> ter.
gum puclize Inter coslas percussiv, eoF conffadiir, sanggMrem
hausit, vinwm sorbuilr aeterire wilae.

“Then on conclusion of the shameful liturgy the priest
stabbed the girl in the back between the ribs with his knife,
pierced her heart, drew the blood, drank the wine of ever-
lasting life.”

Kate put the book down, burled her face in her hands, she
felt very sick; but the clang of a liell reverberated through
the passages. The midmornlng break was over, the school
summoned back te werk. She leapt convusively to her feet,
ran to the basin and soused her face in celd waier, dabbed
some powder on, tugged the eemb fercely through her hair,
fled downstairs 1o fake the elass awaifing her.

It was a class of older girls far enough advanced to read
a Latin awthor, Ovid's lament for the death of Corinna’s
parrot. She had chosen the poem for them herself, hoping
that the subject would amuse them: but it was all that she
could do now to explain ihe meaning and correct fheir mis-

86



* tgkes. She had no spirit to enjoy or encourage enjoyment
of the poet's humour, was more inclined herself to weep
than to laugh over the parrot’s funeral. The polished couplets
were confused in ber mind with the jurisprudential Latin
of the Bishop’s court The wine of everlasting life, her own
blood; she pressed her hand to her heart.

The lesson came to an end at last, and she went out with
Doris Wayworth to invigilate in the playing field, Then the
bell rang for lunch, where her place was at the head of the
{able occupied by the youngest children. She was thankful
for the noise that they made, drowning the terror that hauated
hRer.

After lunch she was free for an hour or two. She changed
her shoes, but as the day was fine and warm o other prepa-
ration was needed. As soon as she was done she hurried
down, anxious to start before her courage failed.

Helen Buttie met her in the hall, she held a scarf of blue
chiffom: “You aren't going into the town, are you, Kate?”

“No, 1 wasn't, Mrs. Buttie. Is there anything you want
there?"”

“Nothing urgeut. Pearl left this when she was here this
morning. It's her own fault for being so careless, she can
wait to get it hack."”

“1 thought of taking a walk on the hill towards the abbey.
It's come out such a lovely afternoon.” She blushed at her
own lack of frankness.

"You're wise, it does you good to stretch your legs,”

“If 1 happen to see Mr. Brink as L pass the rectory I
tel! him about Jim's accident.”

“He's sure to have heard of it already in the town.”

“As a matter of fact, there's something else.” She could
hold out no longer against her conscience; “I've thought care-
fully over everything you said, but I'm afraid 1 Sill want
to act in this play. I shan't need any time off for it. Mr,
Brink says he'll rehearse me separately if I come to him
when I'm free.”

*“My dear child." She frowned; “If it were only a question
of releasing you for rehearsals 1've no doubt 1 could arrange
it; but for yeur ewn sake 1 den't want to, I'm Hot Bappy
about the idea at all.”

"I's quite usual, jsn't it, for a clergyman to get up things
like this for the church?"
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"No, Kate, not like this, and Mr. Brink wn't a usual clergy-
man. 1 don't want to say anything against him, but if you
take my advice you won't have too much to do with him.”

“Why not? Does be mean to do wrong7”

“No, no, of course not, or at any rate I hope not™ The
question put her out, her tone became colder: “I"ve no idea
what he intends.”

“Then oughtn't we to find out? Someone might be in
danger.”

“Who? Whatever are you talking about?”

Kate hesitated: “You heard what Pearl said. Isn't it better
for me to do what he asks and see what he's up to, so that
it can be stopped in time?"

*“What nonsense. I never thought you were the hysterical
type, Kate, You’re worse than Pearl, or Harry Bracken either.
At least they left the rector out of the melodrama.”

*You saild you weren’t happy about him yourself.”

“1 don't regard him as a suitable companion for a young
woman. There are many men of whom that can be said, and
they aren't all dangerous criminals. If anyone's suspected of
(rime you can rely on the police to investigate, and there
are wiser heads among them than Harry Bracken's, unllkely
to waste lime on wild accusations.”

Kate was gbout to reply, checked herself and was silemt

Helen Buttle watched her with a frown; *“You must make
your own decision of course. You're old enough, and I've no
power to interfere; but don't say 1 haven't warned you.” Then
her manner thawed, her voice held entreaty; "Do be care-
ful, Kate. There's something about the man, 1 fust admit,
that turas oiy blood cold,”

Kate nodded, the words made her shudder: *1 shant do
anything silly, Mrs. Buttle, and I'm very grateful for your

"But you don't take it"

*1 wish I could,”

“You're a strange girl, 1 don't understand you."” She sighed
and moved away.

It was indeed a lovely afternoon for a walk, A few fleecy
clouds low in the distance over the hills were all that re-
msined of the storm of the day before. Every colour seemed
to be fresher after the rain, the green of the grass, the gold
of butiercups on either side of the lane, the pale pink of wild
roses, the ereamy clusters of elder-blossom in ihe hedge.
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There was a sweetness of flowermg dloxer is the air, mingling
with the salt tang of the breeze from the sea.

Despite herself Kate felt her spirits rise in the sunshine,
As she passed Dinah's field she whistled, and the mare came
cantering up, leant over the fence to nuzzle her skirt, She
stroked the importunate nose:

*“I'm sorry, Dinah. There's ne chocolate today.”

Charlie Bracken appeared from an outhouse: “Going for
a ride, miss?”

She laughed: “Not in this dress.”

*1 wouldnt put it past you.”

“Well, I'm afraid I'm not. I wish I were.”

She reached the rectory. The sun shone as bright as ever,
but as she turned in up the drive it was as if a sudden cloud
extinguished all the light within her. Brink saw her from
the window, came out to meet her at the door:

*Something told me this was my lucky afterncon. 1 con-
sulted Virgil's prophetic tome far an omen, and it opened at
the very words, tibk eantida N3ais.”

She ignored his greeting: “There’s something 1 want to
say. It won't take up much of your time,"

*The longer it takes the better. Come in."

She hung hack: ™1 can’t stay. I'm on duty again very soon."

“Duty, duty, always duty. Mirs. Buttle works you too hard.
She's a bit of a slavedriver, isn't she?"

"She's nothing of the sert- I've got to carn my sakafy.”

He smiled; helding the deor epen; and she resigned her:
self to the inevitable and walked iR past him: He tsllowsd
her inte the hail:

“Nething this time to take off* No. you're down 18 bare
gssentials; | see; glad a8 Id Be 19 help you 18 shed them:
Neyer mind: fets g6 1nte the study. ,

3he kept her tempsr With an effort and sbeyed him- The
teem had the windsw tightly shut and recked of stale ciga-
retie smoke: She Wwas uReertain Wwhether 1o Be relieved oF
dismayed to find it eccupicd by Albert Beskin:

“Hulle, Miss Evans,” he greeted her. "We'll seon be regu-
lar buddies.” He held out his hand; but she left it ungrasped,
and as it hung in the air he lowered it with a discomfited
grin. The charred butt of a cigarette clung to his lip, he spat
it out defiantly into the wastepaper basket.

Brink frowned at him: “Take a seat, Kate, and join us.”
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He drew up a chair: “We're in conferenom Albert and I, to
arrenge the scenario,”

She sat down, tugging her skirt angrily as it rucked back
from her thighs: “That's what I've come about.”

“So | supposed. You've come to tell me you accept the
part?”

She checked with difficulty the impulse to contradict him;
“Yes,” she replied curtly. “I have."

"Second thoughts are always the wisest. I'm sure you'll
enjoy it.” His smile was affable, but it made her flesh creep.

“Fil hata it, but I can’t refuse.”

“Bravo, the willing victim. You feel that at whatever per-
sonal sacrifice you should support the work of the church?”

“You can put it like that if it pleases you.”

“It does.” He patted her knee, she wore no stockings, and
his hand slid round under her bare thigh. She jerked ber chair
back out of his reach.

He betrayed no discoraposumer “You'll need a copy of
your part of course. Fetch it, Albert, will you? It's ia that
heap on the desk.” He pointed to an uniidy Litter of docu-
ments,

™If 1 can find it in such a mess.” Albert rose unwillingly,
rummaged with impatient violence.

Brink turned again to Kate: “T hope that my version will
reconcile you to the inner meaning of the legend.” He broke
off in annoyance: “Be careful, Albert, you'll have everything
over."

He spoke too late. As Albert pushed the papers to and
fro an accumulation cascaded on to the floor, dislodging and
carrying with it a book that lay burled beneath, It fell by
Kate's chair, and she picked it up, glanced at the tlile:
The Gedikss Life ard Dielelic Deal of the Revwenti 4mes
Poundir-,

“Now by every saint in the calendar,” Brink exclaimed.
“I was hunting all over for that book yesterday in the vestry,
and here it was the whole time.” He reached out to take it
feom her.

She ignored the gesture, laid the book on her knees and
opened it. He watched her with a troubled frown:

“A dull work, 1 don't recommend it. Mostly in Latin.”

"It seems quite easy Latin.”

“Forgive me, the charms of the flesh disguise the glfts of
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the mindh™ The compliment slipped from him mechanically,
bis voice was uneasy.

She paid no attention, she enjoyed his discomfort. She
was looking for page 64:

*1t’s rather fascinating. Is it very rare?”

“1 know only of one other copy; it belonged to old Mr,
Tranmire at Easby Hall, I often wonder whether his son
bas it still.”

"Perhaps he sold it to raise money for death duties.” She
kept turning the pages casually till she found what she
wanted: “Who was ihis Amos Pounder? Ought I io bave
heard of hig?"

“No, my dear, he doesnt concern you at all, merely a
former rector of this parish.”

“He seems to have been in trouble with the Bishop.”

*Yes, be was a trifle unorthodox even for the Church of
England.”

*“I'm glad to know he isn't typical.”

“Why? What are you reading?" Again be tried to recover
the book; but she held on to it, put her finger on the para-
graph, unmarked in this copy:

*“About this girl, Bess Atkins."

He could restrain himself no longer, he snatched the book
from her and closed it: *“We mwustn't waste lime when you've
£0 little to spare from your duties. ladt's get down to serious
business. Have you found bher part yet, Albert?"

“It's here.”” He held out some sheets of typescript. As he
handed them to Kate he wmked: "You don't need to dig is
old books for wrong ‘uns. L could point to quite a few in
this town today.” He added with another wink and a leer:
"That was a queer sort of accident to happea to Mr. Tran-
rire.”

The colour drained from her face, and she nodded.

“I'm much relieved,” Brink put in, “to hear that he's
getting over it.”

*Doctor Buttle hopes so, but he isn't certain yet.”

“He'll have to be more careful in future. He isn't a cat,
yoii know, with nine lives.”

“One from nine leaves eight,” Albert reminded her, “and
one from eight leaves seven. A time may come when oae
from one leaves nought.”

She sat silent, struggling with her fears, sustained only by
her anger.
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‘“When do we start rehearsals?” she asked at last, “T want
to meet the rest of the cast,”

“Fm sure you do, and I'm sure they're anXious to meet
you.” Brink's voice was full of regret: “Unfortunately they're
able to rehearse only in the middle of the morming, and I
doubt if Mrs. Buttle would consent to set you fres"

"The middle of the morning?" Her face fell: “How can I
when I'm working?”

“All work and no play? Newer mind, there's a way to get
over the difficulty. 1 suggested it yesterday, if you remember,
It rebearse you myself in the evening whenever it suita you.”

“Alone?”

“By all means bring a colleague to keep you company if
you wish,”

“Yes, 1 do wish; but that won't help me to get to know
the other actors in the play. Won't 1 ever see them?”

*“You'll meet them of ¢ourse on Sunday at the great event.”

“That's putting it off much too late. How can we act
together if we're total strangers?”

*You're right, as usual. I¥ have to do something about
this. Perhaps 1 could arrange a dress rehearsal for all of you
on Saturday evening. You could come then, I suppose?”

“Probably. But why not sooner?"

“There are wheels within wheels to fit in. Aren't there,
Albert?”

“Proper stinkers, Mr. Brink.”

“You see, Kate.” He smiled blandly: “I'm doing the best
I can, and it's up to you riow to get your part quickly by
heart. I'll rehearse you tomorrow evening at eight."

“That doesn't give me very long." She glanced with distaste
at the typewritten sheets in her hand.

*You'll be word perfect. I'm sure.”

His tone held a hint of dismissal, and she rose with alacrity,
unwilling to protract the interview by argument. The atmos-
phere of the room stifled her with a nausea that was less of
the bady than of ihe spirlt, as if she would fiever cleanse
her thoughts and feelings of the smell. She eut shert her
leaveiaking, furned her hack on Albert witheut a word, Brink
insisted on accorpanying her inie the hall, he epened the
door for her. She fled past him inte the sunlight and strede
long-legged dewn the drive, aware but savagely heedless of
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his eyes fixed on ber. She filled her lungs thankfully with
fresh air,

Brink returned {o the study rubbing his palms: “Providence
favours our prayers."

Albert nodded: ™We've power on our side.”

*I hope so, 1 really believe that my little efforts to apply
the teaching of the masters are bearing fruit,”

“Tasty fruit" He smacked his lips, sketched voluptuous
curves in the air with his forefinger: “Oh boy, I can't hold
myself thinking of thai girl turned up naked on iie altar.
You've an eye for peaches, Mr. Brink,”

*I don't deny it, Albert, hut you're wrong if you suppose
that's the main purpose of this experiment.”

*No, the main thing is that she's coming to a sticky end.”

*“You're wrong again. Her painful death is only the means,
a regreitable necessity. I'd gladly dispense with it if 1 could.”

*1 wouldn't miss it for worlds, I'm looking forward to it
She deserves all she gets for treating me like dirt."

“Listen, Albert.” He frowned sternly: “If you and I are
to work together you'll have to understand me. This power
of which you speak isn't to be trifled with. It's a privilege
bought at the price of another's life blood, and a heavy
vengeance falls on the adept who puts it to unworthy use.”

"What, no fun?"

"You neednt upset yourself, I'm no spoilsport. Carnal
licence is a traditional feature of the rite. The masters recom-
mend it to stimulate suitable ecsacy."

*I should hope so. We aren’t on a purity campaign,”

*“Not in regard to the flesh, but 1 warn you most solemnly
against impurity of motive. Any trace of self-seeking or spite
will briksg disaster on our efforts, and on ourselves toe."

“Who's to know?”

*He who reads your inmost heart.”

Albert scowled, picked up the life of Amos Pounder from
Kate's empty chair, stared at the frontispiece: “You're not
going to tell me this old bird was a do-gooder.”

"He wasn't. That's why his story ends as it did.”

*You mean, the way he died?"

“The details arent very pleasant, it's as well Kate didn't
come across them.” He smiled: “The book isn't suitable read-
ing for her at all.”

“She seemed to he getting the hang of il.”

*Not fast enough, L was too quick for her; but it's unlucky
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she hit the page sbout Bess Atkins, it might put ideas in
her head.”

“Who was Besa Atkins?"

“Her prototype, the victim whose fate sheTl share,”

Albert closed the book and laid it on the desk: “There's
a lot here to study, but it's the other I'm interested in,
the book [ found for you in the wood with all the Reverend
Pounder’s secrets jotted in his own band."

“His notebook? I'm thankful that wasn't what Kate got
hold of. I've added her name to the list of victims at the
end.”

“It's a wonder she hasn't seen it by now, you're so untidy.”

“We all have our failings, Albert, no ome's perfect; but
that book's put safely away up there on the top shelf.” He
pointed to the bookcase, and Albert gazed covetously:

"When are you going to teach me the words of power
you promised? Domt you trust me after all I've done for
you? Dida't I make a good job of mister bloody Tranmire
last night?"

“As it happens, you did; but it was luck alone saved you
from killing him."

“What do you mean? Don't you want him dead?”

*“Use your brains if you've got any, What hold have we
left on the girl with her lover in the grave no longer needing
her protection?”

*I never thought of that,” His tone was crestfallen: “It
was @o good a chance to miss to smash him into mince-
meat lii the quarry. I've a scere or two to pay off on my own
account,”

*Another word, and I'll kick you out of the bouse.” Brink
sprang to his feet, his eyes blazed, he raised a brogued toe
as if to earry out his threat. Tall and formidable be towered
over Albert's chair: “Weren't you listening lo what I said
Just now when 1 warned you against impure motives? Tran-
mire needs to be eliminaied, his presenice hinders ihe great
work; bt 1'd raiher a thousand times he lived {o thwart me
than let yeu indulge your gefty spite, you contemptible
Werm. Yeu defile the Hely of Halies."

Albert cowered, taken aback, intimidated by the violence
of his anger: “I'm sorry, Mr. Brink. I'm sure 1 didnt mean
to offend you. I respect the power just as you do. That's
why I'm trying to help, 1 swear I've no other purpose.”

*Good.” He spoke curtly but more calmly, went back o
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bis chair and sat down: “You understand then? Therell be
no more of this spite?”

“There won't, I swear. I'l do whatever you tell me.”

“It isn't what I tell you, it's what the great spirits com-
mand.” His voice was recovering something of its accustomed
geniality. Albert's frightenred submission mollified him:

*“You're eager, you say, for instruction in the hidden arts,
Well I'm going to take you into my confidence, tell you
the course of events at the end of the week.”

“The play, you mean?"

“That's eyewash., There'll be no play en Sunday, zo god-
dess."

“But you were 50 keen on getting her '8 aek You've just
given her her part to learn.”

"‘A? %p'Palllng sereed in Wardour Street Jargen. 1 wish her
joy of i

“Azesit you going to rehearse her?"

“Indeed 1 am, but not with the others. You heard me tell
her they're only free in the morning?"

‘Uil admit it puzzled me. They're on heliday, they cam
come any time,"

“They'll come in fact late at night, not here but to the
Devil's Churchyard.”

*“For rehearsal?”

*] prefer to call it initiiation.™

*What's it for, if there jsn't to be a play on Sunday at all?"

“On Sunday all will be over except the inquest. The rite
will be celebrated on the octave of Midsummer Eve. Kate
Evans meets the cast on Saturday night.”

*At the dress rehearsal?”

“The undress rehearsal, to be accurate, the fii'§t, last and
only performance. She won't survive it.”

“You're a masterpiece, Mr. Brink.” Albert slapped his
thigh. His recent discomfiture was forgotten, he relit a
chewed cigarette: “I've got your idea, and it's as pretty a
plan as you'd find anywhere, She's fallen for it too, you
made ber think you're fixing this jamboree on Saturday night
to do her a faveur.”

*“Yes, I rather pride myself on my success. I doubt if old
Parson Amos could have planned it better,”

*“What about the police? Won't her death be awkward to
explain, or aren't you worrying? You'll havé the power of
course, A6 one can touch you.”
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“It would be presumptuous to rely on supsroatural power,
Fro taking all reasonable precautions to ensure that the
mystery remains uwnsolved,”

“There’ll be a hullabaloo in the town, Can you put the
cops off the scent? Will no one suspect us?"

“No one will know why she went to the Devil's Church-
yard, I'll say 1 rehearsed her at the rectory, and that was the
last I saw of her.”

"It sounds all right, it ought to go down, unless Tranmire
gets nosy."

*Tramwire won't be able to nese if you do what | ask.”

*1 will, 1 swear I will, and if i de this fer you Mr. Brink,
you wen't disappeint me? You'll let me shared"

*Bon't worry, Il Isek after you." His tore was patreni-
sing; but intended to reassure: He pointed to the Besk-case:
“If you care to 8¢t Parsen Amos dewn Il eopy out iH?
inveeation, and yeu can start learaing it at onee: Yol
Reed it wheR the ﬂme EQFES:"
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Albert retived to his ehair, sat in silense till the deeu-
ment was complete. Brink held it out to him. and he elutehed
it greedily, crammed it into (he pocket of his trousers; but
his face was sullen, his voice morose as he took his leave.
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Brink saw him out of the house and returned to the study
moodily with a troubled frown. He restored the vellum-clad
notebook to its place on the shelf and made room at its side
for the bulkier volume, The Ungodlly Liffe and Disbolic
Deatth of the Revarantd Amess Poundhir. Then he lit his pipe
and sat smoking; from time to time he hummed a tune, that
of the hymn, Jerusaibm: the Gadifion.

At last he rose, put on his hat and went out himself,
following the lane to its end at the abbey ruins and the
church, A small group of tourists waited to pass through the
sbbey turnstile, but there was no one in the churchyard, no
ofie M the church when he entered. He shut the door behind
him, turned the key and shot the bolts, locked himself m.

Assured of solitude he stocod for a moment with bowed
head, then walked briskly up the nave to the pulpit and
turned aside into the vestry. He emerged carrying a black
cloth, advanced with it into the chancel with slow, measured
steps, pausing before chosen carvings in the choir stalls and
bowing reverenily to each. When he reached the altar he
spread the cloth and covered everything with It, pulling out
the folds to hang evenly. There was a flap attached like a
bag, which he used e drape the eross.

He stood hack, surveyed his handiwork, an image of dark-
ness, shrouded, shapeless, black, dominating the chancel,
He prostrated himself before it on the chequered tiles within
the altar rails.

He rose, returned to the vestry., When he came out his
burden was a huge oval vessel of black earthenware, which
he gripped hy a handle at either end, holding it at arm’s
length, sustaining the weight without effort. He laid it on
the draped altar in front of the draped cross.

A third task remained. He went to the ambiy and unlocked
it, removed the carcase of the lamb deposited there on Sat-
urday afternoon. Close confinement for two days in such a
place in high summer was conducive to rapid decomposition,
He examined the remains with disgust, hesitated, then with a
helpless shrug of his shoulders and no pause for ritual on
the way he carrled the offering to the altar and dropped it
into the cauldron on to a heap of wooden kindlings, resin
and other aromatic gums put ready inside. Taking & Hoox cdf
matches from his pocket he set fire to the holocaust. A
column of black smoke soared to the roof, blotting out ihe
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crucifirion in the glass of the east window. He contemplated
the effect with his hands raised in supplication:

“Hear me, great Archangel,” he prayed. "Hear me,
Mephistopheles, Baphomet, laldabaoth. Strengthen, instruct,
inspire me to perform my destined task, not my will but
yours. Expunge from my heart all base motives, all hatred
and malice, all craving for the tinsel of earthly honour. May
the glory of the purpose that 1 seek purge whatever Is gross
in the means to attain it, and defend me from the folly or
treachery of this rascal on whose service ] rely.”

Smoke billowing from the burnt offering on the altar filled
the chancel. Swathed in its pungent clouds he sank devoutly
to his knees.

His prayers were interrupted by a clatter at the outer door,
repeated and increasing in volume. At first he paid no atten-
tion, but when the noise persisted he rose tD his feet and
with a final genuflexion to the black vortex strode into the
nave, frownlng angrily. As he approached the door the handle
twisted with convulsive moverments: someone on the other
slde was {rying io pet in. He released the bolts, turned the
key, opened just wide enough to admit his own bedy, stood
blecking the aperiure,

“What do you want?” he asked sternly.

A middle-aged couple waited in the porch; they had an
air of solid comfort and respectability, ruffled by the incon-
venience inflicied. There was injured dignity in the man's
voice:

“You've no right to keep this church locked. It's a historic
monument.”

“Ihexe’s a service going on.”

“Very well, we'll attend it. We belong 10 the Church of
England.”

“The service is strictly private.”

*Nonsense, the church exists for public worship, and for
the education too of members of the puhlic interested like
myself in antiquities. Let me tell you, sir, we've driven eighty
miles, the wife and 1, to visit this town, and your church
Is starred in the guide hook. I'm not going home till I've
seen it."

*1f you come tomorrow you'll find it open,”

“Wie're only here for ihe day.”

“Percy.” His wife clutched his arm: "What's that extra-
ordinary smell?” The smoke from the chancel wafted down
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the nave was seeping into the porch through the chink of
the door.

“topense, madam,™ Brink told her. “We observe the Anglo-
Catholic tradition here in Easby."

The visitors eyed him askance. Their own sympathies were
Evangelical.

*1t smells to me of rank Popery,” Percy growled.

His wife was unable to speak. The fumes poured thicker
and thicker out of the building. She succumbed to a paroxysm
of coughing, buried her face in her handkerchief and re-
treated into the fresh air to breathe. Percy followed her
golicitously, gled himself to escape from the stench. Brink
at ence pulled (he door ta, locked and bolted it.

The couple walked away disconsolately across the church-
yard. “If that's what they mean by high church,” the man
declared, “1 want nothing to do with it, Ethel. The incense
would suffocate me.”

She nodded: “The smell reminds me of the time when I
was roasting the joint and forgot to turn down the Qrem™

*1'd be sorry to eat what's cooking there.”

Kemsdale Farm lay higher up the Rune than the Devil’s
Churchyard; but the valley widened here, transformed from
a gorge between ridges of bare moorfand into a fertile basia
of cultivated fields with a belt of trees at the bottom lining
the watercourse and others scattered ui the hedgerows on
either slope. Most of the land was under grass, all the greener
in contrast to the heather of the surrounding bhills. The
farmstead itself was set on a shelf of high ground at the
lower end, overlooking the point where the river plunged

into its narrow cleft through the moors. The stone-built
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house faced south, sheltered from the prevailing southwesterly
wind by a clump of oak,

Doctor Buttle, having assured himssHf over the telephons
that his patient was following his treatment and making good
progress, allowed a day to pass before his next visit, and it
was Wednesday morning when he drove again into the yard,
Fan barked vociferously, a vigorous convalescent, then as he
got out of the car she recognised him and bounded up wag-
ging her tail, till Flossie, the Band girl, called her off in tones
of shrill authority, and he went on unimpeded into the
kitchen,

A gaunt old woman was busy there, the housekeeper,
Jane Torgill, who bore the burden of the cooking and house-
work.

“Now, Jane,” he greeted her. “That smells good whatever
you've got in the pot,”

“it's for Master James’s dinner.” There was a note in her
voice that implied that no one else should touch it.

“I'm sure it'll do him good. How is he?"

“He's quick yet, laid there in his bed, and that's more
than 1 thought when they carried him in on Sunday night."

“He'll pull round, don't you worry, he’s young and strong.”

*It's no thanks to those murdering hikers he isn't laid in
his grave.”

*Hikers? Who do you mean?"

*You ask Harry Bracken. He can tell you a thing or two,
Doctor.”

“Wiell. I've more urgent business at the moment. I've come
to see my patient.”™

He walked through into the passage. As on many hill farms
it was a large house with the farmer's own quarters sep-
arated from the rest; he passed through the connecting door,
climbed the front stairs to the bedroom.

Jim was sitting up in bed reading a newspaper. Except
for the bandage round his head he showed little trace of his
accident. He greeted his visitor with a smile:

“Good morning. Doctor Buttle.”

“Good morning. Jim. and a fine morning it is, especially
for those wkh any hay out.”

™Ours is all in, thank God, or you wouldn't catch me
malingering here in bed.”

“You'd be little use in the hayfield or anywhere else with
a raging temperature,”

100



“My temperature’s normal, I'm sure,”

“It wouldn't be if you'd been fool enough to go out, Let’s
have those bandages off and look at the damage.”

He examined the wound on his head, then those on other
parts of his body, pressed them with a grunt of satisfaction;

“Very nice. Youlll earn no sympathy, Jim. You jook much
60 healthy for an invalid.”

*Does that mean 1 can get up?”

“Yes, 1 don't see why not, but stay indoors."”

*“Indoors?" He frowned: “It wouldn't hurt, would it, just
to slip into Easby?”

“It most certainly would. Anyhow, your car's at the bottom
of the quarry.”

“There's the Land-Rover,”

“My dear maf, only the day before yesterday we all
thought you were dying, and now you wam lo drive into
Eashy, 1t's madness,” He hesitated, stroked his beard: “I'm
rot poking My nose ipio your affairs, but if there's anything
to be done in which J ¢an Relp you've only to tell me."

“You're very kind, but . . . Did you give that book to
Kate?"

*] did, at least 1 gave it io Pearl to give her.”

“Pearl?”

"Yes, | met her on the way to the surgery, and as I'd a
husy day before me 1 thought Kale would get it quicker if
I sent Pearl wp to e school as sy messenger.™

] hope she did what she was told.”

“T've no doubt she did. it gave her a chance to gossip about
your accident with Helen. 1 ought o have asked Helen when
1 got home, but what with one thing and another I forget.”

“1 expect it's all right.” He tried to make his voice sound
casual: “Do you happen to know if Kale means to act in
these theatricals of Brink’s on Sunday?"

“She insists on doing so, much against Helen's will, Kate
can be very stubborn.”

“¥es, | know she can. Has she begun rehearsing?"

"1 gather the rehearsals are in the morning {o suit the
rest of the casl. Lord knows why, as they all seem to he
holiday-makers. Anyhow Kate can't be spared then, so Brink
rehearses her at the rectory alone.”

*She's alone with him?"

"No, | don't mean that. She's the only performer, but
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she fakes Doris to keep her company, ose of the other
teachers.”

*Yes, 1 know Miss Wayworth by sight. I suppose she's a
reliable escort?"

*You think Kate needs one?"

Jim laughed bitterly: "It sounds odd, doesn't it? There
can’t be many parishes where a girl nesd® protection from
the rector.”

*1 hope not. Have you found out anything more about
fie man, anything to support the gossip one hears?”

“A little, but not enough. This accident hasn't helped.”

*No, it’s put you out of the hunt for the time being. You
know of course that according to Harry Bracken it wasn't
an accident at all?”

*You mean his story about a pool of oil? It could bave
come from a Emry with a leaking sump, or anything. The
blame li¢s, Pm afraid, cu my owa bad driving.”

“To judge from his description, no one could have held
a car to the road m the stale it was in.”

“Weil, 1 couldn't, not whea 1 had to brake, It threw her
into a skid, and I'd had it.”

“Why did you brake?”

Kira fingered the bedclothes, spoke with embarrasament:
*You won't believe this, but I thought I saw someone danc-
ing in the middie of the road blocking the way.”

*Have you told Harry Bracken?”

“It would put him in an awkward position. He'd suspect
me of driving under the influence of drink; but in fact I'd
only been having tea at the Angel, and the bar wasn't even
open.”

“You've no theories of your own about this dancer?”

*None, but there'd be plenty, 1'm sure, if the news got
round. The press is on the scent already. Have you seen
yesterday’s Gazette?” He picked up the paper lying on the
bed, found the place and indicated a paragraph under the
headline NZARR TRMIEDD Y AT EHSEEY,

Doctor Buttle took it and read:

“"Mr. James Tranmire J.P., prominent landowner and
farmer, bad a narrow escape from death on Sunday evening
when his car plunged over the clift of a deep quarry on the
road to his farm at Kermdale. Mr. Tranrnire owes his life to
the faet that he was driving an open convertible and was
thrown aut efl the verge inie a elump of gorse befora the ear
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fell to its doom. He was found there by P.C. Bracken, who
rescued him from his dangerous plight. Local wiseacres point
aid that the accident occurred near the spot known as the
Devil's Churchyard), an ill-omened and legend-haunted circle
of ancient stones associated with gruesome traditions of
satanic rites in the past.”

“Well?"* Jim asked: “What do you make of it?"

“Spooks? They're not much in my line nor, 1 think, in
yours either.”

“They aren't. So what are we left with? Hallucination?"

"No, lim, you're not the sort to imagine things. I'd like
te get o the botiom of ihis,”

“So would 1, and Enmeaan tdg, ifif ypau ldet rmee ontitof f poissan™"

"Not today.” He shook his head firmily: “Not for alt the
gpooks in the halls of Pandemonium. You're not going
ptraight from a sickbed to the Devil's Churchyard, or any-
where else out of doors.”

“What about the sheep?” Jim grumbled. “I'm the shepherd
here, I've told Flossie to keep an eye on them, she means
well, but she's scaiter-braiined."”

“She’s a good girl, conscientious. Leave the sheep to her,
and the spooks dll later in the week. You need a long rest
after that touch of concussion.”

*A long rest looks Uiee ttummivgy ito uitesr Hooreshlom™”

Doctor Buttle smiled: “It occurs to me that when Kate
finishes with her class this afternoon she'll want to exercise
that mare of hers. Shalt I suggest Kemsdale as a destination?™

"You've a genius for prescribing the right tonic. Oh, and
if you meet Pearl again, and she asks how | am, you can teil
her you've ordered a long rest with no visitors.”

As Doctor Buttle went out through the kitchen Jane
Torgiil intereepted him:

“How is he, Doctoe? Will ke live?"

“He'll outlive you and me too, Jane, and as soon as that
stew of yours is ready I'm sure he'll do it justice.”

“So he should. I've seasoned it with marjoram the way
he likes.”

“He can get up to eat it, but he's mot (o go out and not
to be trouhled with anything, remeniber."

“If anyone tries I'll make them sorry, than ofF woman.”

“That reminds me. If a young lady comes ou horseback
let her in, but if she's in a car keep her out. You won't make
any mistake?”
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¥Qet away with you, Docter. Do you think I domt kaow
the difference between a car and a horse?”

He left her cackling with laughter at her own wit.

On his return to Easby he drove {o his surgery to re-
plenish his bag for the remaining visits on his list. He took
the opportunity to ring up Saint Ursula's and give Helen
the message for Kate.

I tell her,” she replied, "and L hope itH cheer her up.
She's been very much in the dumps these last two days."

"About Jim's accident or the rehearsals with Brink?"

“I've no idea, and M's useless arguing with her, She's a
strange girl, I don't know what to make of her.”

“Iim seems lo know."

“Yes, it's beginning to look quite a case. I'm sorry for
Pearl, but | always suspected there was more wishful ihink-
ing on ber part than encouragement on his."

“Poor girl, I hope it won't break her heart”

“Den’t be silly, Arthur. She'll console herself with Leslie
Potts.”

“You're a human crustacean, Helen, a soft core encased
in the hardest of common sense.”

Ho rang off.

Helen Buttle gave Kate the message before lunch, and
gloom lifted from the table occupied by the youngest chil-
dren. A smiling face presided once again, a eheerful voice
ready to join gaily in the coaversation. Kate was eontent lo
forgei impending troubles: her heart glowed with the prospeet
of riding to see Jim, knowing that be had asked for Bher,

When lunch was over it teeadivars reetieat] 1o thie ceommmsm
room for coffee. Kate drew Doris Wayworth to a sofa:

needn’t bother you this afterncon, Doris. I'm not going
lo the rectory after all.”

“Oh, BGate"™ Her face fell: "You're not giving the part up,
are you?"

“No, nothing so drastic. Jt's just that 1've been neglecting
l?imh' and I really ought to take her for a ride to exercise

er."”

“How extraordinary you are. If 1 were acting in a play
like this with its fascinating symbolistn 1'd have no thought
to spare for anything else, least of all for a horse.”

"I wish you were, It’s much more in your line than mine.”

Doris indeed had a passion for it esatatic. Ewan in
school hours she wore a bead Dscklace and bracelets of
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copper charms, and the fortoiseshel clasp maiching her
spectacles that held the coils of her fair hair in place bere the
shape of a peniacle.

She shook her head sadly: “I'm sure Mr. Brink wouldn't
g§ay so. He ehose you because you look like a spirit of mid-
summer conjured out of the woods, mine only haunis boeoks."

“It's no compliment to be chosen by him, Deoris. 1 can't
explain, but his ideas aren't as romantic as you imagine.”

“He's a man of great learning, he knows such a lot about
ancient lore, and those lines he's given you to speak are so
wonderful, pure poeiry.”

“Pure yes, surprisingly so comsidering the author; but if
that sort of rant’s poetry, all that ‘lady's bane' and “lovelorn
swain,’ give me something nice and prosaic, falstock prices
or quadratic equations, which I can recite without feeling
a perfect fool.”

“You don't mean what you say. You aren't really such a
Philistine.”

“Anyhow 1 mean to go through with it." She glanced at
her watch: “Look Doris, L tried to ring him just now to put
oft the rehearsal till tomorrow; but there was fro reply, |
expect he's out. If 1 write & note, would it he a nuisance
to sllp it in ihe rectory dook? You havea't a elass, have you?"

“Yes, of course I'll take it. I haven't a class till three.,”

“Mipe’s waiting. There's probably all hell let loose by
now.”

She darted to the writing table, bent over it to grab a
sheet of paper and an envelope, scribble a note and lick
it up. She handed it to Dorls:

“You're an angel. No Midsummer Goddess is a patch on
you.” Then she fled downstairs.

Doris put the letter in her bag, rose more slowly herself
to follow. She paused before the mirror on the wall and
examined her neat features reflected there, She sighed de-
jectediy.

Shortly afterwards, having changed her shoes, she set forth
on her errand. As she came out on to the drive she saw
Pearl approaching, who called to her:

*Hullo, Doris. I've come for my scarf. Do you know where
it is?"

"Scarf?"”

"Yes, 1 left it when 1 was here on Monday. Mrs. Buttle
rang me up to tell me."”
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T ask Mrs. Buttle, Come in, won't you?™ She turmed
back, and they entered the house together.

“Am I interrupting anything urgent?" Pearl asked.

*“No, I'm only taking a note to the rectory.”

“Ah, Kate's rehearsal for the church pantomime? I hear
you're her chaperou,"

*I keep her company; it's for my own sake, I enjoy
watching and listening. Anyhow, she isn't rehearsing today,
she’s going for a ride.”

Helen Buttle appeared from her room, hearing (heir voices:

*Are you looking for your scarf, Pearl?”

*Yes, and if I'd known Kate was going riding 1 might have
saved myself the fag. She could just as well put that pony
of hers to some use.”

“She's riding over to Kemsdale. not to Easby,”

"To Kemsdale? If she thinks she'll see Jim she can think
again. I met your husband just now in the town, and bis
orders are still complete rest, no visitors."

Helen Buitle frowned: “Kate knows her own business,
I'm her employer, not her nurse."

“She needs one, a nurse L mean, fo put some sense in her
head. She’ll get what's coming to her if she isn't careful
with that parson. Mother won't hear a word against him;
but 1 know the type, and it's niot the sort any deeent girl
should want to associate with."

“Doris."” Helen Buttle turned to her quickly: *“Would you
be kind enough to fetch Pearl’s scarf from my room? You'll
findl it on the filing cabinet." She spoke sternly when she
and Pearl were alone: “l1 ean't have you (alking Jike that in
front of my staff. it's kheund te make mischief”

“1¢s all right, Mrs. Buttle, it's only Doris Wayworth.
She was probably dreaming as usual, paying no attefition.”

"She was aftending to everything you said about Mr.
Brink. I mayn't always see eye to eye with him myself, but
1 don't approve of irvesponsible aftacks on his character.
Whatever his failings, his office deserves respect.”

“I'm sorry.” Her tone belied the words; “I'll try to remem-
w-ﬂ

Doris returned with the scarf and handed it over. Pearl
took it with a curt nod:

"“Well, I'd better be off, I'm supposed to be playing tennis
with Leslie. He'll be there at the court already kieking his
beels, It won't hurt the nian, I've got to change first.”
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She moved towards the door, paused as Kliwc opened Hi:
*1 might drive over to Kemsdale afterwards myself. 1t's only
civil to call and ask how Jim is.”

*“You can do what you please, Pearl,” Helen Buttle turned
away: “It doesn't concern me."”

Doris lingered in the hall ti2l Pearl’s car was out of sight,
then she set off herself on foot. She neither expected nor
wished to be offered a lift.

It was a long afternoon for Kate, she was at work &l
teatime; but at last th® sound of the bell set her free. It
was not her turn to invigilate at the children's meal, and
she was tea impatieat to wait for her ewn. She ran straight
to her room, changed into a blouse and jeans, fhen hurried
out of the house to Dinah's field. Much to her relief, old
Charlie Bracken was net abeut; she caught and saddled
Dinah mere quiekly witheut his heip and conversation. She
fﬁeuﬁtad. tf@ﬁed eut inte the lane. Dooter Buitle's ear was
tLFRiA QE the entranee as she passed Saint Utsula's; he
waved eheerfully, and she smiled apd waved baek:

The road crossed the Rune over a stone bridge, just beyond
which a gate on the left led to the bridle path, the short
cut to Kemsdale. As e leant to release the snick a voice
called behind her:

*All right, miss, Wait a moment,"

Albert Dockin was approaching. She recognised him with
a frown of displeasure, but sat still gathering her reins while
he opened the gate for her.

“You'll be at the rectory again this evening?" he asked.

She shook her head: "1 can't today."

*Nothing wrong, 1 hope?™

*Nothing, but I've other things to do,”

“You'd be wiser to put them aside. You know what hap-
pened Sunday night. 1 wajned you, didn't 1?7

“Yes, and 1 took your warning. You were there, you heaid
fiie agree to do what Mr, Brink wants. I'm not going back
on my word, I'll rehearse fomorrow."”

*I'm glad of that. I'll tell him."

*You meedn’t bother. I've sent him a message."

*1ll be seeing him anyhow. If you aren't rehearsing we'll
get on with other business.”

She stared at him doubtfully: “You're very much in with
him, aren't you?”
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“What's the hams if T am? What's wrong with being a
buddy of the parson’s? You're not suggesting, are you, he
fixed up that car smash?”

“Who did, then?"

“Jsn't that what we're trying to find oui? That's why you're
poining in the play-acting. Stick to it and you'll know a lot
more, perhaps more than you like."

He turned away into the read and sloushed off, leaving
the gate open. She shut it herself, replacing the snick; then
she fede on puzzled and frightened aleng the ficlds. She was
on the verge of tears, deprived brutally of the glow of happi-
pess in which she started; but the weather was making
amends for the rain and thunder of the weekend, the sun
shone in a elear sky. the alr was full of the sweetness of
elover from the mewn meadow already §pringmf up inte
aftermath that she skirted: Her spirits were unable long to
resist the ¢eaxing of the summer aficrneon. Even Dinah
seemed o respond to it oF (o the relief of soft twrf underfest
after the metalled read: she forget that she was sluggish;
soft from a diet of fresh grass, broke iAtS an eager CeRier:

Kate encouraged her jeytully. The gathering spesd earried
her forward inte light, sutdistancing with every stride the
spectres that beekoned behind her: ‘

_The path rejeined the main read near the Yep ef the len
hill 8n to the meor. There was a fresh smell here, that
high greund, the wng of peat; & sweetness ne lenger of
elover but of elumps of flowering Borse. Few ears sither met
8F passed her, thers was little traffie on a Weskday afternesn:
She seemed to have the hilltep 8 Rerself and yielded to its
spell with rapture. A glimpse of trees en the skyline ahead,
heralding Kemsdale Wood, recalled her first meeting with
Jim in the old intake at the bottom. She kept her mind
resolutefy detached from the Devil’s Churchyard.

Her intention was fo ride quickly past the quarry, not
to dwell on its painful associations; but as she approached
the spot she saw a car drawn up there and two policemen
walking in the road, the serjeant from Easby and Harry
Bracken. They moved {0 and fre, examiniRg the surfaee,
then the Serjeant went {o hjs ear, got in and dreve away.
Harry lifted his bieysle aut of the heather; he sised hald:
ing it as Kate tretted up. He knew whe she was, knew Dinah
even betier, having often seen her grazing in his father's field.
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“Good day, miss.,” He saluted: “Come to visit the scene
of the accident?"”

“No, I don't want to look down. It's dreadful even to
think of it. I'm going to Kemsdale.”

*Youll find him a lot better, so they tell me, Jt's a bad
business, but it might have been much worse,”

“It might indeed, without you. I heard how splendid you
were, alt that you did to rescue him."

“Thank you, miss.” He smiled, well pleased; “I'd have
done more than that to help Mr. Tranmire. You couldn't
find a nicer gentlemnan anywhere if you looked from here to
world’s end. What beats e is who could bave it in for him,
why they should do "

“You mean the oil on the road? Do you really think it
was spread there on purpose?”

1 was sure of it from the start, and now l've the evidence.
That's what I had the serjeant here for, to prove to him it
couldn't have been chance, the stuff was put there by some-
one who knew very well what he was up to."

She stared down at the road. There was a large patch in
front of her, discoloured from curb fo curb, clearly dis-
tinguished from the rest of the surface by its paleness,

We had to shift the oil of course,” he explained. “We
couldn't leave it to cause more accidents; but ] took care
with fhe detergent to keep it to the same paittern, to show
where the oil had been."

*“There must have been an awful lot of it"

*There was, miss. Fifteen gallons."

*You mean that was the exact amount? How do you
know?”

*1 found three empty five-gallon drums in the quarry, and
they weren't Mr, Tranmire's, he knew nothing about them.
They all had a mark stamped on them, you weuldn't notice
it if you didn't look carefully; but I'd seen it before, they
were from stoeks belonging 16 Snooker's Garage at Free-
bereugh.”

*“That's quite a way off, isn't it?”

*Not more than ten miles, Well, I talked to them at the
garage, and it seems they're open on a Sunday all day, and
a young chap came in the afternoon after the rain stopped
and bought three five-gallon drums, The man whe served
him offered io6 help o load the stuff; but the youth weulda't
have that, said his ear was parked in a side sireet, and he
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went off with the drums himself one by one, making three
trips of it, They all thought him daft. The garage is in the
marketplace; but it's quiet enough there on Sundays, and
he could just as well have driven his car round. Still, he'd
paid for the oil, it was no business of theirs.”

“What did the young man look like?”

“That's where 1'm beat, miss. No one could remember
enough to be of use, except that he was short and skinny,
with glasses and a hat pulled down over his face. It's a
description that would fit quite a number, but there's one
in particular I've in mind.”

She nodded: “Albert Dockin.”

“You know him, miss?" He glanced at her in surprise,

“I've seen him at the rectory, and Mr. Tranrotre told me
about him, Didnt you catch him in Kemsdale Woed on
Saturday night?”

*1 did, and he was up to no good there, I'll swear, with
Mr. Tranmire's lambs. He's a tricky customer, this Albert
Dockin. 1 can prove nothing against him, neither the lambs
nor this business of the oil: but I'm keeping my eye on him,
he'l be sorry before 1've done with him. Attesnpted murder,
that's what he's guilty of, and 1 shaa't rest till he's eharged
with it iR eourt."

“There isn't much to go on. It might be someone else
after all.”

“That's what the court wilt say unless 1 can prove it; but
1 need no proof for niyself, 1 feel it in my hones, You've
only io look at him to know what sort he is."

She did not argue, she was too inclined to agree.

As she rode on towards Kemsdale his eyes followed her
with approval. He felt some doubt whether he had not said
too much, none at all that be had enjoyed the conversation.

Flossie appeared from the byre as Kate entered the yard
at Kemsdale Farm. She put down the pail that she was carry-
ing and ran into the house:

“Right-o, Mrs. Torgill. 1t's a lass on a mare,”

Kate stared after her in surprise, dismounted, led Dinah
to a ring in the wall (o tie her up.

“I've come to see Mr. Tranmire,” she explained as Flossie
returned. “He’s expecting me.”

“That’s right, miss,” Flossie’s freckled face wore a grin:
“Go straight in. 1'll take the mare; there's a stall free in the
byre, she’ll be easier there.”
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*Yes, much better. Thank you very much.” She gave her
the rein and went indoors.

She paused in the kitchen, uncertain where to go next
Then she saw Jane Torgill holding the door open into the
passage: “Good afternoon,” she greeted her shyly.

“Straight through, miss, and on to the end, It's the door
facing you.”

The tone was laconic but friendly, the passage quite dark
as Kate entered except for a glimmer from the open door
behind her. She had the feeling of a welcoming strangeness,
a0 unknown that expected her, like Psyche ushered by
ystery into Cupid’s eachastist! padiace.

She knocked on the door indicated, and Jim's voice called
sharply: “Come in.”

“Good Lord, Kate,” he exclaimed when he saw who it
was. “Why didn't they tell me you were here? I'm afraid old
Jane Torgitl hasn't the right manners for a buter,”

His head was still bandaged; but standing dressed and

to receive her he looked anything but an iavalid. It
was a comfortable room, the walls were lined with book-
shelves, above which hung framed engravings, local views of
moor and sea, The table was littered with papers almost as
untidy as Brink’s, the windowsill with an axe, a billhook
and an assorifment of veterigary oddments.

Fas rose from the rug in front of the empty hearth,
wagged her tail, licked Kate's hand.

Jim watched with satisfaction; *“She'd have barked ber
head off for anyone else.”

~She looks very well." Kate rubbed her under the chin:
“Very different from four days ago.”

“Four days? It seems a lifetime since your epiphany
through the hedge, and you're looking just as you did then."

“With my face muddy and scratched?”

"And the repair outfit stuck fast in the pocket of your
paits. No, you needn't deive there today. You might have
stepped out of an advert for skin-cream,"

*“1 wish you looked less in need of repair yourself.”

“l shall tomorrow." He fingered the bandage: *“Doctor
Buttle or no Doeter Buitle, this is coming off."” He drew up
A chair: “Sit down, Kaie. I want 6 talk serioudyy™

She removed a pair of shears from the cushion, sat in
their place.

*You got that boolk I sent?'' he asked,
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She nodded.

“That's good. I was worried when | heard from Doctor
Buttle he'd used Pearl as his messenger."

“She brought it to the school and gave it to roe. Why
shouldn't she?”

*1 don’t know, except that her mother seems to be up to
something with Brink.”

“Nothing wrong, I'm sure. Mrs. Corrington’s a dear.”

“She may be, but 1 happen to know she shares a secret
with him.”

She laughed: *I can guess what it is. She'd love to be Mrs,
Brink.”

“Every man to his taste, every woman too. Well, to gel
back to this book, did you read the paragraph I marked?"

“Yes, I did. It was horrible.”

*So you understand now why 1 don't want you to play
the goddess in Brink's charade.”

*I do, Jim, but you've got 16 understand too why I'm still
going to, why ] must. It was no accident when your car fell
into the quarry, someone meant to kill you.”

"You mean the oil on the road? You've been talking to
Harry Bracken?"

*Yes, 1 have, and he's found out a lot more. The oil was
bought from a garage in Freeborough on Sunday afternoon
by a young man whose description seems 0 fit Albert
Deekin."

“What was Albest doing in Freeborough? How did he get
there?”

This young man had a car.”

~Albert hasn't, as far as I know; only a bike.”

*"He could have borrowed Mr. Brink's, 1 suppose, he prob-
ably knows how to drive. He was very cagey about the car,
it seems, parked it in a side street and insisted on carrying
the oil drums there himself, so that no one would see the car
and be able to recognise it."

He frowned: “1 wouldn't put anything of the sort beyond
Albert, but there are too many loose ends. How could he be
sure I'd drive past the quarry when he laid the trap?”

“I've been thinking, and I've remembered something. Mrd.
Buttle said that soon after we left for the Angel for tea Mr,
Brink rang up to speak to me, and she fold him where we'd
gone. 1 don't knew what he wanted; he sald nething aboui it
yesterday whea | rehearsed with him, and 1 forget io ask."
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“If the call was a pretext he made a lucky guess. Why
shoutd he suppose 1 was at Saint Ursulas?”

*Perhaps he didn't, hut when Mrs. Buttle told him it put
ideas in his head. Albert had plenty of time to drive to
Freeborough, buy the oil and smear the road, and if he
wanted to make sure you were still in Easby he'd only to go
to the Angel car park and see your car there."

“It could be. It helps to explain my dancing ghost.”

"“What was that?"

He described the apparitior which mede him brake and
the car skid,

“I¢s a relief at least,” he concluded wryly, *to know I'm
not suffering from delusions."

“It was Albert,” she declared. "I'm sure it was, it's just
his line.” She frowned, perplemci: “All the same, if he's
trying to kill you, why should he be so keen to warn ms
you're in danger?"

“Albert did?"

“More than once,”

*Who did he warn you against? Brink?"

“No, he refused to name anyone. He was terribly mys-
terious, full of sinister hints; but he suggested that if 1 acted
in the play I'd be in a good position to keep watch.”

“Oh, Kate, and you fell for that?"

"It's true, isn't it? 1 don’t care what his motives are, his
advice makes sense.”

"1t makes nothing of the sort. Look, Kate, 1 lost my tem-
per at the Angel, and 1 don't want to again new; but we've
got {0 have this clear, I'm perfectly capable of looking aftee
myeelf, Yeu've already saved my life once. That ought to be
ensugh fer yeu.”

*How did 1 save your life?"

"By making me take ihe hood down when we left Saint
Ursula's. §f the car hadn't been opened I'd have been trapped
inside when it erashed on ihie rocks."

“Oh, Jim, I'm so glad. How lucky we both love fresh alr.”

“Yes, we agreed on that. Can't we agree on this too? Tell
Brink you‘ve changed your mind."

"1 can’t. It’s too late.”

“It isn't too late at all. If you're thinking of the incon-
veniefice you're being ridiculous. You read in that book what
the purpose of the rite is, and how it ends. Can you seriously

113



call it inconsiderate of the victim if she upsets the programme
by resigning before the climax?”

“No, of course not, but ¢ 1 back out now Albert il know
1 smagpect something, and he’ll make haste to do what he
wants quickly before it comes out. Pm sure he means {6 try
again.”

“If he does the police will get him."”

“Fhey weren't able to stop him at the quarry, They need
someone to tell them what to expect.”

“Yob mean, they need Kate Evans? ] doubt if the serjeant
would share the view."”

“He ought to, if be has any sense, The police can do
nothing without evidence, and they haven't enough yet, Harry
Bracken told me so. If 1 can keep the game going, Albert
and Mr. Brink happy, it gives time to search round, till the
case can be proved and the poliee arrest them.”

THadt’s as likely as not what Bess Atkins thought. It dida'
help ber when they bent her aver ihe altar and Parios Ames
held the knife.,”

“Don't.” She covered her face with her hands.

“I'm sorry, Kate. [ only want you to see reason, to save
you from these abeminations.”

*Yon couldn't want it more than I do. I'm a dreadful
coward really, and I'm taking no risks. The rehearsals eoulda't
be more respectable; B reciie a lot of third-rate verse, and
Doris sits beside me and applauds,”

"The girl in beads? You can depend on he¢?"

“Absolutely.”

“What about the rest of the cast?”

“¥Il meet them at the dress rehearsal on Saturday. That's
when 1 hepe to find out what the plans are. They'll all be
there together, Mr. Brink, Albert Dockin, the whole crew,
and if 1 watch and keep my ears open I'm sure to pick up
something useful,”"

“You've a touching faith, Kate, in your own skill as a
sleuth, What happens if you pick up nothing?"

She hesitated: “He can't bring things to a climax ¢l the
performance is over, and that's on Sunday evening in church.”

*The church won't deter him. ] told you what happened to
the girl in his last parish.”

*Yes, but here at Easby the church will be full, he expects
a big congregation, much 100 public for tbe Black Mass.”
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He shook hi¥ head gloomily: “Well, I don’t know how he
means (o do it, but I'm sure from what I heard him say to
Albert that there's devilry behind it all, he believes himself
a reincarmation of Parson Amos.”

“Perhaps we'll know more after the dress nethearsal.”

“1 don't like it, not a bit, least of all this fantastic Idea
that you've got to run into danger to protect me. I've told
you, I can take care of myself. If Albert tries any tricks again
be'll be sorry."”

“There's more to it than just ourselves,” She frowned:
*Don’t you see, we've got to stop this man if he's as mad as
you say. It's fio use miy backing out; he'll still have his Black
Mass, het find some other girl to be his victim.”

“Let him, as long as it isn’t you on the altar.”

*You kmow you wouldn't think so if he killed a girl and
drank her blood. It's just as horrible, whether or Dot the
blood's mine."

*There's no need to make sure it's yours,”

“It needn't be anyone’s. I'm not a fool, I've too much re-
gard for my own skin; but there's no harm, there can't be in
rehearsing, and 1've a feeling something will happen at the
dress rehearsal that will give me all the evidence I want,”

“What do you mean, something will happen?"

*]1 don't know. 1t's a hunch. Anyhow that leaves plenty of
time to collect every poiicernar in the county and arrest him
before the event,"

“I'm no grealt believer in Kunches." He spoke reluctantly:
“stiil, if the rehearsals are as you describe. 1 suppose there's
f0 harifi iA your going on with (hem, Up to the dress re-
hearsal, but Ao loAger. You've get o premise me this, Kate,
that if you've siill 7o elue 18 his plans after mieeting therm
all on Saturday yeu'll chuek ihe whele thing up, either tell
Brifk you've resigned er, beiter still, just fait te appear wheg
the play begins."

“T'll tell him of course. It wouldn't be fair not to.”

“All right. That's agreed. He'll either have to cancel the
play or find another goddess.”

"L hope not.” She shuddered: "I'd never forgive myself.”

“Don’t worry. He's much more likely to call the show off;
but even if he finds you an undersiudy I'll have an eye on
him, and Harry too, and we'll iniervene in time. The girl
won't be hurt; all the same I'd rather it wasna't you serving
to bait the trap,”
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“You don't suppose I want to?”

“Then promise me you won't.”

She nodded: “I'H attend the dress rehearsal, and if I find
out encugh there won't be any play on Sunday, the police
can stop it; hut in any case 1 promise not to take part in it.”

“Good girl."

“Yes, and you're to be good too and see that Harry Bracken
guards you well. Remember, Jim, no more quatries” There
was relief in her voice however, and she broke off, pointed
to a tin standing on one of the bookcases; “Are there biscuita
in it? I'm rather hungry.”

“Why, of course,” He opened it and brought it to her:
“They're probably loathsome, they've been there for ages. I
ought to have ordered tea when you came, I deserve to be
kicked.”

“It was so late when I got here you thought I must have
had tea already.” She took a biscuit and munched [t “Any-
one sensible would.”

“But you hadn’t7"

She blushed: *I was in a hurry.”

“You pul me to shame.” He leapt to his feet, went to the
door and shouted into the passage: “A pot of tea, Jane, and
as many of those hot cakes as are ready, I can smell them
baking.”

Her head appeared from the kitchen: “They‘re ready and
more than ready, Master James, and if the tea’s stewed you've
no one to blame but yourself. I've been waiting this past
half-hour and more for you to call. The young lady won't
thank you, to bring her riding all this way and keep het fast-
ing,"”

The tea was very strong, but in consequence the more re-
viving; the cakes were crisp, hot from the oven. Kate left
the biscuit unfimished, turned gladly to the heaped dish on
the tray.

el a snack myself earlier in the afternoon,” Jim admit-
ted, “and I've done nothing but sit indoors. I've no right to
eat now.”

He helped himself to a cake nevertheless, even took a
second. Kate went on with undiminished appetite till the dish
was empty.

He offered her a cigarette, and they sat smoking, con-
tentedly replete, when Fan sprang up suddenly from the rug,
stood at the door barking vociferously. At the same time
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thesree was a clamour in the distance, voices raised ia shrill
dispute, among which Jane TemgjiB's was the most penetrating,
most easily distinguishable:

*Doctor s&id so, I Gl you,” she screamed. “If you come ia
against his orders it's over my dead body.”

The window of Jim's room looked south across the fields
sloping to the river, bounded by 6he hill beyond. Nio glimpse
was afforded of the yard on the other side of the house.

“What's happening?" Kate asked. “Ought we to go and
see?”

He shook bis head and grinned: “Leave it to old Jage,
She¥® copinng wary walll wiltlout us'™

The noise persisted, Fan's frenaied barking within, volleys
of acrimonious argument from somewhere beyond the
kitehen.

“Be quiet, Fan,” he hissed. “I'm trying to listen.”

Fan paid no attention, she was beside herself.

*All right." He went to her: “Have your own way. Youll
do more good there than here, the more the merrier.” He
opened the door, she bolted out, and he pulled it quickly to
again.

“Charge of gallant reserves completes the discomnfiture of
the enemy.” He winked at Kate, seated himself on the arm
of her chair.

*Won't she bile someone?”

*1 hope so.”

Soon after Fan's departure the noise subsided. When all
was quiet he rose, looked out into the passage:

*Who was that, Jane?”

“She in the car."

“What on earth do you mean?”

“Doctor said if she came in a car to send her packing.”

He came back to Kate, laughing: *“Doctor Buttle's a genius.
He deserves to end up in Harley Street.”

*1 still don't know who it was.”

*Can't you guess? Pearl.”

When Kate herself left she refused to let him accompany
her out of the house (o see her off:

“Doctor Buttle said you're to stay indoors.”

*1 warn you, if we say goodbye here, I'll kiss you.”

*You must obey a doctor who's practically a Harley Street
speciallst.”

“Then 1 will, and you take the consequences.”
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She was beid too tight, kissed too often to answer,

She came oat into the yard to find Jane Torgill and Flossie
in anxious consultation. Still dazed by the recent leavetaking;
she paid them Hitbe attention ased was walking past to fetch
Dinah from the byre when old Jane stopped her;

“We're in a rare fix. Could we ask you to help us out,
miss?”

*Yes, of course. What is it?”

“It's like this. Since Master Fames got his accident Flos-
sie’s had charge of the sheep, and now she's just taken a
count and she’s three ewes short. They've as like as not
strayed into the wood, and they'll be struck there, that's
certaln suré) rotten with maggots.”

« “Mr. Tranmire won't half carry on,” Flossie walled.

“Master James won't know nothing about it, not till he's
well. He's not to be upset, that's doctor’s orders; but mean-
time we've the ewes to fetch back, and Flossie won't go into
the wood alone, not If it was ever so, 1 can make nothing of
her.”

"Not if you were to beg me on bended knee, Mrs, Tor-
gill™ Flossie's jaw set stubbornly; “I've had enough of the
wood and its goings-on. It's not for nothing they call it the
Devil's Churchyard.”

“What happened & you there?” Kate's eyes rested on her
with hirserest.

She was silent, Jane Torgifl replied on her behalf: “I keep
telling her it's just her ideas, but she won't have it. Yester-
day evening it was, and what was she doing in the wood
you'd best not ask. We'd all the sheep nicely penned in the
long pasture.”

*1 went to make up the fence.” Flossie glared sulkily.

“Maybe you thought Ron Smith would be coming to help
you. I saw his motor-bike left here in the lane.”

“Well, he didn't find me.”

*No.” She chuckled; “If it had been him you'd have let
him catch you all right™ She turned to Kate: *She’s got it
into her head there was someone after her. From the way
she camié haring and screaming back to the farm it might
have been eur Guernsey huil ¥

“T'd soomer the bull,” Flossie retorted, “than a spook.”

“You see how it is, miss.” Jame Torgill wore a troubled
frown: “She’s taken against the place, and here we are with
these ewes to find and no one else to send. My man’s up in
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the high intake cleaning gutters with the lad, and they've
got their teas with them and won't be back till dark. I'd go
my;elt, spooks or no spooks, but 1 can't leave Master James
8s he is."

Kale began to see light: “You'd like me o go and look
for the ewes?"

“Not alone, you wouldn't know where to look; but Flossie
doesn’t mind going if you keep her company.”

Flossie nodded reluctantly: “We'll be two to one if any-
thm%éum out." i ]

“Yes." Kate sriled, pressing her bands to her hips: "“And
both of us pretty solid.”"

“That's right" Mrs. Torgill surveyed wjlh her appreval:
‘You're no wisp of a lass: You give as goed as you set, Il

bound. Well, m mueh obliged."” She turned and went

back inte the house: )

Fiessie whistied to Fan, whe eame bounding up:

"She'll be handy: It's lusk she's here when she's wanted:
8he's been meping all day in Mr. Fraranise's sopm,"
.t‘;ﬁenlet her out. She made sueh a neise harking at your
visitor.

“Herﬂ in the ear?" Flessie grinned: “My werd, didn't she

seuttie-

‘ann didn't bite her, did she?" . )

¥Ne fear, she_wqeién'ﬁ but she ehivyied her into her eaF
the way she ehivvies the hens. Squawking, elueking: ¥Ysu
Rever heard the like.” Flossie shoek with laughter:

*Whe Was it? Miss CorAngtens™ .

YCould have been the name, I didn't vightly eateh it |
told her it was decter's orders; RS one 19 88 M. Tranmire;
and she wasn't pleased. Out she geis all hoity-toity, Struts
round the yard as if the place belonged to her. I'd left the
byre door open to give the mare some air, and she peeked
in, My word, she turned real nasty, looked as if she'd clout
me if she dared, then off she stalks to the house to have it
aut with Mr. Tergill.”

*“I wonder why.”

“Maybe she knew the mare.” She caught Kate's eye, and
both laughed. Kate was i0o happy, she eould not help her-
self.

"l gave the mare a drink,” Flossie added, “and a feed of
corn.”
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Thamnk you se much.” She went into the byre, patted
Dinah, saw that she was comfortable: “She settles in easily,
she'll be quite content till we come back,"”

They crossed the fields with Fan at their heels,

‘“What did you see yesterday?” Kate asked: “Can you de-
scribe iit?”

Flossie shook her head: *“T'd soonest not talk of it, not if
I've got io go in there again."”

Kate did not press her. The day was drawing in, and as
they followed the path downstream a spur of the hill cut off
the westering sun. The light was not yet t6e dim while they
walked in the open, but under the trees in the woed it was
almost dusk.

Kate stared into the shadows: Tite sheep won't be easy
to see.”

“rl soon be dark, 1 don't like it." Flossie's voice trem-
bled, she clung to Kate's side.

The track winding to aveid the tangles of the thicket was
the same that Kate had travelled with Jim after their ad-
ventures in the Devil's Churchyard. Fan fan ea ahead,
stopped suddenly: branches rustled, feet seuttled, shern backs
glimmered through a dusky screen of leaves.

Flossie whistled to Fan. who raced forward.

“It's them. Two of them, maybe all three.” She speke ia
triumph and excitement, forgetting her fears in her relief,
the prospect of a successful end 6 the quest.

Her hope was premature. The sheep vanished again inie
the gloom; Fan lost iHaf), shuggled il wain thiswgh the
bramisles. The twe girls, however. pressed oR WURdiseBuF-
aged. sure now of (heir direction. convinced that at any
moment they would cateh anether glimpse ef the strays.
They were on ground that Kaie reeaghised, nel far from the
Devil's Churehyard. They passed the spet where she faune
Dinah ameng the trampled remains of the geat mask. Behind
these dark trees lay the river and the grassy headland fhat
i;admheld the peel of ilanb's bleed, Fan heaten almest 8

B3tH.

Whether or not Fan remembered the plaee, she turned
away from it, and they let her gulde them. The track became
fainter, barely distinguishable. Branches encroached, imped-
ing thelr way; they erept underneath en hands and knees.
It was all familiar {0 Kate, strange only in the darkness en-
shrouding them. She was reidz\é for the beg when they eame



1o it, leapt across from tuft to tuft of rushes without wetting
her feett

The ground rose steeply; Fan scrambled to the crest, and
they followed. Suddenly she turned, rushed back with her tail
between her legs, cowered beside them, growling or whining,
the sound was a mixture of both. They peered out through
the bushes at the open sward of the Kkmoll.

“Oh," Flossie gasped. Her veice died in a gurgle as Kate
¢clapped her hand over her meuth.

With her other hand Kate grabbed Fan by the collar. She
lost her own balance, slipped backwards, sat down with a
bump in a patch of nettles. Not daring to move, she sat still.

“Be quiet,” she hissed, “He hasn't seen its.”

Flossie edged towards her, where the nettles left room:
“It's him, it's the Devil.”

“Itisnt It’s just a man wearing a mask.”

They spoke in whispers, heads close together, Kate's lossg
hair tickied Flossie's neck. She pushed it aside with a giggle;
she was getting her spirit back, reassured by her companion's
presence, her words.

*A man you say? Fiesh and blood, you mean?" She quiv-
ered with suppressed laughter: “Look at him. Look at his—"

*Yes, I'm not blind. He leaves nothing to the imagina-
ﬁOﬂ-"

The evening light glowed on the knoll, on the circle of
upright stones and the altar-stone pale and flat in the centre,
on which a figure steod with arms raised in prayer, tall,
erect, stark naked, From feet to neck the figure was a man's,
the head a goat's.

Flossie was about to say more, but Kate frowned and
pursed her lips. The man was looking in theie direction al-
most as if he suspected something, but if he did the silence
reassured him, he turned to face the cromiech and began 1o
chant. They could distinguish neither words ner tupe, only
the rise and fall of a veies, menetenous, unmeledious, bleed-
eurdling.

“Are you sure it's just a man?" Flossie whispered. Her
confidence was ebbing.

"Quite sure. Wait."

Figures were emerging from the cromlech, a small group
of men as naked as their leader on the altar. Their heads
were hornied, their faces black masks with slits for eyes. Twe
dragged a burden between fihaoi, trailing it along the ground.
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As it approached it became clear what it was, a sheep's
carcase.

Flossie was unable to restrain her indignation: “That's one
of our ewes, the murderers, the nasty, ugly, sneaking jelly-
bellies. Look at them, showing all they've got, as if they'd
reason to be proud of it. A girl only needs one peek to see
they're no use to her.”

“Do be quiet.” Kate nudged her with her elbow: “Do you
want them to catch us?”

The men lifted the sheep, laid it on the altar at the priest's
feet; but he paid no attention, absorbed in his interminable
chant, droning on and on as if hypnotized by his own ca-
cophony. His acolytes grouped themselves on either side,
wajting. Kale wondered which, if any, was Albert; there
were several whose puny frame resembled his. They shivered
without their clothes; the sun was low, a chill wind rising.
8iill the priest ehanted, time without end.

Kate wriggled, whispered; *I can't sit here any longer. K
have to move.”

“What's wrong?"

“The nettles. They sting my behind.”

Flossie giggled: “I've known when 1 liked having my bot-
tom tickled.”

*It’s all very well to laugh. Mine smarts, my pants are too
thin."

Shie rose cautiously on her knees, gripping a protruding
root with one hand to steady herself, applied the other vig-
orously to rub her jtching seat. To do so she had to let go of
Pan's collar. The movement, the sudden release aroused Fan
frem dazed and (rembling submission; she stood up, threw
back her head, vented her pent erotion in a lugubrious
hewl, which blended and vied in penetrating discord with
the veiee frem the altar.

Kate and Flossie did mot waif to learn what effect the
interruption produced in the Devil's Churchyard, They leapt
up, fisd into the wood, with Fan bounding at their heels.
They lest the track, plunged through the bushes, stumbled,
fell sprawling, picked themselves up and ran on again, A hue
and ery behind spurred ihem on, shouts, curses, crackling
branches.

They had the advantage that they were well-shod, while
their naked pursuers trod barefoot on twigs, stones, thorns
and briars. The dismay that this provoked was evident from
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their yells of pain, growing falnter as the girls advanced,
dwindling behind them into the distance. Flossle who knew
kier way in the wood found the irack again, the going became
easler. They ran freely, even felt secure emough to pause
for breath. At last when tlight glinted betweea the trunks
;h;id they slackened pace (0 a walk, came out safe into the

They returned to the farm in silence, too exhausted to
talk. Flossie brooded downeast, remorseful, not looking for-
ward to the confession thai lay ahead, that she had failed to
recever the ewes, that ene of them was dead. Kate's thoughts
were less oecupied with the Jess than with the purpese for
which the slaughter was iniended.

Flossie helped her to saddle Dinah. She led her out into
the yard, and Kate mounted.

“Will you tell Mr. Tranmire about this?" she asked.

"As soon as he's well.”

*} suppose you must, but 1 wishk you didn"t have to.”

“You couldn't wish it more than me."”

The glow of sunset was fading from the sky as Kate rode
home: but the moon little diminished in its third quarter
shone in front of her, lighting the way, enslivesiting the film
of mist on the heather as Dinah plodded up the hill and over
the erest on to the high moeer. She broke inte a tret on the
level, and Kate let her choose her own pace; she herself was
absarbed in her theughts, trying to fake order of the fur-
moil, t6 sort eut anxiety and terror from jey.

Kemsdale Wood loomed ahead impenetrably dark on the
rightt. As she approached she listened apprehensively for un-
holy echoes from the depths, but there was ne sound except
the whirr of wings, angry croak of a cock grouse whose sleep
she disturbed in the deep heather beyond the gutter. Dinah
too eyed ihe trees askance, as if infected with fear; more than
once she would have shied if Kate had not been ready for it.
Then suddenly her bedy stiffened, she laid her ears back fat
on her fiane; she broke from a trot inte a eanter, frem a
eanter inte a gallep, prabbed the bit between her teeth and
bolted, swerving away frem {he weed up the Bank @R the
left of the read, gathering herselt at the tep and leaping the
lew wall 87 {8 the mest:

Kate gripped tight with her knees, recovered her balance;
but she had no power to hold the mare, no wish either. She
was as one with her in her terror of the unseen pursuer, the

123



wild huatsman urging on after her the hounds of hell. Across
the high moor through the moonlight night horse and rider
fled, over heather and bracken, ditches and watercourses, up
to the crest of the ridge and still faster, faster along it,
silhouetted against the sky, the girl's hair streaming in the
wind, the mare’s white flanks phantom-pale. A tradesman’s
van passed on the road; the driver pulled up, stared in aston-
ishment, superstitious dread. His story, suitably embellished,
earned him attentive hearing for days afterwards. Some ac-
cused him of drinking, others recalled the legend of an
anclent goddess of the ills.

Above the bridge at Easby the harbour narrowed, and at low
tide only a shallow siream of water was left between sloping
shelves of mud. None of the fishing craft whose home port
this was ever came up so far; but one or twe dmghies rocked
at buoys in the channel, and dereliet hulks retted en the
foreshore. This was the peoref end of the tewn. The heuses
on the right batik dwindled te steep weods, aver whese erest
lay Salnt Ursula's; the left bank held the railway siatien and
drab terraces built for the railwaymen.

Brink was walking in ene of these streets on Thursday
morning when Doctor Buitle emerged suddenly from a deok,
nearly knocked him ever.

*™“S8oryy, BeirikK!"hbee exviiimeed. “I'tina Abagysi Antéa0nteBh odf
a Iﬂlmi’."

“The cure of the body calls for mere urgency than the
eure of souls."

“You're right. A split second may lie between life and
death, seldom between heaven and hell."

“Fortunately for me. My werk leaves me time for my
hobbjes.”
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"Ah yes, folklore, you mean?" He hesitated, stroked his
beard: “"It's an interesting study, no doubt, but 1 feel 1
should warn you, Brink, against ioe much of i here at
Easby. Not everyone sees eye to eye with you about your
innovations.”

“Some people must have a grievance, if it's only about the
smell in church. You wouldn't believe how many have com-
plained of it in the past two days. It's probably a dead rat
under the boards, 1 can't see that it matters on a weekday.
I'll have a good search made before Sunday comes,”

“I'm not talking of a smeft in church but of people’s feel-
ings, their prejudices if you like. They've old-fashioned ideas,
and if yeu'll forgive my saying so it shocks them to hear
broad jokes from a man of your cloth.”

“My tongue runs away with me at times, but there's no
harm in it”

“1 can't agree.”

“You're thinking of my bort mar on Sunday, 1 suppose, the
treatment 1 prescribed for Kale Evans, Why shouldn't I cail
her callipygous, when the word suits her? Who in Easby
knows what it means?"

“Jim Tranmire did.”

“So 1 gathered. Let me put this to you, Doctor, as a
question of professional etiquette. How would you like it if
a layman claimed the right fo interfere in your work?”

“l claim no right, I'm only speaking as your friend,”

“Not you, 1 mean Tranmire. He thinks because he's patron
of the living that any incumbent he presents should behave
as he chooses. He shows his ignorance of the law relating
to advowsons. His rights cease with his signature of the deed
of presentation.”

“Jim didn't put me up to say this, L can assure you. He's
in no fit condition, he’s had a narrow escape for his life."

“So 1 heard, but he's better now, ihey telf me,”

“He’s still an invalid, confined to the house,™

*All right, Doctor, {1l take care not to upset him. My
tongue will be under strict control when Kate comes this
evening to rehearse.”

“There'll be no rehearsal, 1 fear.”

"You don't mean to say that she wants to shirk again?™

“I'd know better what she wants if 1 knew what's hap-
pened & her, She went out riding yesterday, and we haven't
seen her since.”
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“She never came back?”

“Apparently not. She'd a key to the door, all the teachers
have so that they can stay out as late as they please. We'd
no reason to be anxious, we went to bed as usual; but in the
morning her room was empty, her bed hadn't been slept in.™

“Not so odd perhaps as you think. She was riding to Keres-
dals Farm, wasn't she?”

*¥es, How do you know?"

¥A little bird told me, someone who saw her setting off
in that direction. It wasn't hard to guess what the urgent
business was, why she sent fe a message to cry off yester-
day's rehearsal. Well, Doctor, 1 can solve your mystery for
you, It seems ihat Tranmive has recovered bis health and
strength seener than yeu expected.”

“If you're hinting that she spent the night there you're
quite wrong. My wife rang the farm up at once, it was the
first thing she did. She spoke to Mrs. Torgill, the house-
keeper. Kate left just before dark, and it shoulda't have taken
her more than af hour to ride heme.”

“Has Tranmire himself any suggestions?”

“My wife was anxious not to worry Jim, she asked Mrs.
Torgill not to tell him. We're doing all we ean, we've in-
formed the police, and Harry Bracken's out on the road
now, looking for Kaie and asking if anyone's seen her.”

“A chance for Harry fo earn fresh laurels. He'll be an ex-
pert soont in scaling the cliffs of that quarry.”

Doctor Buttle frowned at the levity of tone: “The quarry
has nothing to do with it. Kate wouldn't go near the edge,
and she'd be in no danger if she were to. She can manage a
horse better than anyone 1 knew."

They were standing on the pavement with their backs to
the road and did not see Harry Bracken on his bicycle till
he drew level with them.

“Excuse me, Doctor.” He dismounted, saluted.

*“What is it, Harry. Have you found her?”

“I'm afraid not, and there's more trouble come on top.
Mrs. Buttle said I'd find you here, as like as not, at old
Mother Agg's.”

*Yes, I've just been visiting her. What's happened?”

“It's Mr. Tranmire, Doctor. They dida't mean to tell him
about the young lady; but when that girl, Flossie Daw, heard
she took on so they could do nothing with her. Off she goes
to Mr, Tranmire and bluris out some story about the sheep
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in the wood. I couldn't make head or tail of it myself, except
thai Miss Evans was with her, and they both had te run for
their lives. Anyhow, what with one thing and another, Mr.
Tranmire got it all out of her, that Miss Evans set off home
in the dark and hasn't turned up. There was no stopping him
when he heard it; he would have it she was in the wood still,
and he went off to look for her himself."

*Sheer madness in his slate of health. Why should she be
in the wood at all?”

“l don't know, Doctor. They tried to argue with him,
but he wouldn't listen; so Alf Torgiill went with him, and
Flessie oo, they wouldn't let him go alone. It was a good
job they didn't, he hadn‘t got far on his way before he was
iook real bad, fell dizzy and fainted. Aif and Flossie earried
him heme between them."

"Delirious, 1 suppose?”

“Thal's about the look of it; but they didn't know where
o get you on the phone, so 1 thought I'd fetch you myself,
I'd got to slip back on my hike into Eashy anyhow to see the
Serfeant about some information 1've picked up.”

"Il drive straight to Kemsdale now. What's this clue of
yours? Anything hopeful?"

*1 woulkdn't say it was or it wasn't, but it's worth looking
into. 1 stopped a lorry on the road, I've been stopping any-
thing likely to be passing to and fro. This chap had seen
nothing himself: but he'd hHad a eup of tea, he feld e, at
that transport eafe, the Flying Saueer they eall if, a mile of
&6 short of Freeberough, and ihiere was some talk there about
a (ae ihey heard last night frem a iraveller with a van. He
was seber eneugh, they said, But he swere he'd seen a ghest
R the mear."

“¥hat sort of ghost?™

*Thai's the point. It was a horse, and the rider had long
hair streaming behind.”

“If it was a ghost it was an odd coincidence.”

Harry modded: “There was a lot of nonsense added, that
the horse shone like the moon and galloped up into the sky;
but the van was a long way off, it seems, and a man can be
speaking truth for part of the lime and inventing for the
rest™

“At any rafe, the horse very evidently was white."”

“1 saw heaven opened,” Brink quoted, “‘and behold a white
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horse, and he (hai sat upon him was called Faithful and
True.”

Harry, who had ignored him hithero, turned to address
him: “[ hardly think it was a man, sir. The hair sounds more
like a girl's.”

*So what are you going to do about it?" Doctor Buttle

“Wicll, I thought if Miss Evans was crossing the moor, on
the rigg-top maybe from this talk of the sky, they might
know something about her in one of the farms on the other
side, and it wouldn't iake Serjeant Cleaver long in his car
to go round to them and make inquiries."”

“Is quite an idea. She might have been galloping on the
moor, I wouldn't put it past her. If the serjeant’s doubtful,
Harry, tell him I think you're right.”

Harry departed on his bicycle.

“The white horse of the Apocalypse.” Brink nodded
thoughtfully: “Yes, a goddess clothed with the moon, with a
vesture dipped in blood.”

“I've n6 idea what you're talking abaut™ There was a
sharp edge to Doctor Buttie's voice: ™1 musi be off and see
what's the matter with Jim. 1 told him to keep gquiet. A
relapsa can be dangerous.” He moved towards his ear drawn
up against ihe eurb: “He's a feol, but 1 suppese ene eaf't
blame him. We're all fond of Kate His fast werds were
addressed less e Brink than himself.

Brink, left alone, walked on to the end of the street. It
was a blind alley; progress was barred by a stone wall except
where a gate in the corner gave access to a patch of waste
ground, coarse grass and weeds sloping dowa to the mud of
the foreshore and bounded at the top by the rallway. A
notice on the gate announced that eamplAg was permitted.
Already in early summer there was an agglomeration of ears,
metor bicyeles and earavans.

Brink entered the field, picked his way through the litter.
Inquisitive eyes peered at him from caravans. A small boy
naked except for a pair of drawers, who was playing in a
puddle of slops, polnted his finger and shouted:

*Look, Ma, look at that man. Why's he all in black? Is
someone dead?”

His sister, even smaller and more lightly clad than him-
self, came to the top of the steps, stared and burst into tear-
ful screams:
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“Nasty man. Don't like him. Take bim away.”

The noise abated for a moment as a plurp woman in an
orange bikini stooped and picked her up:

"He won't hurt you, Maureen. It's 6hly a parsan”

“Blioody parson,” the boey yelled, inspiring Maureen to re-
newed efforts. His mother smacked him, and a comcert of
wails pursued Brink as he strode hurriedly past.

Farther on he found refuge among familiar faces. The
party of adolescents who frequented the rectory inhabited
two caravans on the outskirts of the site. A willowy girl
with sharp features and rolls of peroxide-blomal curls called
o him:

“Are you looking for Albert?” She pointed to a temt
pitched alone under the hedge.

Albert crawled out as Brink approached: “Hullo,” he
greeted him. “Come to visit me in my Swtely home?" He
held the flap back with a gesture of hospitality.

“Thank you."” Brink shook his head.

“What's wrong with it? 1 keep my things a bloody sight
tidier than you do.”

*No doubt, but 1 prefer my own efftuvia {o yours.” He
sat down on the grass, and Albert, scowling resentfully, chose
a pllace beside him.

Brink paid no heed lo his mood, sat silent, engrossed in
his own thoughts. When at last he spoke his voice held
repiroof:

“That was a bad business last night. The proceedings of
course were only a prelude, hut all these rites have sanctity,
the least of them deserves respect.”

"We did what you told us, and a nice job we had too,
catching and Killing the sheep.”

“I'm not finding fault, but I'm unhappy about the in-
terruption.”

*That bloody dog, you mean? What more could we do,
chasing through a tangle black as hell, treading on thorns
with no shoes or even sogks on? My feet are as sore as pin-
cushions. You'd knew if you hadn't been toe caieful of your
own skin to help.”

“} couldnt rak damage fo the sacred mask. It's my only
one left. I'd an aceident with the other."”

“You could have taken it off,”

*“I'm not anxious to reveal my identity.”

"“To a dog?”
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it wasn't alone.”

“No, that's what most of the chaps thought, They swore
there was someone with m and I'd like to know who,"

*1 can tell you. Kate Evans and Tranmire's land-gjioll*

“How do you know?”

*Lucky chance, a few words overheard.”

*$0 1 was right, she was riding to Kemsdafe, and you said
she’d be safe in the house holding Trammiied® hand.”

“I'm act infallible. 1 wish I were. To add to the con-
fugion, jt seems that she's disappeared, no one knows why
or where.”

Albert smirked: *I could pus them wise.”

“What do you mean? Did you have a part in this?”

“It was just a lark, Mr. Brink. I was coming through the
wood after we packed up, and 1 saw her riding on the road.
So I thought to myself 1'd practise the words of power I've
learnt, and hey presto, they worked like an H-bomb. Not ot
the girl but the gee. The beast went crazy.”

*Was she thrown?"

*No, she stuck to the saddle, I'll say that for her. She took
the wall like a bird, and off helter-skelter across the moor.
That was the last I saw of her.”

“The last anyone's seen. Your invocation had such power,
Albert; she’s Vaniidied info thin air.”

*Jve the knack. I'll soon be an adept.”

“You've a knack for making a fool of yourself. How can I
perform the rite of the goddess if she's lying with a broken
neck under some god-forsaken erag?”

*We'll find another as good."

“We won't.”

Albert stared at him, crest-fallen: *You told me to think
up some useful trick.”

*Not on the girl but the man, on Tranmire himself.”

“So 1 did too, didn't 1, when his car took the high dive?
He'd have had it If he'd kept the hood on. Is it my fault he's
one of these fresh-air fiandi?"’

“Thank goodness he is. 1 want him out of the way; but
I've told you, Aot killed. Not yet."

*You're hard to please, aren't you? Whatever 1 do, It's
wrong.”

"All right, Albert, you needn't look so aggrieved. If it com-
forts you, there's some advantage come even of yourx blunder
with the girl, Tranmire was so upset bv her disappearance he
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went to hunt for her himself, and the result is he's had a
dangerous relepse.”

“8o I've nobbled him after all? He won't be able to med-
dle with us?”

*“He wouldn't, if there was anything to meddle with; but
without a victim the sacrifice is off.”

“Have a heart, Mr. Brink, There are other girls. What
about her high-mightiness, Lady Curlywig? She'd give style
to the part.”

*Who the hell do you mean?”

*] don't know her name, but you're thick as thieves with
her mother,”

*Peari Coniingten? What do you take me for? Anj I capa-
ble of such sacrilege, to offer scrag-end on the altar of the
great ones?”

*She’s all right in her cloties**

“The goddess wears none. We need Kate Evans.”

He sank into glum silence. Albest watched him appre-
hensively, not daring to break it.

*“Has the place been tidied up?” Brink asked at last, “After
this land-girl's stories they’ll be ferreting every hole in the
wood.”

“I've seen to that.” Albert's confidence returned, he was
conscious of merit: "L sent Aidan early this morning."”

“Aidan? Yes, yes, 1 remember. Tall, fair, might be a scout-
master.”

*That's the lad. He's keen too; there’s only one thing the
matter with him, he's a queer,”

*What if he is?”

*No harm of course, if you like it. Lots of parsons are that
way, 1 know,"”

“Well, I'm not; but I can't see for the life of me that it
matters where Aidan's fancy reams,”

*Last night it didn't, we were all boys together; but when
the big show comes I'm not sure how he'll take it. We'll be
a mixed party.”

“That problem can wait till we know if there's going to be
a big show st all™

*“Must it be a wench? Wouldn't a chap do as well?"

Brink shook his head: “Not even to please Aidan,"

Albert was staring across the field, he pointed with bis
finger: *“Here he is. You can talk to him yourself."
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A youth in khaki shors came in through the gate, skirted
the caravans and approached them. He raised his arm to
Brink in a gesture not unlike a Fascist salute:

*1 was just coming up to the rectory to report, sir.”

*“T've saved you a journey." He smiled at him: “Have you
left everything tidy?”

“Yes. sir. I buried what I could and carried the rest Inio
the bushes,”

*You met no one from the farm?”

“Not in the wood, only in the field as I was coming away,
The girl who works there, Flossie Daw, was gathering ihe
sheep, and I passed the time of day with her.”

“She wasn't suspicious?”

*No, she'd never seen me before.”

Albeit grinned: “She had, Aidan: but not your-face, and I
don't suppose you were showing what she'd recognise,"

“Flossie was in the wood last night.,” Brink explained,
“she and another girl. They were responsible for the noise
that disturbed us.”

Aidan blushed to the roots of his hair.

“You'll have to get used to mixed company,® Albert
warned him,

“It's all very well for you." His volee was peevish: “I'm
not keen on girls, 1 caa't help it."”

“Did you talk to Flossie Daw?" Brink put in.

*“Yes, sir, we'd quite a chat.”

Albert winked slyly: “Take care, Aidan. She'll have a yen
en veu."

Aidan paid no attention: “I thought it my duty to get into
conversation with her, to find out how the land lay.”

“Very wise of you.” Brink nodded: “What did you hear
from her? Did she tell you of her owa adventure iR the
wood?"

“Not a word. She talked of Mr., Tranwire's illness. She
was upset, she kept on and en atioui it.”

“She’ll have it on her conscience that she was i6 blame for
his relapse.”

“She didn't say so, She put all the blame oa his aceldent.
She doesn't believe it was an accident at all.”

“What was it then? Attempted suicide?”

“Aocording to her, it was attempted murder. She's been
talking to the policeman.”
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“Harry Bracken?T Brink caught Albert's eye: “The hero of
the occasion, and he doesn't let sanyone forget it. He found
oil or something spilt on the road, dida‘t he?”

“¥Yes, and he’s got a clue now, he knows where it came
from.™

“What on earth do you mean?”

*“Its only what Flossie says, sir, what the policeman told
ber. He traced the oil to a garage in Freeborough.”

“AH oil looks alike. Don't tell me the garage baa identified
it as theirs.”

*“] can't see bow; but they did, and they described the
customer.”

“Does the busy know who it is?" Albert asked anxiously.

Brink frowned at him: “All right, Albert. Leave ihis to
me.”" He turned again to Aidan, who replied:

“Not yet, but he's making inquiries. The description was
rather vague. He'll have more to go on if he finds the car.”

“What's this about a car?’ Albert checked himself in
obedience to a glance of angry warning.

*There was a car, was there?” Brink asked. “The nefarious
customer didn't come on foot?”

“As a matter of fact, he did. He parked the car round the
corner, bought three drums and carried them to it himself.
The garage people thought it funny.”

“They wetl might; but 1 don't understand, if they never
saw the car, what clue it can offer.”

“A woman noticed it parked in front of her door. It was
a light-blue Cortina.™

*"And the registration number?"

“She didn't take it."

“Not very bright of her. There are plenty of light-blue
Cortinas about.™® He laughed: “I own one myself."

Aidan Iaughed too: "The police won't waste time on you,
sir.”
“1 hope not, 1 expect I've an alibi. Thank you, Aidan,
you've done very well. Our rites interest you, don’t they?"

“I've known nothing like them.” His voice quivered with
fervour: ""They take me out of myself, put me in touch with
the cesmic.”

"“That's the right spirit. Stick to it. Domt let anything
deter you."”

*1 won't, sir." He departed, saluting with the same gesture
as before.
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Brink frowned when they were alone: “This isn’t your
lucky day, Albert. Thanks to you, our victim has vanished,
and the police are hot on out track.”

*1 was as careful as could be. It beats me how they traced
me to the garage.”

“What concerns me more is that they traced you to may
car, I wish with all my heart I'd never let you use it.”

*They don't know whose car it was.”

"Not yet, but blue Cortinas aren't as common here as |
made out to Aidan." He paused, asked sharply: *How much
has thai boy been told?"

“No more than's good for him. He isn't ready for strong
meat‘!l

*So I gathered.”

“Don’t worry, he'll be all right when I've had time to
work on him. Step by step, that's niy motto."”

“Are they alt like that in your gang?"

*No, the others are the couldn’t-care-less sort, they'll do
anything for the kick of it; but Aidan’s different, he takes
things seriously.”

*So much the better. He's the type 1 want.”

*Yes, he's worth taking trouble with, he's a bora medium.
Orgasm, that's all he needs to eure him of seruples."

Brink rose to his feet, dusted his trousers, picking off shreds
of paper and other debrls adhering io them:

“Weell, 1 leave him to you. I've a visit to pay en a lady
who's usually a mine of information and will be abie, I
hope, to relieve my mind."

“Hicity-toity’s ma?"

“I'd rather you referred to her in my presence as Mrs.
Corrington.”

He strode briskly back by a short cut beside the railway
past the station into a busy shopping sireet, dodged through
the crowds, passed the approach o ihe bridge and eontinued
on along the quay by the main harbeur. At this heur late in
the morning tourists flocked there, sirelling, dawdling iR
chattering groups, leaning over the railings e admire the
view of ithe cliff oppesite with iis paichwerk of reg-filed
reefs, erewned with the church and abbey ruins: A famil
party siopped him 1o ask he way i{g 18 the eRureh, &
elderly Ameriean 19 assure him ihat ihis was the gquain
ald fishing part In all ERgland. ABsorBed iR RIS OWR hoUERIS;
he answered eurtly and af randem, pressed oA ynResding;
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leaving those who addressed him to stare after hira in sur-
prise, some offended, others amused, pumbering among the
town's curiosities an eccentric parson.

Farther on, the street swung away from the harbour be*
hind an intervening cluster of little dwellings, spick-and-span
like dolls' houses. He turned in at one of these, rang the bell,
Molly Coniington opened the door:

“Why, Oswald. What a nice surprise. I'm afraid every-
thing's rather untidy, but do come in.”

He smiled: "I hope I don't disturb you at a busy time.”

"Of course not. I'm never too busy to see my friends.
Pearl keeps on at me to start cooking lunch, but she’ll bave
to wait for it. I'l make you a cup of coffee first.”

“No, I'm sure it's too late. Haven't you had yours already?"

TN not be sorry for anciter™

She ushered him into the drawing room. Pearl sat on the
sofa smoking a cigarette. The face that she turned to the
visitor was unmwelcoming.

“You'll have to play hostess for a few minutes, Pearl," her
mother told her, “while I boil up the kettle.”

*What for?" Pearl frowned: “Coffee? Its nearly lunch-
time, I'm sure Mr. Brink doesn't want us to live the 'day
backwards.”

“Well, 1 want a cup, and he’ll drink one o keep me com-
pany, You cad do as you like." She bustled out of the room.

Brink sat down in an armchair, Traces of the litter from
the caravan site, still clinging to his clothes, soiled the gay
cretonne.

“Have you had any news from Saint Ursula’s?" he asked.

“News?" Pearl raised her trimly plucked eyebrows: “Oh,
this fuss, you mean, about Kale Evans? Mether's been in
such a state she let everything else go to pet. She's depe
nething all merning but ving up Mrs. Buttle."

“it's a bad business, it looks as if the poor girl has suffered
some harm."

“If she had it's what she's asking for, showing herself off
on that pony with a glad eye for anyone who comes her way;
but she hasn't of course, it's just as 1 said to Mother from
the moment we heard of it. The Devil looks after his own."”

“How do you know she hasn't?” His eyes glinted,

*Mrs. Buttle rang up just before you came, she's had a
message fiom the police. While everyone's been scouring the
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country ?for Kate Evans she's lying ticked up cosy n bed st .
a forma"
Meolly Cerringten entered with a tray of sups and a eof

fespot.

Eveu‘re talking about Kate?" she exclaimed: “isa't It wen-
derful, Oswald? They've found her."

“'m dshghtsd:" e speke with sineere ferveur, rubbing
his hands; “Have you any details of what happened?"

“Very few, except that her herse ran away with her, and
it caught its foot in a rabbit hele or something, and they beth
came down among the focks, | don’t knew if Kate was hurt
or just fainted; but it seems that she lay there most of the
night till a shepherd found her. and he took her to a farm in
Golstondsk, 1t's ever so lonely a spot, right in the heart of
the moors, and they aren't on the telephone, so they couldn't
let anyone know where she was,"

“They could very well,” Pearl interrupted, “if they'd tried,
Even if they haven't a car they must have legs,”

**There was probably good reason,” her mother replied.

*“We'll hear later. The main thing is that she's safe."”

*And none the worse, 1 hope,” Brink added.

“it doesn't seem so. Helen's driving over to fetch her.”

*Then P’ll call at Saint Ursula’s this afternoon to inquire,"

“How thoughtful you are, Oswald. I'm sure Kate will be
touched." She poured out his coffee, turned to Pearl with the
pot poised in her hand,

“Not for me.” Pearl shook her head: *I've more respect
for my figure than o0 keep on swilling the stuff.”

Her mother laughed: “1 like coffee, and my figure de-
serves no respect,” She filled her own cup, glanced coyly at
Brink.

“Don't worry, Molly," he assured her. “It suits Pearl io he
slim, it wouldn't suit you.”

“That's what my Ernest used fo say. My buxom belle, he
called me." She teok her handkerchief from her bag and
wiped her eyes: “It was his pet name for nie, 1 ean hear
him still.”

Pearl smiled sourly: “Father preferred quantity to quality.
He'd a knee to spare for any woman with plenty to sit on.
I've heard you tell him so, Mother.”

“Poor Ernest” She sighed: “He was so susceptible,”

“That's the excuse they all make, all men of his fype. It's
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waste of time to appeal to their higher instincts; they've
@ taste except for fTesn"

Brink listened, puzzled and disconcerted. Molly Corrington
axplained:

“Pearl's rather upset. She'd a rost disagresable experience

terday at Kemsdale Farm."

*With Tranmire?"

“No." Pearl exclaimed: “Not with Jim, ! can't believe he
meant to insult me. 1 know who's to blame, and | shan't
forget it" She hesitated, eyeing Brink doub YT el
you this I don't want it put in a sermon or anything of that

“It shan't be. Il treat it as if under the seal of confesiipm:*

“Confession indeed? I've nothing to be ashamed of, un-
like some girls I could name, the sort Jim runs aften™

“You jump to conclusions too fast, Pearl," her mether
protested. “There mayn't have been anything wrena."

“There never s, Mother, in your eyes. There wouldn't be
if you stood looking on while they undressed.”

“Oh, Pearl, you shouldn’t say things like that." )

“All right, Mr. Brink can judge whether 'm being faneiful:
A parson can't be so ignorant of the facts of life."

“I've had opportunities,” he agreed, "o study them during
; my years of service to the Chuseh™ .

“Listen then. | drove to Kemsdale yesterday evening te
lmk bow D wes grtting on. § kaew he wasn't resily well
lendush fior visitors. Doctor Bute warned e brferehend:
but | thought as Kate Evans had gome over earlier in the
day 1'd be allowed just a minute or twe with him. That half-
witted land-girl, Flossie Daw, was in the yard, and she put
my back up at enee; she has me manners, she isp't fit o
work on a gentleman's farm. All Wie same 1 didn't argue, |
turned the car to drive home. Then what do yon think? I
couldn’t help seelng inio a shed, the door was wide open,
and (here her peny was sianding a6 pert a5 you please.”

"Whose? Kate's?"

“Whose else would it be, a white brute with a long mane?”

“It's a sweet litte thing, so premty; her mother exclaimed.

*More vicious than sweet, from the look of it. I don’t like
horses, but I'd like very much to know what the rider was
doing in the house while 1 was kept out,”

“Didn't Flossie say?” Brink spoke with tactful sympathy.
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"Flossie? I got nothing but a flood of coarse abuse wheq §
asked her, most of it luckily unintelligible in her awful dig-
lect. Flossie, it's the right name for her; she's the very {ype
of a floozey, and that old hag, Mrs, Torgilt, isn't any bettes,
cackling and screeching at me:. I've never known such 4
household, 1 was thankful to escape from it,"

Her mother shook her head; “1 ean't understand it: They're
80 civil when 1 eail. There must have been some mistake.”

“There's no mistaking what Kate Evans was there for.

“Ne, Pearl, 1 won't have it, 1 den't belisve it"

Brink laughed seothingly: 3 den‘t belisve it sither, from
what I'm teld ef Franmire’s health. He's i no fit state for
sueh pastimes.” ‘ N

“You meedn’t be 58 erude,” Pearl reproved him. “Hew do
you knew what Jim's fit. for oF isp't3"

M know this, he's jusi had a dangsreus r@laﬁgss | met Bes:
tor Buttle in the own and was wWith Rim wreR he gst the
fRssage.’ ) _ _

“Oh, poor him" Melly €srrington exclaimed: “¥m sue
prived Helen said nething abeut it when she rang, but | ex;
peel she was toe mueh taken up with kate”

“As a matter of fagt, there’s a eoRnsction between the
events: When he Reard that Kate was missing he insisted oR
g6ing to leek for her himself; and this is the result”

“What a foei he B Pearl shrugsed her sheulders: “He
might have knewn she'd turn up like a had penRy:"

Her mether sighed: “1 think you're being very unkind
when he's 5o ill." . _ _

“We hope he wen't be ill for 16Ag." Brink smiled: *| ean
guess what's in Pearl's mind, and ¥m inclined to agres:” He
thraed to bere “Yeu feel; der't you: that o yeung man A
Tranmire's position ought to marry a girl from a well-to-de
background, accustomed to the life money can buy and able
to tike her piace in local society?”

"Yes, 1 do. Thai's what he needs, hut not just an idler,
of course. I've a job of my own like anyone else.”

"Pearl works hard,” her mother explained, “at her little
boutique at the Anyjl, sefling face cream and things like
that.”

"Not face crcami. Mother. You make it sotind so vulgar. [
keep nothing ihit hasn't a French name, bugprit ilb Pumpad
iltittre, rPvi?die Hounrdon'”
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e heard of your venture,” Brink assured her, “snd 1
to become one of your customers when 1 want & @it
for parishioners of the fair sex.”

“Come when you like, but I don't promise you'll #nd me
fisare. 1 only open the place when I'm in the mood.”

“How delightfully amateur.” He laughed genially: “She
dfzsws the right spirit, doesn’t she, Molly, one of the world’s
workers and yet unsoiled by commerce?™

Molly nodded: TThear’s nothing unladylike in Pearl's wartk.™

“Quite so, A very suitable occupation for the future Mrs.
Tranmire.”

“Fd be better pleased,” Pearl complained, “if Jim thought
so wo."

*“Don’t worry.” He put his coffee cup down on the table
and patted her shoulder as he passed to resume his seat: “He
will, he must, it's for his own good. We've a duty to help
hifm, you and I. Will you join me in a crusade to save him
from himself?”

“Not to mince werds, from a shameless hussy™

“l1 den't care what you say,” her mother protesied, “Ske's
sweet.”

“Of course she is, Molly,™ he agreed. “I'm as fond of her
as you are, she's charming. It's for her sake as much as his
that I deplore so unsultable a match. { foresee too clearly
bow it would end, 1've known {00 many broken thartiages.”

*Yes, 1 understand what you mean. It makes me cry fo
read of them in the papers, 1 don't pretend Ernest was per-
fect; but 1 always remembered our happiness at the begin-
ning, and it helped me fo bear with his faults. How could I
let it end in an ugly law-suit?"

“You were too weak with Fathet,” Peari told her, “a rich
man like him. You could have stung him for thumping ali-
mony."

“Anyhow,” Brink interposed, “that’s what we want to pre-
vent at Kersdale Farm.”

Molly Corrington shook her head: *“lim isn't that sort,
I'm sure, and Kate wouldn't want to take advantage of it if
e were.”

“Neither will be put to the test if Pearl and 1 can help it."

"Can we?" Pearl asked. “What can we do?"”

He rose to his feet: “Much can be done by friendly neigh-
bours with a Christian sense of duty, especially when one of
them s the most elegant young ludy m the town.”
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She grasped his outstretched hand with unaccustomeq
goodwill.

Molly accompanied him from the room fo exchange a fei
parting words in the hall;

“How good you were with Pearl, She was in such a diffj-
cult mood when you came.”

"1 can see she's upset about her reception at Kemsdale
yesterday.”

“Yes, it does seem odd, and so unlike Jim; but there may
have been more to it than Pearl told us. She can be lather
brusque sometimes, and neither Flossie nor Mrs, Torgill
would fike that. 1t was a pity too she saw Kate's little mare,
she's jealous enough of her already. She's devoted to Jim
and ean't bear him {o look &t anyone else.”

*“They aren't engaged, are they?"

“Oh dear, no. In fact I'm not sure that he feels that way
about ber at all; but she’s set her heart on it, and 1 do think
they'd be very well suited.”

*“I'm sure they would. 1 told her so just now, in so many
wor .|l

“Yes, you did, and it pleased her; but you mustn't en-
courage her t0o much, it would make it all the more painful
if she's disappointed.”

"She won't be, if We go about things the right way. Listen,
Molly, 1 wasnt merely flattering her, 1 honestly believe she's
the right wife for Jim Tranmire; but I've another reason too
for wanting to bring them together. You remember what I
told you en Sunday about a group of nuisguided people in
iy former parish who dabbled in black magie, and how |
suspect that semething of the sort will be tried at Easby?"

“indeed I do, Oswald. How could 1 forget it? You thought
that Jim might be, not mixed up in it of course, but in
danger from them."”

“Well, he has been in danger, hasn he?"”

“His accident with the car? You don't mean to sey—"

“Why not?"

*“1 heard that the police weren't satisfied and were investi-
gating,”

“You didn't put two and two together, connect it with this
business in the wood?”

“I'm afisiid not. There were stories nboul oil on the ruad
and a garage in Frecborough, but nothing to do with black
magic.”
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*The police have a single-track mind, it runs on ofl. They've
{earnt that a man bought some at this garage, and that's
enough to convince them he's a criminal.”

“Hiave they arrested him?™

“They haven't caught him yet All they know is that e

driving a blue Cortina. If suspicion falls on anyone
pwoing that make of car Il have to be careful, or I'D be
anested myself.”

“How ridiculous. Not even Harry Bracken could be so

%s{mﬁgg te8 Fidiculoys 18 be believed i %uta#s £RBH
o ke © propagate calumpy. Fhere are peep it %R
suit Yery wsll i@ i s me thetF whispmg bey.*
"] wish we knew whe they ave.”
“8p d8 |, But yeu'll understand why T 0 ankigus mean:
while foF Pearl to keep an eve on Tranmive.” .
41 dep't §ee the coRnection. M afraid I'm tes stupid”
“Let e eXplain more Elsaﬁg He reeds someone t8 profect
apd distract Bm from these dark influgnces. What antidele
eeeheﬁmas ﬁBear!MhsgseEie 89 8phigh-
eated, she'lt draw h&m But of f;rém may_ Hee the
G§BFE§§I8& she'll exereise the shadows of
ﬁt $0uAds A pice eompliment: But l eaﬂf h‘é1 fesimg
Fry foF Keate: Be yB ﬁ%&i{hémmk the's wreng oF Rims
fm afraid s8. 8 FE%
Ih %gia;e talk ﬁ}g\% ﬂeales 8he fay ee ’FBH Feet that
;}!evsr FiRg; Mally { 59&44 OR YBUF 8004 semse”
& opened the gate, euf iie the streeh and she
ﬁﬁ%‘éﬁ Haiehj
F Fidge: elrmﬁas {hs §E? s 18 the Ehureh:
walked on Baﬁf 18 ms mexiory: He lived aigre thers: But sl
Eharie Bracken's wife, his nearsst neighbsyr, came in foF &
couple of hotrs of housewerk and 19 eook hit JuAch: She
Yas waiting for M. A siout WOMAR with & firm byt pleasant
fage, an i of stolid dign ﬂ;é
“Yai're late,” she told him. *but e kept the cutlets het:
¥ ;chsws dried 19 A EIRdEF YOU'YE A BAE 19 Wank but yeur-

_ i soFry, Mirs; Bragken. There's alivays so much to de
in & parish like this."
She nodded: “If yeu're eriﬁb@ut that smel in church it's
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high time something was done, 1 was in there
cleaning, and it's as bad as ever, fit to knock you over.”

“Yes, it's rather pungent, it's probably a dead rat,
something."

*All the rats in town, if you ask me, boiled up into broth#

He laughed; “You've a picturesque way of putting things,
Mrs. Bracken,”

“Well, it's your business, not mine; but if it's still &
this come Sunday you won't find many willing to sit through
the service.”

“Pll have a good search made before then, even take up
the boards in the pews.”

*Would you like our Harry to help? He's handy at such-
like jobs, and he's here now, he came across with me, He
can wait of course til) you've eaten your dinner.”

"“Thank you, L can manage very well alone. Why did Harry
come with you to the rectory? Dees he want to see me?"

“He said not to trouble you. It's just a piece of routine
they've set him on to,” There was a note of embarrassment
in her wvoice, her eyes were fixed on the window at the back
of the hall where they stood, It looked out on to a shed used
as a garage, from which Harry at this moment emerged and
crossed the vard.

"What the hell?” Brink muttered. He opened the window,
leaned aut: “Hujle, Haery, Taking a stroll?”

Harry approached unwillingly: ™3 #eg pardon, sir, I didn"t
want to trouble you. It's just a check we're making on all
cars,”

"Ml Cortinas, you mean. 1 hope mine's been given a clean
bill of health?”

*“I'm only carrying out orders, sir."

“It's bis duty,” his mother put in. “He can't go against
thy szrjeant.”

“All right. F'm not denying it.” Brink turned to her testily;
“He can spend the day in my garage, for all 1 care.”

“Thank you, sir," Harry replied. *I've got what I want.
His tone was respectful hut formal, he avoided Brink's eves,

Mirs. Bracken glanced from otic to the other: "Dear me,
T don't know what’s come over me, dawdling here. T'll fetch
your dinner and set it on the table. It's been in the oven
tone enough already.” She hurried off to the kitchen. Harry
hesitated, then turned to move away.
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“tarvy.™ Brink called him back: *“You were looking for
jaiss Bvans when | saw you last. | bear your hunch was
m,xmiztmlm'rtm et

*¥es, thanks be," The relief in his veice was inspired as
much by the change of subject as by Kate's veappraranee:
»At Rewantree Farm. 1t's a lost sort ef place op en the
moot; be&t Serjeant Cleaver thought it worth wying, and there

she was:

“No benes bioken, | hope?"

“He didn't see her himaelf; but the 5E@e le at the farm
meu% she'd taken little Barm, moere shesk than anything
else. ‘They said she was eoming Fouad nmlﬁ‘

*i wender they didn't send word to let Mrs. Butte knew."

d no idea where she same frem. The lad fourd her
on the hill, ke was eut early shepherding, and it seems she
was ejither Upconseions oF in ne state 19 tah&s then when they
got her 19 the farm they put her to bed, and she fell asiesp
and they didn't like 9 wake her." )
g“A ‘%amg sng@gg, the White Geddess trapsformed inte the

eauty."
aFry stared at him wneemprehendingly.

"All wight, Har?, enly algke of mine; but there's a lesson
for yon in this, that real lite seldem follows the pattern of
a thriller ea TV." _ _

"It's a gosd “;&i it deesa’t, siv. We've enough work in the
foree witheut Yhate" .

“I'm sure yeu have, with all these cars to check: Den't

et we Kéééﬂ yeu:" ) -

Harry departed. Brink went inte the dining roem where
the entlets awaited hir, dresied with ey petatses and peas:
Mrs. Bracken leoked W while he was eating them:

"“The coffee's kespig% het 6n the range: If there's pething
FAOPe you want Il be off heme.”

“N%Ijmg, thapk youn Mrs. Bregken: Vil do very well by

Afier luach he retired to his study, tesk down Ames
Pounder's notebeok from its shelf, fiagéring the vellum Bind:-
ing earessingly, licking his finger to rub off apy stains Jeft
by the netifebed in the Bevil's Churehyard: For a long time
he sat pering over the erabbed handiriting: his fips meved
a5 he committed werds to mgme@r{,\ reeiting them to him-
self. Then he turned to the Yist of names at the end, and
his eyes gleared as they v%;;egd oA the last entFy. He rose,



drew the curtains across the window, lit a candle, cleamiy
a space for it among fhe papers on the table. It was sheg?
and thick, of black wax, gave off aromatic smoke as jf
burnt. He sank to his kaees in prayer:

*Thank you, thank you, thank you, great Archangel. Howy
could L be doubtful of your promise? How could 1 show less
faith than the patriarch Abraham? God will provide himself
a kamb for a burnt offering. The altar stands ready, the boly
rites have been performed. Neither heaven nor earth cag
deny me the chosen victim,”

He knelt with bowed head in silence for several minutes,
then agaln he prayed aloud:

*l vow myself, Lord, to your service with all my heart
and mind, soul and spirit. May the victim's blwod he a
draught of everlasting life and power to do your will, but of
confusion and damnation o all whose motives are unworthy.”

He stood up, folded his hands, recited in Latin the version
of the Lord's Prayer:

“Bager nositey quii eras in coadn™

Then with a final genuflexion he blew out the candle,
pulled back the curtains, opened the window to let out
the smoke. The light of the summer afternoon flooded into
the reem.

It was nearly six when he paid his call at Saint Ursula’s,
By that hour, as he knew, most of the day's work at the
school was over, the atmosphere relaxed. Helen Buttle more
at Jeisure fo altend to him. Nevertheless she frowned as she
saw him coming up the drive. She was with her busband
in thelx private sitting reem,

“What's the matter, Helen?" he asked.

She pointed to the windew: “Mr. Brink, He'll be coming
to ask after Kate."

"An innocent purpose, surely?”

She shook her head: "He'll want to see her, and she's
had quite enough already without him {o worry her.”

“We've all had epnough, you especially. I'll tell him she's
to ill to be seen.”

“Thai’s not much use when she's sitting there in full view
on the lawn, talking to Doris."”

He laughed: “Unless | take care I'm going to lose my
reputation. You say Pearl can't forgive me for prescribing
selective company for Jim?"
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“So Molly told e when she rang up. She said Pearl was
furious,”

“And if 1 offend Brink I'll have Molly furious too,”

*“Poor Molly: I love her dearly, but her taste is quite ap-
palling, in men as much as in clothes. Think of Ernest.”

“It's better not to, if we aren't to think ill of the dead.”

Helen's eyes were on the lawn: “Oh dear, he's seen her
glready. There's nothing we can do about it. 1 was hoping
to make her accident an excuse to get her off his midsummer
follies.™

“1f your plot depends on presenting Kate as a frai invalid
it haswt a chanee.” ) .

“Ne;" She sighed: “She looks provekingly blesraing: Hew
she €an L eapt think, after spepding the Right sut en the
moor half-Stuaned.” . .

“"Youth and a healthy bedy are magicians with whem ne
decter can eompete.” ‘

“ﬁ“ the same, she Was lueley. It raust have been 8 Aasty

ol

“Yes, she hit her head against something pretty hard a
reck probably, that knecked her eut: but | cap find RS serisus
injury. What did her mere geed than anything was the lopg
sleep at the farm. These people dewrve a medal for leaving
her in peace 9 gsag the sheck off." ) o

“} suppese 267 But | didn't feel muveh like awarding it
when 1 went to feich her, thinking heW mueh apxiety we'd
Bave been spared i we'd kneWwn seeRer what had RappeRed:
It was especrally hard o Him"® o )

He apdded: "] was really worried abeut him this fﬁemm%e
bt beth my patients have respended g PAGFE sﬁserve treat:
PeRt tham miRe. dim's temperatore fell With a piep when
he got the news that Kate was found: It only sees to shety
how much illness is psychosomatie.”

“You're too fond of that catchword, Arthur."

His attention was on the group cutside the window; “1H
need a lot more beginning with psycho before we've done
with this parson.”

Brink had drawn up one of the canvas chairs, seated
himself beside the two girls on the lawn. He smiled benev-
olently at Kate:

“I came to ask after the invalid, but the answer stares
me reassuringly in the face,”
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“Yea, 'm quite well again, thank you.,” Her vesce was
polite, but her eyes were averted, fixed expectantly os his
chair.

*My only regret is that I'm too late for the part of Prince
Charming.”

*Excuse me, Mr. Brink,” Doris interrupted nervously; but
a glance from Kate restrsined her, @sd she relapsed into
silence,

Ha looked at Kate, waited.

*Why Prince Charming?” The blood rose to her face from
the effort to control her muscles.

*To kiss the Sleeping Beauty awake. Yon ask for it, Kate,
you blush so prettily.”

Her eyes gleamed, she pressed her hand to her mouth,

“Oh dear,” Doris exclaimed. "1 thought so."

The frayed canvas of his chair split beneath him with
rending, jarring eructation. His rump sank through the hele,
hung suspended, the woodest struts gripped him tightly by
the hips. Doris sprang to her feet in dismay, grasped his
amis to help him up, wrestled to extricate his trousers from
the splintered frame. Kate sat watching, unable, no longer
even trying to suppress her laughter.

“Tm sorry,” she sobbed. "1 can't help it, you look 30
funny.”

Erect at last and free from encumberance, he glared at
her: "You did that on purpose.”

*How could 1? You chose the chair yourself.”

*You wouldn't listen,” Doxis protested. ™1 wanted to warn
you it's unsafe.”

He mastered his temper, laughed grufity: “From tlie sub-
lime to the ridiculous, from your accident to mine. 1 suppose
1 must forgive you, Kate, but 1 beg you to keep your sense
of humour in cheek on Sunday, net to turn a mystery play
inte a farce.”

“I'm not likely to, am 1? There's nothing comic about the
part 1 play.”

“Of course not. It's allegorical, symbolic, a fairy story
with esoteric meaning."”

“That's just what I feit,” Dorls assured him, "when Kate
was reciting her lines.”

Kate's eyes mocked him: “Doris i3 a great admirer of
your literary style.”

*“From which 1 gather that you yourself aren't."
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“Perhaps FII be more impressed by the action.”

He glanced at her sharply; but he dropped his eyes, meet-
ing hers,

“When ars you coming for another rehearsal?” he asked.
“You've only had one so far, and it's Thursday already.”

“Tdl spout the lines now if you like. We've quite a good
audience.”

He turned to look. A party of little girls stood congregated
on the lawn, watching them.

“Doea Mrs. Buttle allow them here in the garden?” He
regarded them with disapproval.

"Why not? They're very good, and they'll love to see me
making a fool of myself, even if the performance isn't up
to the standard of yours when you sat through the chair.”

“QOh, I don’t think they saw that.” Doris smiled at him
soothingly: *They've just come.”™

“They saw everything,” Kate retorted, “They were climb-
ing in the beech tree.”

He frowned: “In any case, I'm sure Doctor Buttle would
blame me for overtiring you so soon after your ordeal, Welll
make it tomorrow at the rectory.”

*If you want to please Doctor Butte you'll do without
a Midsummer Goddess.™

“Don't tell me you're crying off. Oh no, Kate, 1 don't
believe it. A fall from a horse and a night out on the moor
are nothing to a plucky girl like you. Il let you off tomor-
row, you can complete your recovery; but you must appear at
the dress rehearsal on Saturday. No excuse can be accepted.”

*“1'll come to the dress rehearsal, I promise; but I may be
rather late.”

“Why should you be late? Don’t tell me that fresh com-
plications have arisen."”

*"Nothing serious, It's just that on Saturday afternoon
I'm going over to Golstondale to collect Dinah and ride
her back.”

“That damned mafe? Excuse my language, but 1 thought
she'd fallen over a crag or something and broken her teck.”

“She dido't even break a leg, though she well might have.
She caught her foot in a hole and came down on top of me.
1t wasa't feer fault, M'm sorry to disappolnt you, Mr. Briak,
But there’s pothisg wrong with Dinah, Mr. Alsyke at Rowan-
tree Farm says she isn't lame af all, and he's looking after
ber till Saturday wheq I eall for her.”
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“Can't she stay there a day or two longer?™

“No, she can't.”

“Is important, this dress rehearsal, your first chance to
meet and act with the rest of the cast.”

“Yes, I know, and I don’t intend to miss i} but it's quite
a long ride from Glostondale. If I'm late you'll just have
to wait for me.”

“We can't start without you.” He hesitated, frowning; but
the eyes of the children staring at him, their muffled giggles
and whispers disconcerted him. He took his leave and de-
parted.

“Poor man.” Daris spoke rguaachfully: “You were very
rude to him, Kate, I never thought you had it in you to
behave like that.”

“I never thought so myself till I met Mr. Brink.”

“Why have you taken against him? He's quite fallen for
you, that's plain enough. You ought to be fisttened.”

“You wouldn’t be, Daris, if you knew what he wants to
do.”

“You don‘t mean?”

“No I don‘t. Something much more alarmming.™

Doris waited, sympathetic and curious, for further details,
but none were forthcoming. She sighed, took off her spec-
tacles and wiped them:

"] like him myself; he's such a character, so eccentriec and
amuging, mch better company than other clergymen I've
met, and at the same time 1 respect him for his learning.
It’s hard to believe any wrang ef him."”

*Yes, 1 felt like that at #rst.”

“Do tell me, Kate, what the trouble is. Do st me help
you. If you dislike him so much, why don't you refuse to
act in his play?”

*“I wish 1 could, but I can’t.”

“Why not?"

Kate did not reply, and Doris sat in silence, rebuffed.

Doctor Buttle came out of the house and crossed the lawn
towards them: “Kate,” he called, “you're wanted on the
phone.”

“Me?" She jumped to her feet in surprise.

“It's Bim, and before you take the call I'd better reveal
what I've been keeping dark. This morning when he heard
you were lost he insisted on going to look for you himself,
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gnd the result was what anyone might have known, a nasty

She stared at him in dismay.

“I's all right,” he assured her. “I can tell you now because
it's over, Wher I saw him this afternoon he was recovering
by leaps and bounds, thanks to ajm incomparable tonic.”

“And a clever doctor.”

“He owed the tonic to Doctor Kate.”

“You mean, he owed his nelapse to me.”

“No, I mean the tonic, the news that you aren't lost after
all, No drug in the pharmacopoeia could have acted more
quickly.”

She blushed: “He really is better?"

“He won't be for long if you keep him dawdling at the
telephone. It's bure to be in some draughty passage.”

She fled.

He turned to Doris: *What were you two girls doing to
the parson just mow? Practising judo?"

She laughed nervously: “It was an accident. He sat in
the wonky chalr, and it gave way; but he wasn't huatt™

“Except on the tenderest spot of all?"

"Ch no, Doctor Buttle, he didn't touch the ground.”

“1 meant, his dignity.”

She laughed again, more to please him than from amuse-
memtt

He looked at his watch: *1 must hurry, I'm late for my
evening surgery.”

Kate took the call on the extension in the commor room,
She was alone.

“Perfectly well, thank you,” she replied into the receiver.
“But what about you? Doctor Buttle's only just told me.”

“Perfectly well, thank you.” His voice teased her, and she
laughed.

“It was stupid of you, Jim. You might have known 1
wasn't in the wood.”

“It seemed only too likely when 1 heard Flossie's story,”

“She said she woulkint tell you till you were well.”

"1 am well, quite well enough lo hear your story too.
What sent you galloping off across the moot? I doa't believe
Dinah ran away and you coulda't stop her."

*1 didn't want her to stop."”

*“Tell me what frightened you.”
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“Not now, it would take too king. Doctor Butde said 1
wasn't to keep you in a draught.”

“Dama Doctor Buttie.”

*He's very wise,”

“All right, if I can't have your stoty you shan't have mine,
the important news 1 reang you wpakivout’'

“No, that's not fair. I'll tell you everything when we meet.”

“Tomorrow?"

“]l can't come to Kemsdale tomorrow, Fm a bad bargain
for the school as it is, paid all day today for doing nothing.™

“Stick to your work then. I'll leave mine to come to Easby.”

“Oh no, Jim, I'm sure Doctor Buttle wouldn't approve.”

" trave! in luxury as passenger, with Flossie at the
wheel of the l-and-Rover.”

“Can Flossie drive?"”

*She callz it driving, but she's more at home on the tractor.
Anyhow, we'll come wejl arfaed with L-phites.”

"1 do think you ought to stay quiet.”

“1 do think you oughtn't to keep mie here in a draught
while you waste time with futile objections; but I'll forgive
you, il tell you my news. I've just had Harry Bracken to
see me. He's examined Brink's car, and he feund an eily
label in the boot, marked Snooker's Garage, Freeborotigh "

*Where did it come from?"

*“Use your intelligence. From one of Albert's drums, of
course. Goodbye, darling,”

He rang off.

Friday morning was heavily overeast. Clouds scudded, diiven

by a chill wind, and as Albert and Aidan climbed the chtireh

steps they looked down over the twia moles of the harbour

on a steely-grey sea Becked with white Borses, barely relieved
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in the distance by a shaft of light from a narrow patch of
blue sky on the horizon. Albert shivered:
“I% it's like this tomorrow night I've a good mind to pack
”

“You're joking?" Aldan glanced at him anxiously: *You
wouldn't really let Mr. Brink down,"”

“Jt would bloibdy well serve him right if I did, the way
be treats me.”

“You're so touchy, Albert. He means no harm, it's only
kis fun,”

*Poor fun for me. If he isn’t sneering he's shouting at
me, telling me off for something that doesat suit him; but
when [t conies to any awkward job, any hiat of danger, it's
me he turns to. 1 get the kicks while his lordship sits cosy
with his books.”

“He needs to read a lot, We depend on his learning.”

“What about my own? I'll soon know as much as he does.™

“I'm sure you will, and I admire you for it, 1 do honesty;
but Mr. Brink has more experience, and a single mistake
can have dreadful results in an invocation of this sort.”

*Don’'t 1 know,” Albert nodded: “We're invoking power,
and it's not to be trifled with. 1 hope you'll bear that in
mind when the time comes, Aidaa my boy."

“T've learnt ail the words he taught me. I keep repeating
them to myself in my head to make sure I haven't forgotten
any.”

“You need more than the right words, it's the right be-
haviour that matters. Nothing else can save you when power
answers the cail.”

“What will happen when it does?" His voice quivered:
“The others think this t5 just play, but I know it's the real
thing, powerful magic. Can't you tell me what to expect?"

They were at the top of the steps. Albert paused, his eyes
glittered through his spectacles:

*No, Aidan, 1 can't, If you read the old books you'd
learn that it's forbidden to divulge the mysteries. You must
do your part and ask no questions, lay the goddess on the
altar, leave everything else to the adepts, M, Brink and me,”

*The goddess? That gir! we saw on Sunday at the rectory?”

"That's the wench. She's agreed, L thought she would."

“Do we really need a gitl in the show at all?™

“We've cut out any other¥, haven't we, to please you?”
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“You'd no choice. In mixed company we'd have to wear
llips."

*Well, we've saved your modesty, Aidan. We'll bs all boys
together except for the goddess, and shell be in no position
to look.”

‘Im glad to bear it. All the same, I wish we could have
done without her, 1 know what girls are, they chatter. She'll
be talking ahout it afterwards to all her friends,"

Albert shook his head; “Shell say nothing,”

They walked ofs past the church,

*Look, Aidam.” Albert laid his hand op his arms: “You're
not just one of te gang; you're an initiate, you play eni im-
portant part in the rite. I chose you because I can see you've
the right spirit, you're in earnest.”

“I am, 1 certainly am. This means more to me thua any-
thing I've known, I've tried different sorts of religion, Ply-
mouth Brethren, Jehovah's Witnesses, even the Catholics,
buit 1 got nothing eut of it till 1 met Mr. Brink. He's opened
fiy eyes, put me in touch with something big, something
cogmie.”

“Youll go far, my lad. You've the makings of an adept,”

Aidan's lips parted rapturously: “You think so?"

“Your chance will come tomorrow night, you'll be put to
the test. Remember that the first lesson is to have faith in
the wisdom of the masters, your duty to obey, say nothing,
hear nothing, see nothing while the Saviour receives the
sacrament.”

*The Saviour? You mean Mr, Brink?"

“Don’t ask more than it's good for you to know. The
name, could be Albert Dockin."

Aidan stared at him in wonder, not daring to speak. They
walked on in silence to the rectory.

Brink opened the door to them: “You got my message?”
he asked.

Albert nodded: “I'm glad she's turned up. So the show
goes ahead, I suppose?”

"1t does, if we can avoid more blunders.”

“Was it a blunder to get Tranmire so het up that he's
back in bed out of our way, on the doctor’s danger list?"

“I shouldnt be too sure of that. The roundsman who
brought my groceries just now had been over earlier to
Kemsdale, and he told me shat Traamire's up and about,
seemingly little the worse.”

152



Tytait doctor's too smart with his pills.”

“The cure, if you ask me, owes more to an errant aymph.”
He smiled at their incomprehension; °*“Fie goddess who
presides over our rites.”

“1 baven't your learning.” Albert’s tone was resentful:
“But you find me useful, don't you? Very well, I'll try again.
Third time lucky.”

*“No, you can leave him to me now. I've a plan of my
ewn."

Pusst as you please. 1 shan't be sorry.™

Aidan stood listening, embarrassed and puzzled. Brink
glanced at him sharply, spoke with forced geniality:

“I've more important work to occupy my trusted lieuteq.
aini I depend on your help, Albert, for the suceess of the
great rite.” He led the way into the study, and they followed,
Aidan reassured, Albert mollified.

*Sit down,” Brink invited them, “We've much to discuss.
1 want you both to understand what's expected of you at
the supreme moment, the mystery of muysteries, when the
moon rises in the Devil's Churchyard.”

“Not till moomise?" Albert asked. "We'll have to wait
quite a time. Its a waning moon, in tise third quarter.”

“So0 much the better. The place is haunted.”

"By woman wailing for her demon lover?”

“Bravo, you're more at home with Coleridge than Ovid.”

“He's a scholar,” Aidan put in eagerly. *You should see
his room where he lives, books everywhere.”

“I'm no dunce,” Albert agreed.

*No fool either, 1 hope." There was reproof in Brinks
voice; “This is a rite that calls for humility. We invoke a
power able to destroy as well as reward,”

*I've explained that to Aidan, I've warned him to do what
he's told whatever happens,”

*Yes sir, and I'm well prepared,” Aidan assured him. “I've
got all the words by heart. 1 know how miuch depends on it.”

“Good." Brink nodded: “Every formula must be word-
perflecyt that goes without saying; but the words themselves
aren’t enough unless they're reinforced by the spirit. We
must worehip Aot only with our fips but with all our being,”

*Yes, sir.” Aidan’s fate glowed with devotion.

“Listen, both of you.” Brink glanced from one to the
other; "I can't repeat this warning too solemnly. Those who
officiate, the hierophants, you two and myself, expose our-
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selves to appalling danger, as my predecessor, Amos Pounded
learnt to his cost, The force that will respoad to our inveess
tion is a devouring fire; our only shield is the holiness of e
motives, without whiebh nothing can save ua from the ever
lasting flames, There's still time te withdraw if either of yon
shrinks from the ordeal.”

“I'm not afraid,” Albert declared,

“And you, Aidan?"

“Il go ou, sir, I'll do my best."

“Very well, Perhaps you'll both kneel and join me in a
prayer for strength,"

hey rose, turned and knelt on the carpet with their heads
bowed over their chairs. Brink stood, joined his hands and
raised them; his voice thrilled with earnest supplication:

“Great Archangel—"

The loud peal of a belt interrupted him; he broke o
angrily, strode to the window. Harry Bracken stood at the
front door, already putting his finger to the bell-push to
ring again. 1t W5 a bell with a penetrating note; the clangouif
jarred every nerve in the study.

"“Quick,"” Brink exclaimed. “Skedaddle, before I let him
in. Across the hall, through the kitchen and out by the back
door."”

Albert hesitated: “‘What about Mrs. Bracken?"

“She hasn't come yet. Make haste, seoot. Oh and, Albert.”
3e drew him aside: *“1'd like 49 see you later in the day,

one."

He waited till they were out of the hall, then opeaed the
door to the policeman,

"Are you looking for your mother?” he asked. “She isa't
here, it's too early.”

“No, sir, Mum's at home, I know that. Ii's yeu I want
to see if you can spare the fime.”

“I'm rather busy. I've a lot of work for tbe festival 6n
Sunday. Is your busifiess urgent?"

*Yes, sir, in a manner ot speaking it is; but it woa't take
long if you'll be good enough to answer my questions.”

*1 will, in so far as I can,” He stood fast in the doorway,
leaving Harry to fidget with one foot on the step.

"It's just this, Mr, Brink, Were you anywhere out 15 yeur
car on Sunday afternoon?™

“Of course not. As you know, it was Midsummer Day,
and 1 was planning to revive some of the traditiopal eustoms
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here in the rectory garden. The rain washed the

out. and T've put it off til] this coming Sunday; but I had
to atay in the house all the same in case people came un-

aware.*

“Had anyone permission to use the car without yon?"

“] make it a rule never to lend my car. I don't want it
smashed up.”

Harry coughed, fumbled in his pocket, brought out a dirty
piece of paper: "Do you know anything about this label?”

“Snooker's Garage, Freeborough. 1 know the place, I've
bad dealings there from time to time. What do you want
e to say about your unsavoury exbibit? Claim it as a long
lost ireasure?”

“It's your property, Mr. Brink. It was found in the boot
of your car.”

“A lot of rubbish accumulates there, some of it yeary old,
Fm afraid.”

TFhis isn’t so old. It's got the current year and month
on the stamp.”

“Very likely, I'we been in Freeborough once or iwiee
since the beginning of June.”

“Buying oil in five-gaflon drums?”

“Why shouldn't I buy in bulk, if it's more coavenient?”

Tihene’s 5o reason at all, sir, why you shoulda't; but as
a imatter of routine I'd like o cheek that it's your erdinary
custom. Perhaps you'd be good enough to shew me some
of the empties.”

*“Look here, Harry, what are you getting at? Are you
suggesting that 1 was the criminal who bought oil in Free-
borough to smear on the road, so that Mr. Tranmire's car
skidded into the quarry?"

“T'm only doing my duty, making inquiries.”

“Perhaps I can help you then. You say that this label
was found in my car. Someone, a police officer, 1 suppose,
must bave been rummaging there to come on it, which goes
to show how easy it Is for any Tom, Diek or Harry fo gain
access without my knowledge,"

“It's true, it's not so hard.” Harry was red in the face.

“Anyone might,” Brink insisted. TFese young people
from the camping site, for instance. They come up here to
see me, and 1 encourage it, I take my pastoral work seriously;
but I can't always keep an eye on theax They're often imess-
ing about round my garage.”
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“You think one of them stole a trip in your car on Sunday
to drive to Freeborough?”

“All I'm saying is i’s not impossible, but it's more lilaily
you're harking up the wrong tree."

He broke off, and both looked round as a car approached
along the drive. It drew up, and Molly Corriogton got out,
carrying a brown-paper parcel under her arm, Pear! remained
sitting at the wheel.

"Oh dear,” Molly exclaimed. “Is anything wrong? Has
there been a burglary, or something?”

Brink smiled at her: “You've a vivid imagination, Molly.
You see a policeman, and your mind jumps to crime; but
i's nothing sensational at all. merely that Harry suspects
me of attempted murder and wonders if he oughtn't to
arrest me.”

“No, Mr. Brink.” Harry spoke reproachfully: “You know
that isn't correct.”

“Of course it isn’'t, Harry,” Molly assured htm. *“The rector
likes to have his joke. It's just his way,”

“Don't you worry, m'm.” His tone was soothing but non-
committal. He furned to Brink: *Well, I'l be going, sir,
unless there's any more you've to say."

“That's all, Harry. You can follow up that tip of mine,
if you like.”

Harry did not reply; he raised his bicycle from the wall
against which it rested, mounted and rode away.

“What is it?"”" Molly asked anxiously. “Why did he come?”

Brink laughed: *l1 wasn't romancing 00 much when I
spoke just now. 1 told you there are mischief-makers doing
their best to blacken my character."

*Sorely Harry woulda't believe thera? He doesn't come
to eburch as ofien as he should perhaps, but his father and
fhether are s8 regular.”

“Things aren‘t what they were, Molly, Qur ideas are out
of date. Modeen youth, 1 fear, has no proper respect for the
cloth.”

Pearl left the car and joined ihem: “What an age you're
taking, Mother, just to give Mr. Brink a parcel.”

*T can't help it, Pearl, There was Harty Bracken. I had
to speak to hir.”

“Yes, I saw. Has be nothing to do all day but chatter?"

“Poor Harry. It must be a dull life, a country policeman's.”
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Brink smiled: “We shouldn't grudge him 4 mare's nest or
two to livea things up,"

Peart d ber shoulders; “He thinks he's Sherlock
Holmes since he pulled Jim out of the quarry.”

“He saved Jim's life," her mother declared. *He deserves
a medal" She turned to Brink: “Well, 1 mustn’t keep Pearl
waiting. She's meeting Leslie at the Angel, and she's anxious,
1 know, not to be late,”

“1 couldm't care less,” Peart retorted, “but 1 don't enjoy
standing shivering here in this wind.”

*Come indoors,” Brink exclaimed, “Forgive me, my wits
ire wool-gathering, and my manners with them,”

Molly glanced at Pearl, received a discouraging frown.
She spoke regretfully: “I'm afraid we haven't time, Oswald.
I only came to bring you this parcel; it's not to be opened
till tomorrow, your birthday.”

He took it in surprise: "My birthday. How did you know?"

“Don't you remember the little picture you gave me on
Saturday in the vestry, the green man, and what was written
on the back? You don't suppose 1 haven't kept it?”

“Molly, I'm really touched; you're too sweet for words,”
He slipped his arm through hers: “No, I'll take no refusal,
1 insist; Py going to open sy present @t once uwder the eyes
of my fairy godmother.”

She accompanied him into the house without reluctance.
Pearl followed with an air of disapproval.

“In any case,” he added in the hall, I owe you a cup
of coffee. INJ see it Mrs. Bracken's arrived yet. If not 1M
make it myself.” He passed on into the kitchen: “Ah, Mrs.
Bracken, just the right minute. As soen as you've taken off
your coat and hat | want coffee made. I've two visitors,
Mrs. and Miss Contingion.”

Pearl and her mother waited in the study,

“Phew,” Pearl gasped. “It reeks of cigarette smoke, like
a railway carriage full of workmen.”

*Perhaps he's had company. Your father’s study used to
smell like this when his racing friends came to see him.”

“If you thought more what Father was like you wouldn't
be in such a hurry to replace him. 1 don’t want to be dis-
agreeable, Mother, but jt's outrageous the way ypu make up
to Mr, Brink, I'm only thankful this moralng that I'm here
to chaperone you."

*Don't be silly, Peart. At my age.”

157



Thane's no fool like an old fool.”

"1'd rather age made me foolish than turned me soumr™

Brink joined them, looking put out: *I'm sorry to have
been so long. 1 wanted a word or two with her about Harry.”

*To tell her he'd been?" MoUy asked.

“She knew already. She met him on her way here.” His
frown betrayed disquiet, but he pulled himself together, spoke
cheerfully: “Anyhow she'll have coffee for us in a few
minutes, and meanwliile I'm looking forward to my birthday
treat, to uawrap the mystery.” The parcel was still in his
hand; he laid it on the table on top of the papers, fumbled
with the string te unknet it.

Molly approached, unable to restrain her eagerness; “Shall
1 help? I've nimble figass’™

"No, wetll follow the example set by Alexander the Great,”
He reached for a knife lying on the chimney piece; it had
4 long blade tapering 16 a fine point, the handle was of
bronze, chased with iniricate emblems.

*What an odd knife,” she exclaimed. "Is it very old and
valuable?”

“Yes, it came from the East. It was a priest's knife used
in sacrificial rites.”

The blade, razor-sharp, cut the string through like butter.
He replaced it on the shelf beside his pipe.

Molly had already lost interest in it. All her attention
was occupied in watching him as he removed the brown
paper, laid bare a cardboard box and lifted the lid. A dressing
gown was revealed of crimson silk; he took it out and held
it up. The colour was so bright that it dazzled; the ecuffs
and cellay, in irreconcilable conflict, were of an equally garish
pea-green.

“It was my last present for Ernest.” she explained tear-
fully. *He never wore it, he died on his birthday before
night.”

*Whereas I fully intend to survive over mine.” He patted
her hand comfortingly; “li's a magnificent garment, Molly,
but 1 can't deprive you of a relic so precious to you, associ-
ated so poignantly with your husband.”

*I'd much rather associate it with you, 1 would really.
Look, It's yours already.” She showed him the breast pocket
on which an emblem was embroidered ln green, fot the
green of cutls and collar but a bue nearer that of boiled
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sweet:. “Don’t you mevognise it7" she asked. “The green
énan:

He examined it: “Is this your own work?" The likeness
was crude, but not incompetent.

“Yes, I copied it from your little picture. You told me
the green man was a favourite of yours. You will wear it,
won't you, Oswald?"

*]1 will indeed, To show my appreciation I'll wear it as
my robe of honour at the midsummer festival"”

“At the play on Sunday, you mean?"

“It deserves ad even mare solemn occasion.”

Peart, left superfluous, was wandering round the book-
shelves, taking out volumes and glancing at them without
much interest. Suddealy she furned with a book in her
pand, raised her voice in surprise:

*“Why, this is the book Doctor Buttle asked me to give
Kate. T didn’t know it was yours, Mr, Brink.” She held it
out for him to see, The Godikser Life and Diaballiz Death
of the Revananttd Awmnss FROuAGEY,

He seized it from her abruptly: “Of course it's my book.
What has Doctor Buttle to do with it?"

“T've told you. He sent me with it to Saint Ursula's, as
if I'd nothing better to do than carry messages to Kate Evans,
He did, didn't he, Mother?"

"That book?" She peered at it: *Yes, 1 remember it well,
There's a portrait inside that reminds me so oddly of you,
Oswald.”

He opened it, stared at the frontispiece: “You see a like-
ness, do you? I'm not sure that I'm Rattered, but you're
probably rightt"” He closed the book with a snap: “At the
moment I'm more interested in the puzzie how it ever got
into Docto¥ Butile's hands.”

“There's no puzzle at all,” Pearl replied. “He got it from
Jim when he was at Kemsdale after the accident.”

“Erom Tranmire, to give to Kate? She received it, did she?"

“1 gave it to her myself. Why the fuss? You've got it back
again."”

"Or perhaps it was another copy of the same book,” ber
mother suggested.

*Yes, Molly." He nodded: *With your usual commonsense
you've solved the mystery. It's a rare book, but 1 believe
there was a copy at Easby Hall in the old days, and it prob-
ably went to Kemsdale,"
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“So you're making a fuss about nothing,” Pearl decbitest]
Yiomitwe got your copy, KBte hers.”

*Not exactly about nothing. When did you give it hert™

"Monday morning. I went straight to Saint Ursula’s after
seeing Doctor Buitiay

*Yet when Kate was here on Monday afternoon she saw
this book lying about and picked it up and talked 4% if i
were entirely new to her,”

"She'd probably forgotten,” Molly declared. “I don't sup-
pose he even looked et it when Pearl gave it to her. It's noj
the sort of book to interest a girl.”

Mirs, Bracken's arrival with the coffcc saved bim from
the need to reply.

“Good morning, Mrs. Bracken,” Moliy greeted her. 1 saw
Harry just now. He seemss very busy.”

*There's always work for them jn the force, m'm, and
Harry isn't one 0 neglect bis duty."

“I'm sure he isn't, he's a credit to the police. Everyone's
full of his praises in Easby for his courage after Mr, Tran-
niire’s accident.”

*“If it was an accident’™ Mrs. Bracken's mouth set firmiy.

*Yes, 1 heart! something about oil on the road, and thai
someone put jt there tin purpose. 1t's hard to believe anyone
could be so wicked.”

“There's more wickedness in the world than you'd guess.
Those in Harry's position have reason to know.™

"All the same,” Brink put in, “we needn't look for evil
where an inpocent explanation wauld suffice.”

“That's not Harry's way at all, sir; but he see® what stares
him in the face, and Mr, Tranmire himself says he’s right.”

*Is Mr, Truimmire well enough 10 be consdied? § was told
he'd had a relapse.”

*“He was taken bird yesterday when he went to look for
the young lady; but she's twrned up, it seetns, and he's
picked up wonderful. Harry was with hima earlier ihis morn-
ing and fourd him quite himself, up and about on the farm."”

“fra so glad,” Melly exclaimed.

Pearl modded; "1 must go and see him. He needs cheering
up, [ expect. Don't you think so. Mrs. Bracken?”

“I'm sure 1 couldifl say, miss.” She left the reom,

Brink walted till the door shut behind her, thee he ad-
dressed Peurl: “If you want to do him a good turn, ask him
out 1o dinner tomertow evening."
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“$Why then, more than any other time?”

He smiled at her; “Saturdey night, the traditional scene
for courtship."

*You're teasing ber,” Molly exclaimed. “You've a better
reason that that, I know."

“Wheels within wheels, there always are,” He stood up
abrupdy, removed his coat: “Now Fen going to try on my
dressing gown." He took it from the table, draped himself
in crimson finery.

Molly 8isred, enraptured: “Oh, Oswald, bow it suits you.
It makes you look so romantic, like a high priest out of
the Bible.”

“Not a priest of Astarte, I hope?”

*0f course not. She sounds improper.”

*“Come on, Mother,” Pearl interrupted, 'TThe whole morn-
ing will be gone by the time you two have done talking
about all the tarts in the Bible.”

Brink Hoddied: “A fascinating subject, but one of inordinate
length, and meanwhile Leslie Potts is kicking his heels in
the Angel,”

“Him? I've more important things to think about.”

“Preparations for tomorrow night?"

She did pot reply, but ber expression was not displeased.

Molly finished her cup and rose: “We're keeping you from
your work too, Oswald. I never meant to stay so long."

“For me it's been time well spent, not only for this mag-
nificent birthday present but ailso for the interest of your
conversation.”

*“You're making fun of me.”

“Honestly, I'm not. You've added to my knowledge.”

Pearl drove her mother home,

*You don't want to come to the Amgel to see Leslie?™

“No, dear. I'd only be in the way.”

“You'll have plenty to do in the house if we're giving
this dinner party for Jim tomorrow.”

*It's to be a party, is it?"

“Yes, four of us. We'll need another man. I might ask
Leslie to make up for keeping him waiting so long.”

“Poor man. Is he expecting you to coflee?”

"He was, but it's too late now, and ! don't want any
more. It'll have to be lunch instead.”

“Wiell, be knows his own bﬂqé%t-aess best, but I'd have thought



a young like that would be better employed in his office
than dawdling all the morning in a hotel lounge.”

“He does what he pleases. His father's senior partner, and
hel make Leslie his heir.”

“Thea Leslie should take more interest in the firm."”

*“He's interested in nothing but cars. He hasn't any brains,
but when his father dies hell be worth several hundred
thowssdi:*

Her mother sighed: “Wealth iso’t everything, dear.”

*1 know it isn't. Class means a lot more. Il throw Leslie
over without a tear if Jim comes up to scratch.”

Having put her mother down at the door, she turned the
car to drive to the Angel. It was midday, and the centre of
the town heavily congested with traffic. As she passed the
turning leading to the bridge a I4nd-Rover emerged from it.
The lights were in her favour, and she kept on; so tee did
the other driver. Neither vehicle was moving very fast, no
one was huri; but the plossy nearside wing of her ear crumpled
vnder the inypest

“You're a public danger,” she shouted. “Do you never pay
attention to the traffic lights?” She sprang out into the road,
stared {n disgust at ihe damage, then at the offender: “Good
Lord, it's Flessie, No wonder.”

She was too full of her grievance to observe that the Land-
Rover had a passenger till Jim stood beside her. His face
:g:j an apologetie grin, his hand groped beneath the rucked

"It doesn't look very elegant, Pearl, but it's clear of the
wheel, 1 think. Walt a sec while Flossie and 1 bend it straight.”

*1 didn't see you were there, Jim.” She smiled frostily:
“Really Flossle isn't fit to be in charge of a car."”

“She means well. Doa't you, Flossie? Come on, help me
to fettle this.”

They grasped the wing, Flossie with a vigour that nearly
wirenched it off altegether: then when the wheel had sufficient
clearance they pushed ibe car up against the pavement, so
that traffic was able (o flow again. Harry Bracken, afriving to
§6rt aut the eenfusion, eame acress {6 them.

“Hiullo,” Jim greeted him: “Another accident for you,
Harry, but this time we're aggressors, not victims,”

“No personal injuries, are there, sir?” He took out his
notebook.
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“Not as fzr as we're concerned. What about you, Pearl?”

“Injuries?” She turned to Harry, pointed to the mangled
pietalwork: “Isn't that enough for you? A new car too.”

“That's not personal injury, miss,” he explained patiently.
“Where there's nothing more serious than damage to vehicles
it’s in order for the parties to exchange addresses. You know
Mr. Tranmire's address, and be knows yours, so that's all
there is to itt”

*All indeed?” Pearl exclaimed. “It's your duty to bring
Flossie into coust for dangerous driving.”

Flossie’s eyes filled with tears: “No, Harry, I did my best,
1 couldn't stop. I pressed my foot down right hard. Didn't
1, Mr. Tranmire?”

He smiled: "You did, but on the wrong pedal. I'm sorry,
Pear], it was entirely our fault, we haven't a leg to stand on.
1t'll save your no-claim bonus if the insurance isn't involved.
Have the car put right and send me the bill,”

“Thank you, Jim. I don't blame you at alt; but I do think
Flossie should be punished, to teach her a lesson. You hear
me, Harry?"

“Yes, miss, and 1 heard Mr. Tranmire too. I report when
I get back to the station that compensation’s been offered.”
He went up to Jim, lowered his voice; “I'd a word with
him jlust now, sir. He thinks it might have been one of those
types af the eamp, whe took his car without permission.”

*“Albert Dockin?"

*As like as not.”

“] thought they were hand in glove,”

“What's this?” Pearl demanded. “What are you wlusper-
ing about? I've as much right as anyone to know. 1 suppose
T'll be called as a witness.”

“It's all right, miss. You won't be troubled.” Harry re-
placed his notebook and buttoned the pocket.

Flossie giggled as he walked away: “He'd have had words
at home if he'd put me into court. Maggie's a good wife
to him; but she stands up for ber own, and ber brother
Ron's niy boy. She knows he's sweet on me."”

*What's the use of police at all,” Pearl complained, “if
they're as slack as Harry Bracken.”

*“There was nothing slack about Harry on Sunday night,”
Jim reminded her.

She suppressed her ill-humour, put on a sympathetic
smiler “No, of course we're all tremendously grateful to him
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for the way be behaved then, It's odd, Jim, I was just saying
to Mother that 1 wondered how you're getting on. I meant
to drive over to Kemsdale this afternoon to ask.”

“Instead of which, the invalid himself bumps into you.”

*“I'm sure you oughtn't to be going about so soon. Ycu
were too ill to see anyone at all when I called on Wednesday,
So Flossie told trie.”

Plossie met her eyes unabashed: “Those were Doctor
Buttle’s orders. No visitors.”

“Except for a nurse? Is lif usual for them to arrive on
horseback?"

“There's nothing more boring than illness,” Jim put in
quickly. “Do let's choose a more cheerful subject.”

*Yes, I'm sure you need cheering up.” She seized eagerly
on the phrase: Mother suggested 1 should ask you to dinner
tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” He hesitated.

“Don't tell nie you've doctor's orders to stay at home.”

He laughed: “If 1 have you see how well I obey them,”

“So we can really expect you, can we? There was a muddle,
if you remember, Iast time.”

“So there was. You sent me the wrong letter, something
about a sore arm,”

"It doesn't matter. I've forgiven you.”

“You're being very magnanimous, especially when Pve
just made a hideous dent in your car.” He stooped, ex-
amined the wheels again: “1 hope it hasn't affectcd the steer-
ing. Where are you going? Can't we give you a [ift?"

“Yes, I'm going to the Angel to have lunch with Leslie
Potts. Why don't you join us?"

He shook his head: “I'm afraid 1 cant take you myself,
I've too much to do in the town; bui the Land-Rover's at
your serviee, Flessie can drive you.”

“Flossie? Thank you, I'll go in my own car, whatever
the steering’s like,”

“As a matter of fact, I'm pretty sure it's ail might,”

He opened the door, she got in and started the engine:
“See you,” she called, "tomorrow evening af eight,”

The car moved smoothly away under unimpaired control,
damaged only in dignity,

Flossie stared after it with her hands in the pockets of
her jeans: *“They won't half looik down their noses, those
toffs at the Angel, when they see what a bash she's iaken.”
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“Ics &l very well to jeer, you ought to be whacked.”
Hik voice belied the threat, sad she grinned:

*1 didn't mean to do it, but if it bad to be I chose the

one,”

“Well, don't Gizose any more victims if I leave you now
to find a parking place by yourself. We're unpopular here.”
It was a busy crossroads, the parked Land-Rover provoked
angry comments.

“There'd be room for us among the waggons in the goods
yard."*

“Yea, and Ron works there, doesn't he?”

She had the grace to blush: ™It's his dinner hour, hell be
hanging about.”

“Perfect, and it isn't far. You can make the journey in
a low gear to be safe. Il pick the old bus up there when
1 want it, I've an errand in the early afternoon,™

“Will you want me to drive you, sir?"

“Thank you, Flossie, I'm so much recovered I think I
drive myself, I'll leave you to entertain Ron till 1 get back,”

“Hell be called to work at the stroke of one, but if he
knows I'm around be won't be all that tied to the Job."

Jim had business at an agriculiural emporium, then at
the bank, and a visit to pay at the local office of the farm-
er's union. Feeling hungry, he peeped in at a restaurant; but
it was packed with tourists queuing for tables, driven from
the beach cafes into the town by a grey sky and cold wind.
He withdrew, walked on down to the harbour to a small
public-house, the Merry Mermaid, where he lunched en
bread and cheese and beer in the bar-parlour. He finished
his meat, and with a glance at his watch he strode briskly
to the railway station, found the Land-Rover without difficulty
in the goeds yard., A squeal, muffled giggles from behind a
pile of timber hinted at Flessie's employment He was eareful
Ret 19 investigale.

When he drove up to Saint Ursula’s there were children
playing round the bulildings, running races on the lawn. He
congratulated himself on his timing. Lunch was over, the
afternoon classes had met yet begun. The teachers were still
in the cormraon reem.

Kate saw him from the window. Her eyes had in faet

* Freigbi fiding.
165



been fixed on it ever since she came upstairs. She ran dewn
to join him in the drive.

“Oh, how nice,” she exclaimed. “You're locking so mueh
better.”

“You don't look like fading away yourself."

“I'm not; my accident was nothing, not like yours."

“1 refuse to argue which of us is star invalid. 1 wamm you,
Kate, that illness is a forbidden subject, Fm sick of it:

*“Yes, but where's Flossie? You promised you'd bring her
to drive you,”

“She drove me from the farm to the town. My nerves
for the moment are enjoying a well-earned rest,”

1 thought she'd be such a steady driver.”

“A steady twenty miles an hour on the open roed. The
spurts were reserved for heavy traffic when she mistook the
accelerator for the brake.”

“It's easy to make mistakes when you're flustered.™ She
glanced at the Land-Rover: “Anyhow you've arrived intact."

*The dinosaur usually does when anything gets in its way.
Ask Pearl.”

“Pearl Corrington? What happened?”

*“Flossie butted her nearside wing, and whai's left would
disgrace a scrap heap.”

*Was she very cross?"

“She wasn't too pleased. Harry Bracken came up, and
she wanted Flossie charged.”

*"Poor Flossie. He won't, will he?”

"Harry and 1 understand each other, and in any case Ron
Smith, his brother-in-law, seems to have fallen for Flossie's
charms. So she gets off all right, it's [ who am punished. I
couldn’t in decency refuse when Pearl asked me 6 dinper
tomerrow night."”

*It was nice of her, wasn't it, after your running into her
car?”

~Yes, Kate, it was very nice of her, and I'm aa ungrateful
brute. All the same, I'd love to ring her up and say I forgot
I'd already asked you to dine witb me, so 1 can't come.”

She shook her head; “It would be horribly rude, and any-
how 1 cant, I'll be rehearsing at the rectory, and it's the
dress rehearsal, the important one.”

“That damned play. You haven't forgotten our compact,
Kate?”
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“I'm not likely to, fot after reading about Bess Atkins;
but I must at least attend the dress rehearsal, There can't
be any danger there, and it's my great chance to meet the
rest of the gang and find out what they're up to.”

“I'd like a answer to some questions myself,” he agreed,
“especially whether Brink and Albert are working quite as
smoothly as we thought in double harness. I told you, didn’t
1, that Harry found a label off one of these oil drums in
Brink’s car? Well, he went to see Brink, and this morning
in tbe middle of Flossie's drama he told me the result. He
eouldn't say much because Peart was there; but 1 gather
that Brink wants t6 lay the blame on Albext, who teok tbe
6ar, he says, without his kinewledge.”

“1 can believe anything of Albert,”

“So can I, except when it cleans the slate for Brink. It
wasn't Albert we saw in the Devil’s Churchyard on Saturday
afternoon.”

“Or whom Flossie and I saw there on Wednesday evening.
He was wearing a goal's mask again, but he spared us nothing
else. T don't generally think what a clergyman would look
like naked: but 1 did then, there coulda't be any doubt.”

“A clerical Apcllo Belvedere?"

*Apollo with a paunch.”

He grinned; “Flossie described it when she told me of
your adventure.”

“Has she guessed who the man was?"”

“No, she’s coming to believe it was the Devil after all,
and by the time she's finished spreading the story there’ll
be few people bold enough to go near the place.”

*“They might if they're dared to.”

*I doubt it, not even the most sophisticated. Tradition
sinks in deep, especially with a character behind it like
Parsoa Ames.”

She shuddered: *It wouldn't be surprising if something
evil lived on in the wood after the dreadful things he did
there. Dinah ceriainly thought so, and I did too,"

“\Was that why you went galloping over the moor? You
haven't telil me the reason yet."

*Dinah suddenly shied and jumped the wall. Perhaps there
was nothing more to it, horses can be easily frightened.”

“Is Dinah the sort to be?"

"No, she isn't, she's sensible, and if there was nothing
to be afraid of I'm as much to blame myself. I know there
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was something behind us, Jim, something evil Chmsing us,
and if Dinah hadnt flown like the wind we'd have been
caught; but then she stumbled in a bole and came down,
and after that 1 was sprawling on my facs and the evil was
leaning right over me. At least I thought so, but it was
probably a dream. 1 hit my head against something bard
that knocked me out.”

“You must have lain there for hours before the shepherd
found you.”

*“Centuries it seemed, and most of the time I wasn't op
the moor at all, I was Bess Atkins lying on the altar in the
Devil's Churchyard, and the pertrait of Parson Araos came
to life and stepped out of the book with a knife In his hand,
and 1| waited for him ic drink my blood. Then suddenly |
was baek en the hill again, terribly eold but safe, and 1
eauld hear Dinah munehing iA the Heather. It was an ener-
teus relief while it lasted, but | knew Parson Ames weuld
s8R be ready for anether alempt.”

*“There's someone who's going to pay for this, someone
more substantial than a ghost.”

“If you mean Mr. Brink the police can't arrest him for
what he did to me in my nightmare. It's over, and I'm all
right, and Dinah's safe at Rowantree Farm. I'm going there
tamorrow afternoon to feteh her and ride her back. It won't
Burt them te wait if it makes me late for rehearsal at the
feaafy.ll

“How will you get to Golkstondale?"

*Doris is lending me her bike. I'm afraid [ can't bring it
home with me on Dinah; but I'll ask the Alsyke boy to ride
it one evening as far as the signpost, and I'll walk there
and pick it up.”

*You'll do nothing of the sort. You'll drive over tomorrow
in the Land-Rover,"

*“With Flossie as chauffeur?”

*“No, with me, and 1 warn you, Kate, if you tell me I'm
too much of an invalid I'll lift up the back of that miniskirt,
take down your pants and spank you in front of the school.”

The bell clanged, summoning the children to work.

“Gosh,” she exclaimed. *“I've left their exercise books in
the common room.”™ She raised her fingers to her lips, blew
him a kiss, raced off across the lawn.”

“Tomaerow after lunch,” he called,
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She looked back over her shoulder: "Invalid, invalid, you
hiear mae, I dare you to try.”

She vanished into the house.

He drove the Land-Rover back to the goods yard to find
Flossie. As she was nowhere to be seen he parked it between
two cattle waggons, sat in it smoking a cigarette. The ve-
hicles on either side engulfed his own, hid it from view.
Neither Brink nor Albert was aware of his presence as they
paused there, following the short cut that led beside the rail-
way to the camping field. They spoke in tones clearly audible,
believing that they had the place to themselves.

“So it's settled,” Brink was saying. “"You leave it to Aidan.”

“Don't you trust me?” Albert’s voioe was sulky.

“Yowve only your own carelessness to blame. You're a
bad risk, the police have their eyes on you.”

*Was that what the busy told you?"

“In 80 many words."

"You aren't trying to pull a fast one, are you, ieave me
to carry the can, while the reverend marches off without
a staifi on his character?™

“Don’'t be a fool. Albert. When we celebrate the great
Fite yout part will be second only to mine. We've both much
fo gain from its success, and 1 rely on you not to hinder
it. There are difficulties enough without your taptrums."

*“The police, you mean? They can't make much of a case
out of an old lafixd|™

*] don't mean only the police. You know that book I
showed you, the report on the life of Parson Ameos? Well,
it seems that Kate Evans has a copy, it's been in her hands
since Monday.”

*“Monday? She was at the rectory with us that afternoon,
and she picked the book up, if you remember, as innocent
as you please.”

“That's why 1'm sure she suspects us. Otherwise she'd have
said Sie"d seen it before.”

“The sly bitch, It'll serve her right to come to a sticky
end."

“Yes, there's justice in her fate, and it relieves me of
scru;la'leg, She was abominably tude yesterday when 1 paid
a call’

“What did she do?"

*1 know what 1'd like to do to her.”

“There'll be tiothing to stop you." He smacked his lips.
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“Am enticing prospect, Albert, for all of us but h
It puzzles me what makes her so cheeky."

*“Does she think she can doublecross us?"

*She won't find it too easy. There's an important piece
information hidden even from clever Miss Kate"

“Zexo hour?”

“Exactly. She hasn’t guessed it. She'll walk into the trap.

*Tl bait it for her nicely if you'll give me the job, Deg
let me, Mr. Brink. I've a knack, I've proved it, haven't I,
for leading her up the garden path.”

“Leading her out of the picture.”

“What do yosj mean?”

“Never mind. 1 don't want to go into all that again. We've
decided that Aidan fits the part better than you.”

“Because I'm wanted by the police?”

*Yes, but also becausme dive KMrows you. Alidkrs 2 Suanger,™

*“He's a mixed-up kid, 1 warn you, a bit of a Holy Willie
under the skin. You won't get him helping anyone to take
a header over a eliff.”

“l dont want him to. 1 leave that sort of thing to the
expert, Albert Doekin.”

*So 1 still have my uses, have 1?"

*Of course you have, and Aidan has his too. We'll go on
to the camp, and I'll have a talk to him.”

*“You can have it at once, if you like. There he is, isn't
he, coming along the street? 1t looks the way he walks, arms
swinging like a Serjeant major,”

The man at whom he pointed was still some way off out-
side the station grounds. As he reached the entrance he
turned in.

“Yes," Brink agreed. “It's Aidan all right, and it seems
he's making for the footpath. V'l eateh him en the way."

“Do you want me too?"

“No, thank you." He strode off across the yard to meset
Aidan as he approached. Albert hesitated, then turned in
the other direction, toock the path beside the railway to the
anp.

Jim heard every word of the conversation, and he had a
good view of them in the driving mirror as they stood talking;
but when they moved away both were hidden by the ve-
hicles hemming him in. He stepped to the ground, peered
oul cautiously from behind a cattle waggon, saw Brink eross-
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;ﬂg a metalled track hut no one else. There were t00 many
ghastacles blocking the line of vision.

Then Brink himself passed out of sight behind a shed.
Jim darted across to a neighbouring woodpile, but the change
of position brought no reward. He was about to return
frustrated to the Land-Rover when Flossie arrived, panting
and contrite;

Tithi sorry, sir. 1 never thought it that late. 1 couldn't
pelieve it when Ron told me the time by his watch,”

He smiled: “Time flics in the goods yard. Were you help-
ing Ron to load a truck?”

¥I'd have better than let him court me on a heap of lime."

“Lime?"

"] didn't see it there tilt 1 sat up, and it was all over my

He stared at her. The khaki jeans in which she set out
were replaced by a man's navy-blue trousers, many sizes
too small for her,

“Ron said he'd a clean pair,” she explained pointing to
the shed behind which Brink had vanished. "The men keep
their things there, if they want to change after work, So
we went in, and Ron found me these. Slacks he calls them."
She clasped her hips and surveyed her legs doubtfully.

Jim grinned: “If those are slacks I'd like to know what
you call tights."

“They took a hit of getting into,” she admitted. “T made
Ron wait outside, but 1 was such a time he would have it
at last he must come in and help. No you don't, says L
What would folks think if they found us? But it was no use,
you can't argue with Ron, and there he was in the shed with
me when 1 heard someone coming, and 1 put my eye to the
keyhole and it was (he parson. We dursen’t scarce breathe,”

*How long ago was this?"

*“MNot above a minute gone. 1 waited for parson and his
pal to move on, then 1 scooted.”

“There was someone with him, was there? Could you see
who it was?”

“Yes, the same chap who was in the pasture field yesterday
morning, just when we were all flustered about the lass, the
young lady, 1 mean, on the mare. I've never seen him before
or since, but 1 eouldn't forget hiti."”

*“Can you describe him?"*
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"Yes, sl! of a twitter, couldn't look a girl in the face if
he was paid for it."

*You don‘t help me much. Do you know his name?"

“Parson called him Aidan,”

They approached the Land-Rover. “Do you want me to
drive, sir?” she asked.

“No, thank you, Flossie. Youll meed all your attention
to sit down without disaster in Ron's slacks.”

She took the passenger’s seat without demur and with
appropriate caution.

As he backed out into the yard and drove off, threading
his way through the litter, he glanced keenly from side to
side; but he saw no one till, near the exit, Flossie leant out
and waved cheerfully.

“Who was that?"” he asked.

“Ron.”

“0h, of course. No sign of Aidan?"

“You wouldn't catch me waving to the likes of him™

“No, that would be too much to ask; but 1 want you to
keep an eye out for him, and if you see him on the farm
you can point him out t6 me. You understand, Flossie?”

*1 do, sir. I doubt he’s up to no good,”

Jim came out early before breakfast on Saturday morning
for a walk round the fields where the sheep grazed. It was
his eustom at this time of year when the lambs were young,
but since his accident ihe task bad been deputed te Flossie.
He resuried it with saiisfaction, thankful ie be his ewa fman
again, able to enjey the freedom of health.

As he passed the open door of the byre Flossie's voice
rase above the rattle of milk into the pail.
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“Miind, Harry, don¥ you forget, You can tell Ron I be
alone here.”

Harry's reply, deeper in tone, was ipaudible, but it pro-
voked her to a shrill peal of laughter:

*Get along with you. He'll find me working, he can lend
a hand.”

“One of these days, my lass, you'll find yourself in the
dock, charged with dangerous driving. Twelve mouths hard
you'll get, and no boys to gallivant with,”

Jim looked in, Flossie sat milking, while the policeman
leant against the rudstake at the cow’s head, grinning at
his own wit. When he saw Jim he came to the door:

“Good-mornig, sir. I'm going on duty, ] thought I'd look
in."

“Quite right. ] want to see you.”

“They walked across the yard out of earshot of A Torgill
and the lad, his nephew, who were fuelling the tractor.

Harry sniffed the air: “This summer can't make up its
mind, cold enough to starve a man yesterday, and today we'll
be sweating in shirt sleeves.”

They leant over the gate, looking down the valley to the
gorge where the river entered the hills, flanked by open moor
on one side, on the other by the summex-green foliage of
the wood. The sun peering over the trees rose through gilded
flakes of cloud; haze shrouded the watercourse, the fields
glistened with dew,

“Yes, it'll torn into a scorchey,” Jim agreed.

“If it holds up tomorrow it'll suit the parson. He'll get
in his show after all, the one the rain washed out Sunday
last."”

*] want o talk about that, Harry, hut first you can tell
me a bit more of your interivew with him yesterday. We
hadp't much chance when we met; the corner of Bridge
Sireet isn't the best spot loF 2 conference in the middle of
the morning, with Flossie making chaes of the traffic.”

“There was Mlss Corrington too, sir, I didn't like to say
much in front of her.”

*“You were right; it's better net. What's this about the
rector trying to lay the blame on Albert?”

*If 1 understood rightly his case is that Albert took the
car without his permission or knowledge and did the job ou
his own. ik could be the truth,”

Jim shook his head: *“It isn't, I've reason to know.”
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“Is it best then 1 let Albert be?”

“No, Harry, keep on at hire, chivvy him. He's op to the
neck in it all right, even if be iso't the mastermind.”

“There's an idea I've had. 1 could ask someone at the
garage to take a fook at him, see if he identifies him.”

*How do you propose to get Albert to Freeborough?"

“There’s no need. They're a good sort at the garage, willls
ing to help. If 1 show thera how matters lie they'll send a
van over to Eashy driven by one of those who were on duty
Sunday afternoon.”

“Yes, it's a bright idea, if you knosw where to find Albert
when the driver comes.™

*We'll find him, never fear. I've had my eye on him, and
1 know his baunts.”

“How soon can you do this? Before tomorrow?”

“I%H get the garage on the phone as soon as I'm at the
station. If they can spare the man they'll send him this
morning.”

Jim hesitated: *“You wonder perhaps why I'm in such a
Burry about it?”

“You've reason, sir. He tried to kill you, and hel try
again unless we stop him.”

“Yes, but there’s more to it than that. I'm as sure as can
be there's dirty work planned for tomorrow threatening other
lives, mot just my own. I've no evidence yet that carries
weight, but | ask you io take my wekd for jt."

*“That I do, sir. 1 know you aren't one for fancies. This
Alberi’s mixed up in it, is he?”

“Fil be happier if he's out of the way tomorrow, where
he can do no harm,”

“You don't mean we should arrest him?”

“Why not, if the garage man recognises him?"

*“I'd need a wanrart”

“Well, I'm on the bench, 1 can sign it.”

"That's so.” His tone however was doubtful: “F1l have to
talk to the Smjeant and see what he says.”

"Yes, talk to him and try to persuade him; but the ffirst
thing is to make stire we've got Albest identified.”

*I'll tell the garage it's urgent. I'll do my best.”

“I'm sure you will, and Yl be in Easby myself in the
early afternoon, I'll look in at the station to hear the news
and siga the warrant, if need be.”

"Very good, sir. I'll inform Serjeant Cleaver.” He iook his
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amas from the gate, raised himself to move away, hut Jim
recalled him:

“There's another thing, Harry, 1 want a close eye kept on
Mr. Brink, especially tomorrow during his midsumsmer jol-
lities.”

“The rector?” he asked nervously. *You don't want him
arrested too?”

“Not at this stage. Don't be alarmed, welll take our fences
as they come.” He himself was still leaning on the gats,
staring down the valley. He pointed to the wood: "What &
pleture it makes, all in leaf.”

*Yes, it’s bonny in summer.”

‘TToe bonny to believe any ill of.”

“Have you been losing more lambs, sir?”

*]1 wasn't thinking only of sheep-stealing. There are worse
goings-on, if Flossie's right.”

“There's nothing she likes better, that Flossie, than wag-
ging her tongue, and she's got a lot of folks scared; but 1
wouldn't put it past her so be making a good part up,"”

**Miss Evans was with her at the time.”

*Does the young lady confirm what Flossie says?

“I'll know better this afternoon. I'm driving her over to
Golstondale to pick up her mare.”

“1 was real glad, sir, the Serjeant found her safe there. It
would have been a sad day if anything had happened to her."

“l couldn't agree with you more.” He opened the gate
and passed through: “So long, Harry. Keep your nose to the
seent.”

Harry retrieved his bicycle from the yard, wheeled it up
the hill on to the moor; then he mounted, pedalled vigor-
ously till he reached the brow of the long incline into Easbv,
down which he plunged at a speed that overtook even some
of the motorists. When he dismounted af the police station he
glanced at his watch, noted with pride that he had beaten
his own record over the course,

Having reported to the Serjeant, he put a call through to
Snooker's Garage at Freeborough. He was in luck; a van was
about to set off for Easby to collect a consignment of tyres
from the local agent. It was agreed to choose a driver who
was on duty on Sunday afternoon and had served the mys-
terious customer with drums of oil.

Brink rose late. He had a long dav ahead of him and was
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anxious to be fit and well-rested, at his best for the great
event. He made coffee, boiled two eggs, went on to cat a
hearty breakfast; then leaving the remains for Mrs. Bracken
to clear when she came, he retired to his study, sank on his
knees for a few minutes in prayer, rose and touk down two
books from the shelf, the life of Amos Pounder and the little
vellum-covered notebook. He sat poring over them, rsising
his eyes from time to time to stare abstractedly across the
room. At last he drew up a chair to the desk, reached for
some sheets of foolscap, wrote slowly and carefully, The
document bore the heading, Fuiithnter to be given af the in-
guest o Kaie Evans:

"By Oswald Brink—] expected the deceased at the rectory
on Saturday evening for the dress rehearsal of the midsum-
mer play to be given the following day. She had warned me
she might be late as she was fetching a horse from Gelstion-
dale ia the afterncon, so 1 was not surprised at first when she
failed 0 appear. The rest of the cast assembled, and we
waited for her. At ten as she was still rissing 1 beeame
anxjous and rang up Saint Ursula's Sehoel where she warked.
1 was teld that she had seat a message By a stranger she met
en the way; it was te say that ihe horse was lame, and she
was leading it heme and wewld net Be baek dll dark. The
east feft; uhwilling te wait any lenger, but 1 stayed up fer
Her @n hauF eF 38 IR ease she aFrived after all. Then as there
was ne sign of her | assumed she was feg tired 18 fhink ot
it and bad gene stralght 19 Bed: } went 19 bed myselt”

“By Aidan Clegg—] was cycling on 2 path scross fie smoor
on Saturday afternoon when I et a girl leading a horse. 1
did not know at the time who she was; but 1 can identify
her now as the deceased, whose body 1 bave been shows in
the martuary. She told me that the horse was lame, and she
was afraid that her people weuld be anxious abeut Rer Bs-
cause she would not be home tilt dark. I offered te earry @
message, and she directed me te Saint Ursula's Seheel. 1 rede
off there at enee."

“Further statement, if needed, by Oswald Brink—I have
been shown the wounds and other marks en the body of ihe
deceased, and it is my opinion founded on a study of re-
ligious aberration ihat they were inflicted in ihe ecourse of
the ritual of the Black Mass. For some (e | have suspected
ihe preserice of a coven indulging in practices of this sert in
Kemsdale Woed, but 1 had insuffisient evidenes en which i8
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lay information, I believe that the leader of the coven is
Albert Dockin, a man already wanted by the police on a
criminal charge. 1 have had some slight acquaintance with
this Dockin, and from hints that he dropped it is likely that
the deceased was his chosen victim.”

He put down his pen, read the document through, smiled
at it in eatisfaction; then the sound of footsteps caught his
ear, he glanced furtively out of the window, whisked the
document away into a drawer. Albert ran past eutside:

Before he reached the doer Brink epened it, stood ready
to greet him:

“What's the matter, Albert? 1 thought we weren't to meet
agaln till I sent for you,"

“You mean, I'm too hot for {W.eowang:.voy're nst
being straight with me. 1 den't like it, Mr. Brink."

"“Yeu're talking nonsenss.”’ He drew him indeers, glaneed
along the passage to make sure that Mrs. Bragken was net
yet in the kitehen, then led him inte the 5&96&(; .
"@'t‘ dewwn new and ealm yeurself- You de love a grey:
anee:

‘;1“ seuld do witheut this ene. Was it you set the eeps of
e’

*of eourse not: Why sheuld 13"

*How else sheuld they knew whe it Was dreve the eaF
on Supday?" o

“They den't: YWhen Bracken came to see me he'd ne idea”

“He'd enough idea this MBFRIRG to eeme alerg with the
sha%;rem the garage at Freeborough; and he identified me."

“The man whe $erved you with the eif? Bear me, what a
piese of bad luek.” _

“Bad luek, my arse: 1 was framed. ”ﬂae%f game marehing
together agross the eamp site, hell-bent for my tent, the
Freeborough guy still in his overalls. 1 remembered him, and
he remembered me. That's him, says he, pointing his fiinger,
and the busy grabs me by the collar, I've one in for that
nesy-parker, he's the same whe nabbed me in the weed.”

“How did you get away from him?”

*1 asked him what bloody right he'd got to touch me,
told him to show me his warrant. That shook him, he let
£0. So 1 fook my chanee; a clean pair of heels is better than
a stretch in elink.”

*You bolted?”
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“Straight through the hedge. There's a hole 1 know, they
don't, and by the lime they found it | was down to the
harbour. The tide's coming in. but there was room to pass
under the wall.” He stared in disgust at his shoes and the
cuffs of his trousers sodden and caked with mud; “Filthy
stulf to walk through. Christ knows how I'm going to scrape
it offi"

“All L know," Brink retorted, “is that it stinks.” He rose
and opened the windows; “{Get on with your story. Did your
pursuers wade after you along the foreshore?”

“They thought I'd turned up on to the railway line; so |
left them to it and climbed out at the bridge. There were
too many people about to take notice. ] mixed in the crowd,
crossed the bridge and came up the steps here as sharp as 1
eould.”

“You couldnt have chosen a more unsuitable boit hole.”

“All right, you needn’t fear for your precious reputation.
No one saw e ance I was past the church.”

“l only hope that's true. Look. Albert, this misadventure
may even be a blessing in disguise. If you can keep Brackem
on the run, chasing round ihe country after you, he'll have
enough to eeeupy him without spying on us in the woed,"

“Yes, and what ahout me? Awm I {o play hide-and-seelk
u(itl; the busy, while you and ihe others celebrate the great
ﬂte )

“Don't be afraid, you'll be there; hut you've plenty of lime
before evenlng. You ean spend the afiernoon oA your bike
faying fatse trails for ihe police.”

“You'll give me the part you promised? You won't let me
down?"

“You can rely on my word, if you do as 1L &l wo). Go offf
and play will-o'-the-wisp with Harry Bracken, but towards the
end of the afternaon, niet later ihan six, 1 want yeu In the
Devil's Churehyard ready for the glFl when Aidan's doae
hif paft,"

“You talked to him, did you, and he's willing?"

“Less willing, perhaps, than resigned. Aldan's a man of
strict principles. a hit nairow-minded, but he yielded ta per-
suasion when 1 spoke at the spiritual benefits that the rite
eonfers. | appealed (o his higher nature."

“Did you tell him what* in store for the girl?”

“Mly account of the proceedings was abbreviated, following
the example set by the admirable Doctor Bowdler and other
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eminent Victorians. IUll be too late to draw back when he
sees hiow the ritual develops.”

“He'll need something @0 pep him up. Coeoa's his booze,
but if 1 get a chance I'll lace it with a drop of meth.”?

“Why not? Dionysus is a useful ally. 1%l see to it that the
others are suitably refreshed at the rectory.”

*Canit you spare me a few of them in the wood? She's &
brawny wench, she'll fight like a wildcat. Aidan isn't enough.”

“T'm sonry, Albert, I'm afraid 1 can't even spare you Aidan.
He'll bave to go straight io the school with a message to
explain why she's late, not the truth of course bui plausible
fiction.™

“Leaving the rough-and-tumble to me alone? What do you
take me for? I'm a brain-worker, not a plug-ugly,”

“Use your brain then o outwit her, it shouldn't be diffi-
cult.”

“She's not so soft, she outwitted you over that book.”

*l admit it, she was too clever for me; but she won't be
too clever for you, Allien. I've every confidence in your
skill."”

*Tll do my best.”

“That's all 1 ask, and when Aidan’s delivered his message
he'll join you in the wood, and you two can keep wpich
together. I'll send the others soon after sunset. They'll strip
her and bind her 46 the altar.”

“That's when the fun begins?"

“Not till I come myself. Remember that, Albert; you must
walt. Ji'll be well werih waiting for, ] promise you.”

“You swear I'll get a swig of her blood?"

"“What reason have you to doubt me?"’

Albert was silent, and Brink fixed his eyes en htm stermly:

*“I need an assurance from you that, in the elation follow-
ing tbe consummation of the sacrament, you won't forget
your final duty.”

*To dispose of the body?"

“She'll be quite a weight. Why c¢an't the others lend a
hand?"

“The sooner they scatter and disappear the better. I've
told them to lie low near the station. There's an carly train

“\Wood llesivl.
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that leaves even on a Sunday morning, and they'll have more
than enough out of. the money I'm giving them to pay their
fares home.”

“So off they go out of the picture, while Aidan and I
trudge up through the wood with ten or eleven stone of dead
girl.”

“You've only to carry her to the road, it isn't far.”

*Is it too look as if a car had run over her?”

“No, there are too many difficulties, she'll have no clothes
on. Dump her on the verge, and unless I'm mistaken the
coroner's jury will find that she was the vietim of an un-
knewn maniac, some sexual pervert.”

A door swung to in the passage, they heard the clatter of
dishes.

*Mirs, Bracken?" Albert asked.

*“Yes, she's clearing my breakfast things, and in another
minute she’ll poke her head in here to ask what I want for
lunch. You'd better make yourself scarce.”

Albert moved to the door,

“No.” Brink spoke sharply: “Not that way. Youll meet
her in the hall.”

“How else am 1 to get aut?”

“Through the window." He opened it wider: “Quick fiow,
and be careful you aren't seen in the difive™

Albert scrambled over the sill, fell sprawling among the
tulips beneath, swore loudly. Brink leant out with a frown:

“For God's sake, be quiet. Are you hurt?”

“I've hurt your bedding plants riore, but their colour’s
given me a notlon, I'll ring up the cops from a call box.”
He raised his voice o a shrill falsetto: “This is Snooker's
Garage speaking. Miss Gloria Wigglebottoen, the lady at the
pumps. 1've spotted ihe mar yeu're after, he's here In the
marketplace.”

“Miake it less facetious, and they might belleve you," He
slammed down the window, and Albert slipped away along
the drive and out at the gate.

There was no one in the lane; but when he reached the
abbey ruins a cluster of sightseers waited at the turnstile,
queuing for tickets. The day nsore than fulfilled its promise
at dawn: the sun shene resproadent, the sky was a vault of
clear blue except for wisps 6f eleud far eut at sea. lew on the
herizen. It was weal.ef 18 diaw holiday-makers (8 6he sands
round the corcer of the eliff: hut there were still RUMBEFS
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energetic enough to climb ihe stepa for ihe Rhistorie interest
of the church and abbey or for a walk on the eliff path,
bordered on one side by the sea and on the other by pasture
goldea with buitercups.

Albert making for the town moved against the Sow of the
crowd. As he dodged through the oncoming parties, many
dressed like himself, his figure became lost among them, in-
distinguishable and anonymous.

There was a call box at the bottomo of the steps; but it
was occupied, and he was unwilling to linger, He passed on
down the street and across the bridge, found another at the
road junction. This was empty, and he put through a call to
the police siation,

He asked to speak to Serjeant Cleaver, He had a gift for
mimicry when he tried in earnest, and his imitation of a
woman’s voice was very much more convincing than the
facetlous example submitted at the rectory.

“This is Snooker's Garage at Freeborough,” he announced.
"The manager's secretary speaking. 1 believe you're looking
for the man who bought oil here on Sunday.”

*“Yes, he's given us the slip. We thought we'd got him."

“Well, he's here.”

“What? In the garage?”

“MNo, in the town. One of our mechanics saw him in the
marketplace.”

*Can 1 speak to him—your mechanic, I mean?”

“Sorry, he's gone out; but that's all he can tell you, the
chap cycled past too quick,"

“Ill come over to Freeborough. Yes, and Constable
Bracken too, he knows this bloke by sight. Thaok you, miss,”

“Don't mention it."" Albert rang off.

He emerged grinning from the call box, much pleased with
himself. Then his face fell, and he turned quickly to press his
nose against a shoep window, seemingly absorbed In con-
templation of ihe groceries displayed there, but keeping out
of the cormer of his eye a elose watch on the bridge, across
whieh Harry Bracken approached him.

Harry advanced glancing keenly from side to side, but he
failed to observe the hunched window-gazer in the erowded
distance ahead. At the juniction he Hhesltated, then turned
towards the railway station, and Albert at once daried away
aleng the streei beside the harbour leading fe the pier and
the sands. He Jooked hack from time te time, could see only
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panies of tourists, and he breathed again, paused to lean
against the rails guarding the water's edge. As he stared
about him a momentary gap in the crowd revealed who
walked behind. Harry changing his mind was coming in this
direction.

Albert sprang up, broke into a run. The street diverged
here From the harbour to enclose a block of residential prop-
erty. A bend screened the farther end; but as he hurried on a
figueee in dungarees appeared round the coimer of the build-
ings. Even from the distance he was sure that it was the
employee from Snooker's Garage,

He saw himself trapped, stopped so abruptly that a woman
following bumped into him.

“Oh, I do beg your pardon,” she exclaimed. “How clumsy
of me. I'm just at my house, and 1 was fumbling in my bag
for the key, not looking where I wuasgyiig™’

He recognised Miolly Corrington, She opened the gate lead-
ing into the flagged parterre between the pavement and her
door.

He made a rapid decision, capture approached inexorably
from in front and behind: “You remember me, don't you,
Mrs. Corrington? We met at the rectory. Name of Albeit
Dockin.”

She stared at him; *“Yes, of course. On Sunday afternoon.
You were one of the party thai's going to act in Mr. Brink's
ﬂaylu

“Yes, I'm a friend of Mr, Brink's; he'd speak for me, I
know, I’'m in trouble, Ms. Corrington, There's a gang wants
to do me in, Can 1 come into your house for a minute or
two fill they’ve gone?”

She had the key in her hand to insert in the lock; she
hesitated.

“They're Mr. Brink’s enemies t0o0,” he added desperately.

She opened the door, and he bundled in after her. She
closed it behind him.

He breathed a sigh of relief: “Thank you, m'm. It's very

good of you."

She glanced doubtfully at his muddy shoes and led him
into the kitchen; "I'm not sure that I'm doing right. | knew
nothing really about you.”

“l was at the rectory, you saw me. You can't think Mr.
Brink would have anything to do with a wrong 'un,”
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“l cant That's why Im helping you. There's no one
else in the town for whose sake I'd have taken the risk,”

*There's no risk, m'm, Laassurecyyan’™

“1 hope not.” She stared helplessly round the room: "I'm
alone in the house.”

“Miss Corriogton away?"

"Sthell be back to lunch, and I've still to cook it. How
long do you want to stay here? You said, a few minutes,”

“Couldn't you make it a bit loager? 1 could do with half-
an-Hour."”

“1 don't know where to put you, and I'm sure my daughter
won't approve when she comes.”

“Isn’t there a shed or something? I'm not fussy.”

*There's the garage of course, and it's empty. My daughter
had an accident yesterday, and she's taken the car to be re-
paired. They'll do nothing to it over the weekend, but she
couldn't bear to leave it as it is.”

“The garage suits me fine.”

"Yes, it does seem the best solution.” There was relief in
her voice: “It's across the road,"

She led him back to the door; but as she opened it he
pushed past, thrust his head out, peered up and down the
street.

"0OK." he muttered. “All clcar.”"” The garage stood diag-
onally opposite; he dashed across, puifed the door open,
plunged inside. Molly followed more slowly:

“You won't be disturbed.”

*Not by Miss Corrington?"

“She’ll have no reason to go there. She'll come straight
into the house,”

She went back with an upneasy mind to the kitchen. Her
nerves needed soothing, she groped in her bag for a packet
of cigarettes. As she extracted it a slip of paper fluttered out
with it and fell to ihe foor. She siooped, picked it up,
studied the leering smile of the green man in Biink's engrav-
ing. Suddenly she raised it {6 her tips, kissed it passionately,
Burst inte tears.

Pearl returned in sour humour from the largest firm of
motor engineers in Easby, having failed to convince the fore-
man of the need to retain men Gh duty al overtime rates on
Saturday afternoon to fi & new wing to her ear. He promised
that it should receive attention on Monday, pointed out that,
as engine and controls were undamaged, she could drive it
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bome again and use it in the meantime with safety, It was
advice the more unpalatable as it confirmed what her mother
had said before she set out. She rejected it with scorn, trudged
in martyred gloom back across the town, carrying the rugs
over her arm. When she reached the house she turned off
to store them in the garage.

She opened the door, sprang back with a scream, fled in-
doors into the kitchen:

“There’s a man in the garage, a burglar,”

Her mother fooked up from the custard pudding that she
was mixing: “Whatever did you want to go there faw?™

“To put the rugs away of course. You don't suppose I'd
leave them in the car for anyone working on it to steal? 1
don't frust those mechanics.”

*I'm sure they're all quite honest, dear, I only hope that
Albert Dockin is too.”

“Albert Dockiin?"

“That's his name, the man you took for a burglar. I met
him at the rectory with Mr. Brink."

“What's he doing here?"

“He's in trouble, he told mie. He's got enemies, and he
asked me o let him hide he:e fo escape them.”

“¥ou mean to say you agreed?"

“Why not? He's Mi* B.irk's friend, and 1 do know there
are niysterious people around whe're planning some wicked-
ness. Mr. Brink himself s;iid so. he's trying to preveat them,
go they're furious Aesaing: hi.a and anyene else en his side,™

“He's been filling you up with a lot of twaddie. There's no
mystery at all about the trouble Albert Deekin's in. He's
warted by the police."

*Oh no, Pearl. Why do vou say that?"

“It's the talk of the (own. they're hunting for him every-
where, Harry Bracken nearly caught him, but he got away.
No wonder he's glad to hide in our garage."”

*1 hope they don't come looking.”

“It'll be mo joke if they find him here. You fool, Mother,
what a mess you've made jusi when I've at last got fim fo
come to dinper.”

“What has Jim to do with it? I don't understand.”

“You will, if you listen. The reason the police are after
this man is they've found out it wgs he who put the oil on
the road, so that Jim's eur would skid into the quarry.”
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“Oh dear. Oh dear.” Her mother sank into a chair, trem-
pling.

Pear] watched her sternly: "So you see. We're sheltering
Jim's murderer, or as good as. if his scheme had come off.”

*“]1 never guessed. How could I'7" She rose with an effort
to her feet: "Tll go at once and ring up the police station."”

“No, Mother, stop. It won't be easy to explain, They'll
ask awkward questions.”

*T’ll tell them the truth, it's quite simple.”

“Yes, and Jim will hear every word of it. Harry Bracken's
gure fo pass jt on to him, they're always hobnobbing.”

*I cant help it. What else can L ddo?"

*Anything instead of spoiling our dinner party. How can I
look my best and make an impression on Jim if he thinks
I'm in league with this ruffian, hiding him and helping him
to escape?”

“He won't. I'll explain how it happened.”

*Your precious Mr. Brink won't come too well out of it,
if you say you were doing a good turn to his friend."

“Mr. Brink, "'m sure, was as much deceived in the man
as 1 was.”

"“I'm not so sure of that myself, but it's no business of
mine. Live and let live. It's enough for me that he wants
Jim to get over his infatuation for Kate. 1 agree entirely, so
we're allies.”

“How nice to hear you say so. He cares so much for your
happiness."

“What would make me happiest at the moment is to be
decently rid of this nuisance without a lot of fuss."

*] wish we could be, but 1 don't see how.”

“Why not tell the mam just to clear off?"

"Without informing the police? Oh no, dear, you mustn't
do that”

*] shan't, but you must. You got us into this hole, you can
get us oat of it.”

“But you said yourself this is the man whe tried to kill
Jim. It 1 let him ge he'll iry again.”

“They'll catch him before he does, they're sure to; but he
won't be caught in our gdarege,"” She pointed o the door:
“Hurry up, Mother, Jt's the least you can do to make up. Go
and get it ever. Don't Be a coward.”

Her mother olieyed reluctantly, peeped out inio the street:
“Pearl,” she called, “did you leave the garage open?"
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“Of course ! dida't. Not with him inside,"

“Well, it's wide open now.” S$he hesitated no longer,
crossed over boldly, looked in: “Why, he's gone.”

Pearl followed: “fhat solves our problem for us."

“1 still think we should tell the police. He can't have gone
far yet,”

“If you do, Mother, Ul never forgive you, and retmember
when Jim comes this evening you're nmot to breathe a word
of this.”

“Il try not to, but I'm not very clever. They're sure to
talk of thc man's escape, and it's so easy (o say the wrong
thing.”

“The less you say the hetier. Leave the comversatiom to
me, I'm looking forward to this party, it's going {0 he a
great success.” Her thin lips were tightly comypressed: *“Mrs,
Butdle will have to find new premises for Saint Ursula's,
When Fm married to Jim well live at Hasby Hall."

Lunch was over at Saint Ursula’s when Jim arrived with
the Land-Rover. Children were pouring out of the house,
there were no classes on a Saturday aftermoon, Kate left thetn
as they flocked towards the playing figid. She ran to him
where he waited Lk the door:

*1 shan't be a minute changing. Would you like to come
i.n?"

“1f the transformation takes no longer than om Sunday
Il wait here and smoke :t cigarette,”

"Y¥ou won't have time 10 finish it."

She was gone. When she reappeared in blouse, jeans and
riding boots he had a inch still left at the bult. He threw it
away:

“Finished.”

“It wasn't. There were three more puffs at least, and 1
hurried so 1 didn't even brush my hale properly”

“[t shines like spun copper.”

“You're being sarcastic.” She sat beside him, end they
drove off out of the grounds.

He was silent till they turned into the fime, then he spoke
gravely; "I've just come from the police station. Quite a lot
happened this morning, 1 saw Harry before breakfast, and he
to!d me he found a label from those drums in Brink's car;
He suggested confronting Albert with one of the men wha
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sold them, to see if he recognised him. Well, he did, so we
know for certain it was Albert who bought the oil.”

“Can the police do anything about it?”

*“They tried. Harry grabbed Albert by the arm as soon as
the man gave the word: but at that stage he hadn't a warrant,
iod there was a bit of an argument and Albert got away."”

"He wriggled, I expect. Harry's strong, but it would be
like trying to hold an eel or a worm.”

“l don't hlame Harry. I was awkward for him, he knew
he'd no right to arrest. Anyhow, Albert gave thein the slip,
dnd they've been hunting him ever since. When 1 was at the
police station just now Serjeant Cleaver told me he'd had a
call from Snooker's Garage, someone there had seea Albert
in Freeborough on his bicycle. So the serjeant drove the
heunds over, Harry apd his pals, 1o draw ihat covert: he's
left them there, and they'll fing him at the station if they
piek up the scent.”

"Wiat's the use, (f they can't arrest him when they catch
him?"

“They ean now. They've got a warrant, I've signed it."

| forgot you're a magistrate.”

*] don't losk like one, do 17"

o "‘Vigl';‘ haven't the stuffed-shirt manner. Perhaps you'll grow
to it

“Do you want me te?"

“I'd hate it."

“Bven if you becomes a socialite tog?"

She shook her head, and her hair swayed against his shoul-
der, He took his hand off the wheel to stroke it:

“Don't womty, darling, you couldn't. The raggle-taggle
would always show through."

"You were telling me about Albert, Hadn't you better go
on with the story?"

*There's nothing more to tell till he's caught.” He frowned;
“Yes, there is. 1 overheard an interesting conversation in
the goods yard when L left you yesterday. 1'd parked this old

there and was sitting in it when Brink and Albert came
by, they didn't see me. They were ialking of their plans for
tomorrow whep ihey celebrate what they call the great rrite."

“It's called that in the book about Parson Amos,"

“Listen, Kate, this is deadly serious, 1 dont care what the
Wilclle) o areyperree!deaniing, 1higy anee’y'twiiaat BBifikk nieeansygau
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to act. When it comes to the point he's Amos Pounder, &
you're Bess Atkins on the altar waiting for the knife."

“Yes of course, and I'll take good care to be out of h
reach. I've told you I won't go on with this after the dr
rehearsal.”

“I'm not sure about the dress rehearsal even, I'd ratﬂag'
you'd nothing to do with him at all, Will Doris be there wity
you?”

“No, I didn't ask her. She’d be in the way if a chamuy
comes for any sleuthing, I want a free hand when 1 meet the
gang.” !

“That's what they want themselves, a free hand with you*

“Don’t be silly. This is only a rehearsal. How can anytiing
happen to me when they need me alive tomorrow to act ia
the play?”

He shook his head; “I don’t know, but the man’s raving
mad, I heard him as good as admit while they talked that i
was he who put Albert up to that business in the guarmy®

“There you are. Wasn't 1 right that you're in more dangej
than I am? We've got to find out what his plans are, ym
must see that.”

“We'll know soon enough oncc we lay hands on Albert,
we'll get it out of him, if need be by fHird degree.”

“You haven't caught him yet, but I might. Perhaps hel
be there with the rest of them this evening at the rectory.”

“He's got more sense. You're on a fool's errand, Kate,
Brink suspects you already, I heard him say so to Albesf
You'll get nothing out of either of them.”

“Al the same, Mr. Brink will have to give us instnimiidsss,
explain the programme for tomorrow. At present 1 knaw
nothing more Shan what’s on the notices in the town, thai
the play will be performed in church alter the pames in the
Feetary garden.”

“Neither place sounds ideal for the great rite as pracfiised
by Amos Pounder.”

TI'm sure in my own mind that fite place chosen for the
climax is the Devil's Churchyard.”

“If the play begins in church the cast will have quite £
journey from the first act to the second. What does Briak:
propase? A itect of taxis?”

“Ill know, I suppose, this evening, and if all goes well 4
lot more too,”
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“In any event thia is the end, as far as you're corcerned.
Whatever the plans are, you'll play no pati ip them. That's

“When the time comes. But I've been thinking: it's better
o lead him on, encourage hima t6 expect me till he's gone
foo far to draw back, and you and Harry ean pounce.”

“] suppose so."” His tone was dubious: “But 1 domn't like
¥, The sooner you're out of the business the better 1'll be
pleased. 1 wish to bell 1 wasa't going io this dinner party
at ihe Corringtons. Perhaps 1 ceuld slip away early and
éomme en te Saint Ursula's {o see you after you get back from
the restory.”

“No., you'd spoil the party, and Mrs. Corrington's a dear.”

*She may be, but she's too thick with Brink for my likiog
An odd thing happened last Sunday. 1 found a note left in
My car in his writing, and when 1 opened it, thinking it was
for me, it was meant for her to ask her not to give away
sore seeret of his to Doctor Buitle.”

*“Why did he put it in your car?”

“He didn't. Pearl did. She'd two notes to deliver, it seems,
one for me and this for her mother, and she mixed them up.”

“j can well imagine doing it myself, more than Pearl”
She laughed: “Anyhow I'm sure the secret was something
quite innocent. Poor Mrs. Corringion, it's pathetic to see
Bow she adores him. She'd make him such a good wife.”

“'m less interested in choosing him a wife than in thwart-
ing his plan to murder you. If you won't let me break up the
party I'll pay a late call at Saint Ursula's, perhaps between
eleven and iwelve, just to know you're safe.”

"No, I'm sure Mrs. Buitle wouldn't like that. Come In the
morning, and 1'1 tell you everything then. I'm in no possihle
danger till fomorrow, you're making a fuss about nothlng.™

*1 hope so, but something Brink said te Albert preys on
my mind. They were talking about you; Albert asked if you
ware double-crossmg them, and Brink told him there was
still an important piece of informatien hidden frem yeu,
Zere hour."”

“Zaro hour? What's that?*

“The time, I suppose, when the real show starts, There's
some trap, but till 1 knew mere of his programme 1 can’t
guess what”
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*"When the time comes I'll Hee rromhnees rieean”*

“I'm taking no chances. You'll have Harry to keep an eye
on you all day,”

"He can't if he's hunting for Albert.”

“Before tomorrow morning, let's hope, Albert Dockin will
be cooling his heels in a cell.”

“You don't think, if Albert's arrested, Mr, Brink will
change his mind?”

“Why should he? Albert isn't the only pebble on the
beach. You saw them yourself that night when you were in
the wood with Flossie. She counted at least a dozen dancing,
she said.”

“Thirteen, including the goat-headed man, the Devil, who
was almoast certainly Mr. Brink himself.”

“So if Albert falls out he can be replaced. In fact there
was a hit of an argument between the two of them white I
was listening, because a Contain Aidan was to be given a job
Albert thought sheuld ke his."

*Aidan?"

*Do you know him?”

She shook Her head.

"1 want you to look out for him, It's his job to set the
u,aplil

"1 can't look out for someone I've never seen,”

*Flossie has, and I've told her if she sees him again to let
me know at once.”

“I'm sure she will, She was splendid that night in lhe
woed,"

“She was scared io death, aceording to old Jane, refused
point-blank to go into it alone.”

*1 don't blame her. It was brave of her to go even with
me to keep her company, and she was such a comfort when
those horrors were daficing. I shut her up for fear they'd heax
her, bu:t her jokes and giggles made them $6 fiuch less un-
¢anny."

*Flossie's sense of humour tends 1o be earihy."

“They were ridiculous and disgusting at the same time.
Part of me wanted to laugh, part of me felt sick. There was
such a smell of evil." She shuddered.

He drew up at the side of the road, put his arm around
her: "Don't let's smell it any more, let's get away from I,
darling. The man's diseased in mind, he defiles whatever he
touches."
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She shuddered again. He clasped her waist more tightly:

“He's raving mad. Remember what he looked like that
time when we saw him in the thunderstorm, when we shel-
tered in the Devil’s Parlour and he stood in the old circle of
stones. Remember what he did to the lamb, and to poer Fan
when she tried fo stop him,"

“I do remember. Don't rub it in,”

"I must rub it in. Madmen are notoriously cunning. We
know that he’s setting a irap, and however watchful 1 am it
may eateh you. Domn't have anything more tg do with him.
don't even go to this dress rehearsal. He's a homicidal ma-
niae, a case for an expert peyehiatrist, a eell in a madhouse.”

“He @'t be shut up without evidence. We've got to
obtain it, or he’'ll keep on till he's found a victim, some
wretched girl who doesn't know what 1 do and hasn't you to
help her, and he'll kill her and drink her blood.” Her voice
broke In a sob, and she disengaged herself, opened the door
and stepped out into the road: “Let's talk ot something else,
It's such a lovely afternoon. WRy need we spoil it?"

He left the car and joined her.

They stood at the foot of a steep hill where the road de-
scending from the high moor into Golstondale dropped
sharply to a stone bridge across & siream. The upper slopes
of the gill were bare and craggy, with poekets of Reather in-
terspersed; but eclusiered hushes filled the botiom, birch,
holly and rowan, mais of flowering gorse and aromatic
juriper.

He pointed: “There’s a waterfall a little way upstream.
Shall we go and look?"

“Yes, let's,”

“Does it matter whal time you get to the farm?”

“Not in the least. Dinab wom't mind."” She ran across the
strip of shon turf into the bracken, and he followed.

The only path was a track made by sheep, and when it
turned aside to slant uphill they left it, making their own
way beside the watercourse. The bracken rose waist-high,
breast-high: they paried it with their arms as if they were
swirming. It peiered out under ihe bushes, enly t8 yield te
a gliffer ebstacle as these elosed in ahead, a iangle ef inter-
laced branehes.

“Why is it,” Kate asked, “that our walks always end up en
hands and knees?”

“It's what conies of falling in Jove with a wood Aymph."

%1



*Blast. I'm sorry, I dida’t mean you."

“Sat 6 ® wiiiin taash?™

*No, the other end, burrs in my hair,”

They crawled on, the lilt of water gathered insistence in
their ears. The ripple of the stream beside them was rein-
forced by an echo louder and more sonorous not far away.
At last, scratched and dishevelled but jubilant they emerged
into the open, a bowl of grass, daisies, ladies’ slipper and
cuckoo flowers sunk in the deep embrace of crags and
heather-clad banks, At the upper end the stream swollen in
force and volume by confinement in a isarrow gorge poured
over @ wide shelf into the pool beneath. The waterfall had
8A unexpectedness that made it seem larger than it was, such
wis éhe codtrast with the size of the stream from which it
1851488,

They climbed to the ledge, a slab of rock ample enough
to afford room for them to sit dry, out of reach of the torrent,
whose song echoing from cliff to cliff encompassed them In
sound. From their high seat they looked down over the gill
up whieh they bad come, over the moors beyond to a nick
between the shoulders of the farthest hill, through which
the sea sparkled blue in ihe sunlight. A ship steamed slowly
acress the view as they waiched.

Jim turned from it, fixed his eyes on Kate instead. He
put his arm round her, drew her face to his:

“Ever since 1 first saw you, Kate, 1've loved you. Do you
love ine too?"

She could not reply, his lips pressed hers too closely.

They drew apart, but he still gripped her: “When shall we
be married, Kate? Soon?"

She nodded.

*Very soon? Here at once?”

"How can we?”

*11l show youw.”

The waterfall was their witness, the god of the river their
priest



Chagpter 10

Kafe urged Dinah into a brisk trot as she set off home from
Rowantree Farm, She looked at her watch; nearly seven
o'clock, and she had a long ride ahead of her, a horse under
her heavy with grass, disinclined to exertion. While she as-
sured herself that she had neither reason nor wish to consider
Brink's convenience, it pricked her conseience to think hew
late she would he at the rectory: SBhe Was net assustoméd to
keegp people waiting:

mah's pace §asn fulfilied her forsbedings: Fhe trst be-
came dower and slewer. sinking inte a walk at the least
excuse afferded by a riee in the grevnd: The Haming sun of
ihs eafly afernesn Was beginning o melley intg a ew SF

gmﬁ but the day was Syl vsry net: Kate ReFsE
e a§ At waﬁ the efSrt 16 afSiE BiRaR 18 ngngg
? e %ﬁv& H {H ﬁEEEFHB{ EOREAE 18 &t PASEE

}Hﬁ B?é AEF §§ &Hs m sama {ng

ﬁg é sy A s&Eﬁ

Aelosed Ber o8 % EvF S e ﬁ%&
§8 4ds she Ie3t consciousnese of BSE& %ﬂﬂ time: FBE fFI
% dveam of her swn, 4 shining werld of delight:

8he aweke with a start whem a man approached on a
bieyele. The track was net made for wheeled traffie; he
swerved precariously to avoid the bumps, and she pulled
aside into the heather to let him pass.

Instead, as he drew level, he dismounted: “Miss Evans?”
he asked.

“Yes.” She stared at him in surprise, she had no idea whe
he was.
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“Mr. Tranmsre seat toe to look for you, miss, te give you
a F L]

She stared, more surprised than ever: “Hasn’t he gone to
Mrs, Corrington's? Do you work for her?"

He shook his head; "It wasn't there I met him, it was on
the mad just above the wood. 1 happened to tes passing, and
he stopped me and asked me to find you and send you to
help him. He looked upset, he was as white as a sheet.,”

*Did he say what he wanted help for?”

“He seemed to think you'd know,™

*I'll go at once to Kemsdaie Farm and find out,”

*No, not to the farm.”

*“Why ever not?"

"1 don’t know, miss. I'm only repeating what he told me.
You're not to go near the farm, be said, you're to meet him
in the wood.”

"Where did he go himself when he left you?"

“Straight back into the wood, darted in as if someone was
after him. If you ask my opinion he’s hiding there to be out
of the way.”

She hesitated, frowning, too bewildered to Sike in fully
what he said.

“You're thinking perhaps,” he asked, “that this will make
you late at the rectory?”

*1 wasn’t, but of course it will. How do you know of the
rehearsal? Are you a friend of Mr. Brink's?"

“Not a close friead, but I've spoken t6 him once oF fwice.
Shall 1 tell him you'll be late, or aren't you going to bothet
with Mr. Traamire?"

“I most certainly am, Yes, tf you're near the rectory, it
would be kind of you to warn Mr, Brink not to wait for me.
You needn’t explain too much.”

"Would you came to write him a fmessage? You c¢an put lt
in your own words.”

*There’s no need, and I've nothing to write with,"

*1 have."” He brought out a sheet of paper and umdlipped
a pen from tthe pocket of his coat.

She took them, still dazed, and did as he wished. Dinah
fidgeted, the writing was barely legible.

“Sorry I'll be late,” she wrote. “Please don't wait for me.
Kate Evans.”

She handed him the note, and he reached for it eagerly,
folded it and stowed it carefuily away:
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Tewk you, miss. FIl make sure the rector gets it.” His
voice and smile held an unctuous satisfaction. He reminded
her of a curate whom she knew at home, eamest, bashful,
glorying in £dgeetloffomeeit.

“Thank you,” she replied, “for telling me about Mr. Trait-
mire. I'm afraid you've had a lot of trouble.”

“It’s no trouble, it's all in a good cause.”

He picked up his bicycle, mounted and rode back the way
be had come. In spite of the uneven going he travelled
faster than Kate on horseback and was soon far ahead of
her. When he was hidden by the crest of a hill he drew up,
dismounted, took the nete from his poecket and read it
through; then he sat down on a tussoek of hHeather, un-
clipped bis pen and added a preliminary sentence. Her hand-
writing was sueh a serawl that he had little difficulty in
achieving a passable imitatien. The amended message began:
“Dear Mrs. Buttls, Dinah lame” then Kate's ewn werds
fellewed: “Serry Fil be lafe. Please den‘t wait for me. Kaie
Evans He remeunied, rode as fast as he eeuld {6 Easby
and delivered the nete at Saint Ursula's.

Kate too made haste. She no longer allowed Dinah to
dawdle, urged her on with knees and heels, Her bewilder-
ment persisted, she was still unable to make sense of Jim's
summons. Looking back en their pariing at Rewantree Farm
she recalled only a glow ef happiness, en whieh nething dis-
cordant had pewer to intrude. She had refused his effer o
eatch and saddle DinaR; Mr. Alsyke seeing them 6aeh
was walling fer her in the yard fe help. Sereshed by the
Land-Rever #im had kissed her; then he get in, dreve away.
He had plenty of time o drive back i Keinsdale, ehange
his elgthes and ge 8 dinner with Mrs. EerrRgioA.

What had happened to divert him from his purpose? Why
was she forbidden to go to the farm? Why was he hiding
in the wood? Her mind groped vainly for answers, lost in a
maze of improbability. While it pleased her that he should
appeal to her for help she felt that it was most unlike him,
quite out of keeplag with his charagter. She ever wendered
whether there was some misunderstanding, whether the fhes
sage was garbled. There was uneasiness iA the theught that
the messenger knew Mr. Brink. She thrust aside the fear that
was Hsing IR her; a greater fear swallowed it up as she re-
fhembered the atiempt en Jim's life in the quarry, the anxisty
nagging her 8R his aceount ever sinee. This was ne time 8
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ask questions, to explain the inexplicable. The facts were too
urgent; he was in danger, he needed her.

She reached the crest of the rtdge, from which she looked
down into Kemsdakt. She was in familiar country now; she
left the track, struck across the moor straight for the road.
As she approached it she chose a low place in the wall,
pulled Dinah together for the effort, put her at it and leapt
it. She bad to hold her up sharply on the other side to allow
a lerry © travelling towards Eashy. Then she créssed
the g@&d, plunged inte the weed along the same path as a
week ago.

Although she had not been told where to meet Jim an
irresistible conviction assured her, as urgent as if it spoke
aleud, that she weuld find him in the Devil's Churchyard.
The easiest approach was round the edge of the wood and
agross the fields; hut it was a way that would lead her within
sight of the farm, and his instructions forbade it: The only
other choiee known to her was the path that she followed,
the old track that formerly gave aceess to the fleld at the
botter, and this time, knewing what obstacles to expect,
the Pﬁt@hé& of Beg; encroaching saplings, she was mere sue-
gesstul in aveiding them. The summer evening mellowed the
green of trees and gress, added potency to the fragrance of
glder-blesserns and wafts of heneysuckle. Even in her distress
of mind her senses responded with pleasure.

As she rede she ?lanesd keenly frem side to side. Nothing,
net even a sheep, intruded on her selitude; but at moments
her heart beat more quickly when a rustle of leaves, a crackle
of twigs defied explanation, too far from her to be attributed
to Her oWn movement: She assured herself that the cause
Was only a bird alighting er a small animal, a stoat or a
weasel, on the prowl; but she was not entirely convinced,
and Dinah even less so. The mare's ears were pressed back,
she was ready to shy at the least provoeatien, and her paee
besame slower and slewer the deeper they penetrated inte
the waed, till Kate had 8 urge her asmﬂsaﬂg 18 advange gt
all, 1t was a9 longer e sltgg|shRess o fgh guey Hom
GolsteRdale: it Was active RrorRE Manifst 4i5apRroval

When they reached the overgrown hedge, the boundary of
the derelict field, Kate foreed her to leap and secramble
through; but the open ground failed te reassure her, she re-
mained as uneasy as ever.
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The spot was near that at which Kate and Jim first met,
and Kate rimred round, almost expecting to see him standing
there still. In vain, the field wag empty. Disappointed and
desolate, she rode across to the fringe of alder by the river
and dismounted. The tree that she chose for Dinah was well
away from the liiter containing the debris of tbe trampled
devil mask. Even so, Dinah showed reluctance, strained at
the halter by which she was tethered. Kate patted, soothed
her, then set out anxjously in trepidation nn foot through
the bushes.

An imresistible impulse urged her on, a voice that spoke
in her mind telling her clearly and for certain that she would
find Jim in the Devil's Churchyard. As she crawled through
the thicket she strained her ears to listen. No sound cither
natural or supernatural came to disturb her. She clambered
up the bank where she and Flossie sat to spy, and taking
care to avoid the nettles she peered over. The sacred stones
stood stlent, deseried. The altar gy tinted with gold by the
westering suf, unattended by priest or victim.

The solitude reassured and at the same time puzzled and
disappointed her. She stood up, walked forward boldly across
the turf. She bad a sense of frustration, almost of bathos,
fiot knowlng what to do next.

Then as she hesitated the sound began, low at first, barely
distinet, but gathering strength as she listened, the moan of a
human voice. She moved into the circle, seeking the direction
from which it came, fts source lay beyond her, the cromlech
known as the Devil's Parlour. There could be no douht any
longer that sormeone lurked there, moaning ia paia, not only
moaning but cailing. The yolee was muffled, unrecegnisable,
but the word was plala to hear, “Kate, Kate, Kate."

*him,” she called back, ran forward to the dark entrance
of the cave, flung herself on hands and knees, plunged In.

She gasped. An evil-smelling rag was crammed into her
mouth, choking her. The loop of a rope passed over her head,
the slip knot tightened, pinning her arms to her side. She
kicked fiercely, and a muttered curse gratified her, told her
that her beots found a target. Then ber legs were grabbed,
roped together. She could neither speak Ror move.

As her eyes grew accustomed to the darkness she saw that
her companion was Albert Dockin.

He picked her up, dragged her deeper into the cave; but
after a few heaves he tired of the effort and dropped her. She
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fell on her face, and as she struggled to rise he smacked ber
hard across her upturned seat:

*Kick me in the jaw, would you? If it weren't that he toid
me to leave it I'd make you smart. Just wait, my girl, till you
feel what’s coming to you tonight.”

Gagged by the cloth, she was unable to reply.

He stooped to test and tighten the knots, then crept to a
recess, a cranny between adjoining megaliths, from which he
extracted a small portable stove, a saucepan, a tin of cocoa,
a bottle of milk and another of meethylated spirits, and two
cups without saucers, one of them plain, the other adorned
with a coloured picture of Windsoe Castle. He filled the
saucepan with milk and iit the stove, turning the flame dowa
to keep the milk at a gentle simmer. Then he poured a splash
of spirits into one of the cups, that with the pictarial design,
and set it on the ground. seooping a hollew for it to stand
upright. The plain eup he kept beside him.

When his arrangements were complete be sat down, lean-
ing his back against the wall and glancing at intervals at
Kate, who lay on her face no longer trying to move. Neither
spoke; she was unable, he unwilling. He relieved the silence
by humming the Pilgrims' Chorus from 7Tanmhaurer.

They remained like this for a long time; it seemed at least
twice a8 long to Kate choked by ihe unsavoury gag. Then a
voiee was heard ouiside:

“Coo-ee, Albent'”

“Coo-ee, Aidan.” he called back.

The name echoed in Kate's memory, recalled Jim’s warn-
ing: “It's his job to set the trap.” As the man came in head
firat under the low lintel of the cromlech she recognised the
cyelist wha brought her the message on the moor.

Albert turned up the flame of the stove: “Like some
eocoa?"

*Noothing better.”

There was little room; he squatted on the floor beside
Albert, who spooned cocoa into the saucepan and stirred it,

“You needn't ask how things went, There's the answer,”
He peinted at Kate with his spoon: “My complimeats,
Aidan,”

Aidan kept his own eyes averted from her: “Can she hear
“s?!l

"¥Who cares? She’ll have no chance to blab.”

"Why? What are you going to do to her?”
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The saucepan boiled over. Albert took it from the stove,
filled the prepared cup for Aidan, then the plain cup for him-
self.

*What are you going to do to her?” Aidan persisted. “You
haven't told me yet.”

“Never you mind, Aidan, my lad. Whatever we do, you can
be sure it's sanctified by tradition. Drink up your cocoa like
a good boy.”

Aidan sipped: “There’s an odd taste to it."

“You're fussy.” He sipped his: “Mine's ali right.”

Aidan tried again, stared at his cup doubtfully: “Are you
sure it’s cocoa in that tin?”

*Look for yourself.” He passed it to him: “Cadbury’s
cocoa in plain letters for anyone to read. 1 don't say the
saucepan's all that clean, What do you expect in a piace like
this? A five-star restaurant, A.A, and R.A.C. recommended?"

Aidan gulped down the beverage without further protest

“Did you meet anyone as you came?” Albert asked.

*Only the land-girl, | passed her in the fisdtt”™

*Did she recognise you?"

“She was too far off. She paid no attention, she isn't very
bright.”

*You shouldn't have gone near the farm at alt. Why didn't
you come by the weod?”

“It's quicker across the fields, and you might have needed
help.”

“Well, 1 didn't. Look at her.” He pointed again at Kate:
“Let me tell you this, Aidan. When I'm given a job 1 do it;
1 need help from mo one, keast of &l from you.™

“Tm sorry, Albert.” He fidgeted uncomfortably.

“What's the matter? Have you any fault to fmd?"

“None, except that 1 wish she weren't so near,"

“Can | help it if the place is poky?"

“No, of course not. Did you have a fearful struggle?”

“What do you take mme for? It was a victory of brain over
brawn, will over matter." He patted himself on the chest:
"1 summoned the power, sent it to fetch her, and it gripped
her mind, filled her with delusion, forced her to come to me
like iron drawn to a magnet.”

*1 do envy you. I'd give anything to be as proficient myself
in the secret arts.”

“You will, if you keep on at it. Above all, you must do
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what you're told tonight, Remember the rules I gave you, say
nothing, hear nothing, see nothing,"

“Can't you find less nothing, more something for me to
do?" His eyes shone, there was defiance in the jut of his
chin: “You aren't fair to me, Albert. I'm capable of anything
if I'm given the chance. I've never felt like this before, so full
of spumk.™

Albert watched him shrewdly: “Don't worry, you'll get
your chance when the time comes.”

“A real chance, something big to make people adtaite and
obey me?”

“Yes, Aidan, of course. This is your night; you'll be the
star, you've only to wait an hour or so. What about a stroll
iti the fresh air to see that all's quiet?”

“Suits me. It's stuffy in here." He staggered as he rose.

“Steady,” Albert warned him

“What do you mean, steady? There's nothing wrong with
me, It's this hole, it geis on my nerves." He glared at Kaie:
“That girl, like something out of a slave market.”

“Gets you, does she? A tasty piece for your barem.”

“I'm not interested in girls.”

“You dont know what you're missing.”

“There you 80, jeering at me because I'm a queer; but I'll
show you, Albert, I'll show you. There’s more in me than
you thiintk."”

“I'm sure there is, Aidan."” He grasped him by the sleeve
to support him, steered him skilfully out of the cromlech.

Both vanished, Kate was alone. She lay tense, motionless,
listening. She could hear their voices outside; hut the sound
grew fainter as they walked away, and at last it faded al-
together from her ears. She held her breath, waited to make
sure, thea applied herself to free her mouth of the gag. It was
a thick pad wedged behind her feeih: she screwed her jaws,
pushed with her tongue, coughed and kept on coughing. un-
able to contrel the wmpulse. The effest was all te the geed,
the impedifent was Jeasened, slipped forward. She #illed her
lungs with air, puffed with all Rer feree, spat eut a Rall of
rag, AlBert's handkerchiet. She esntinued {8 spit I8 fid hek
self of the disgusting fasie that # 1eft But R8 ameunt of
saliva washed it away.

Fearing that the noise would attract attention, she lay
still again and listened; but all remained quiet outside, and
she turned to her next task, to loosen the ropes binding her
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arms and legs. She rolled this way and that, bent herself
double, jerked her wrists and feet. Nothing yielded, Albert's
knots held fast, incluctable. She tried to fray the rope by
rubbing her legs against the edge of a stone. She fire her
jeans, the rope suffered fno damage.

Nevertheless she persisted tll the sound of someone ap-
prosching siopped her, She froze motionless, silent. A face
peered in, hidden by the shadow, but the lmmg hair was a
girl's:

*Is anyone there?"

“Flossie,” she sobbed. “Oh. Flossie, 'm so glad.”

“Wiat's he been doing to you, the bastard?” Flossie crept
in, came to her side.

“Quick,” Kate gasped. “They'll be back soon. {Jndo these
knots."

Flossie bent to examine them: "1 guessed he was up to
0 good there in the pasture field. Mr. Tranmire told me to
watch out and let him know if D saw him agsin: but 1
couldn't, he's out for the evening. So I thought I'd betier
peep for myself.”

“It was brave of you."”

*] was seared stiff, but 1 was more scared for you when
I came on the mare.”

*Dinah? fs anything wrong with her?"

*She'd tewed herself into a mucksweat riving at the halter
till she parted it, and when she saw me she cantered up as
human as you like to tell me I'm wanied,"

*“Poor Dinah.”

“she knew all right what was happening to you,”

*Where is she now?"

*] took her gear off and turned her into (he pasture field.
‘You've fia cause o worry."

“Except for myself. How are you geiting on with those
knats?”

“Not too fast, the blighters. I've had a go at each, but
my, they've got me beat. Pliers they need, not finger nails,
and it's that dark you ean't see what you've hold of.”

“Haven't you amything in your pocket? A kmife perhaps?”

“It would be today of all days. Mirs. Torgitl borrowed mine
off me to chop plug for her man o smoke.™

"Try again with your fimgers then.”

Flossie tried agnin, fumbling ineffiectively, She turned
away, stooped to the floor:
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“f1 see if there's a chip of stone with a sharp edge."

*Do hurry. They'll be back any minute,"

“Here's a bit that might do," She straightened herseif,
came back with it,

“Hush," Kate exclaimed. “Listen, What's that?"

Voices could be heard in the distance, growing louder.

“Run, Flossie, quick before they eome.”

“Leave you here?"

“What else can you do? If they eateh you they'll tie you
up too: Run to the farm and feteh help." )

“There's no one at the farm but me. Mrs: Torgill and her
man have gone across to her sister's, and Mir. Tranmire's out
with friends. Where the lad is | don’t knew, slipped off heme
as like as not."

“Liten, Flossle, get Mr. Tranmire on the phene. He's
g'ingzg“ with Mrs. Corringten at Easby, the number's in the
“I'm no great band at the telephone, it flusters me."

“Well, it damn well won't have to this evening. Be quick
and do what | say befere it's tee late." )

The veices were already dangereusly elese. Flossie peered
out, took her ehanee and fled. In spite of her bulk she meved
with the elusiveness of a wild ereaturs. The eapricious light of
sunset, the lengthening shadews disguised her; she slipped
across into the shelter of the tress unseen by the men ap:
proaching, Albert and Aidan reinforeed by Supporters:

Albert pointed to the eromiveh: “lu there. Strip the vietim,
bring her out."

They rushed in, seized Kate; their knives eut the vopes
without difficulty. As soen as she was free she struggled, kiek:
ing out with her beets: but ready hands pulled them off;
others gripped her arms, tore off her clothes. She dug her
teeth into the nearest, and as he released her she screamed at
the top ef her veice.

“Damn the bitch." Alltiert shouted angrily, he was waiting
outside, "“They'll hear her a mile off. What's she done to
her gag?"

“A muzzle, that's what she needs before we catch rabies."
The speaker sucked an ugly wound on his wrist.

Another produced his own handkerchief, stuffed it into
her mouth, and her scream died away in a gurgle,

“All right)™ he called. “1've switched her off."”
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When they carried her otit she was naked. Her arms were
roped again to her sides, her legs imgsther. A red secarf tled
at the back of her head covered her mouth and held the gag
in place. They laid her prostrate across the altar, reinforcing
the posture with ropes made fast over her body to stakes
driven into the ground. Her legs dangled on one side of the
stone, her long hair on the other, gleaming copper in the
sunset,

“Fetch the paint,” Albeit commanded, “and I'll inscribe
her.”

When he had finished he stood back to survey his work:

“Yetragrammaton.” He rolled the word on his tongue and
turned to address his companions, a new Albert transformed
by his sense of the occasion: *“Look there, the Tetragram-
maton, and if you don't know what that means ML tell you.
Power it stands for, power as great as any in hell. Take off
your clothes, every siiteh; but fie larking, mind, with the
vietim, or you'll be sofry. Wait in hely obedience {ill the
moeon iises, and ihe high priest comes to initiate you, to
celebrate the Fite."

Not even the excellence of the dinner cooked by Molly
Corrington reconciled Jim to his surroundings as he sat in
the drawing room afterwards in an arm-chair with a glass
of port at his side. Leslie Potts in a chair facing him and
Pearl and ber mother together on the sofa. Leslie bored him,
Pearl's amiability alarmed him, and he detested the clothes
that he wore, boiled shirt and dinner jacket; he cursed him-
self for accepting an invitation to a house where they were
obligatory. Above all he longed to he with Kate, or at feits
to be left alone to think of her.

“You're very glum, Jim. A penny for your thoughts.™ Pearl
smiled archly, triumphant in black velvet and a towering
hair-do, a masterpiece created by the lady stylist who reigned
in the fashionable salon adjoining her own botique in the
grounds of the Angel,

He shook his head, spoke with strained politeness: *“Noth-
ing doing. They're not for sale.”

"Not at that price.” Leslie guffawed: “He's mulling a tip
straight from the horse's mouth for the 4:30 on Monday.”

"You read my mind like a book. Leslie.”

"Are you going to the races’” Pearl asked eagerly, “"Can
I give you a lift, if those lazy mechanics have my car ready
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in time? They've promised to work on it alf Monday morn-
ing, and if it isn't ready by lunch they'll get no pourboire.”

“They’ll do well if it is. Flossie left her mark onm it."

“She's a public danger, Jim. You really oughtn't to allow
her on the road,”

*Tm sure she was very sorry,” her mother put in appeas-
ingly: “We've all got to learn.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Corrington." He smiled at her: “She's
a good girl, she can’t help it if she’s built like a baby ele-
phant, She's just as clumsy on the farm."”

“No wonder, if she's never corrected.” Pearl's tone was
acid: *You're much too easy with her, and as for Harry
Bracken he deserves o be sacked from the police force, Why
basn't he served her with a summons?”

*Harry Bracken?” Leslie picked up the name with interest:
"He's been busy from all 1 hear. Have they caught that scoun-
drel yet, Jim7 Talk of public dangers, I'd rather meet Flossie
head-on, bumper to bumper, than a filthy skunk who rigs up
a skid for me, to send my new Jag crashing to kimgdom
come.”

“Not only the car,” Molly reminded him. “Jim bhimself
might bave gene with it, but for the merey of God. We
ought to be very thankful"

“Lestie wouldn't, if the mercy left him without his pre-
clous jag." Pearl glanced at him sourly: “That caf’s more
than a wife o hifm."

*You aren't fair, Pearl,” he protested. “You'd soon know
whoe comes first with me if you'd give me a ehanes.”

Molly smiled at them both: “It's a very smart car, and
I'm sure |t cost a lot of money. You're quite right to take
care of it, Leslie.”

*1 do, and of my neck too." He turned to Jim: It could
have been me as easily as you in that quarry. We're none of
us safe with this maniac at large.”

*He won't get far. I saw Harry just aow, He's back from
a wild goose chase in Freehorough: but the warning's gone
out over the whole county, and as soon as we get something
definite be'll be off again te piek up ihe seent.”

“Let's hope it’s the right scent this time.” He raised his
glass, drained the few remaining drops of wine. Molly reached
for the decanter to pass if, but Pearl eaught her eye and
shook her head.
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There was an embarrassing pause, and Molly fade haste
to speak:

“One can't help feeling sorry for 4 hunted creature.”

“For a would-be murderer, Mothet? Pearl's voice held

reproof.

“He didn't look like that at all. He was too frightened.™

Leslie stared in surprise: “You've seen him, have you?"
Jim too watched her with interest,

“Nonsense." Peart interrupted. Mother's got too vivid an
imagination. She persuades herself she saw what wagn't there,"

“An apparition?" Jim spoke with irony: "It fits well into
the stories going round the town.”

“I've heard them.” Leslie tittered: “Something to do with
black magic. 1t’'s amazing what iwaddle people believe.”

Pearl tossed her head: “Ignorant locals with minds as thick
as their boots. 1t's a warning, Jim, That's what youll become
if you don't mend your ways.”

He paid no attention to her, addressed her mother: “What
did you see, Mirs. Corrington? What did the man look like?"

Her mouth opened in dismay, she was unable to speak.
1i seemed that at any moment she would burst into (ears.

The telephone saved her, ringing vociferously in the ball.
Pearf ieapt up, hurried out to answer it.

The three left in the drawing room sat in constrained
silence. Molly was incapable of spcech, and Jim watchlng
her forbore to press his question. They could hear Pearl's
voice beyond the door: the wards were indistinguishable,
except for the exelamation repeated with growing irritatios
=“YWhat de yau say?”

Leslie found the stlence oppressive;

“What's come over us? A goose walking over our graves?"
His lone was facetious, but neither Jim nor Molly laughed.

No one spoke again till Pearl returned.

She seated herself without comment, lit a cigarette. Jim
watched her, waited for her to speak, waited in vain. At last
he asked;

“Who was that?"

Her eyes meeting his were resentful: “It was Flossie.”

*Did she want to speak to me?"

*1 knew you wouldn't want to be bethered, 1 told bet you
were busy."”

He frowned: *“What did she ring about?”
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“] couldn't make head or tai! of it, nothing but splutter
and blather. I never can understand her frightful patois.”

*1 can. You should have fetched me."”

“T've told you, Jim, 1 tried to save you from being dis-
turbed. You're dining with us, you can forget the farm for
once,"”

*Not if it's something urgent, Flossie hates the telephone,
she wouldn't call up unless she had to.”

“It's nothing to do with the farm, so you can set your
mind at rest. It's some business with Kate Evans, her name
was the only thing I caught clearly.”

HKate?l‘

"There's no need to go up in flames. As soon as I got rid
of Flossie I rang up Saint Ursula’s to make sure there's
niothiing wrong; that's why 1 took such a time. Mrs. Buttle
says they've had a message from Kate that Dinah's lame and
she's leading her, so she’ll be very late getting homie, They're
fiet in the least worred."

“1 am, She's probably stuck in Kemsdale, can’t get Dinah
any farther. All the same, it's odd she didnt ring herself.”

“Shke’ll be all right; she's got Flossie to help, and your mar-
ried camygits, thive Tangilis:™

He shoolk his head; “They've gone out to Jane's sister’s,
it's right over the hill in Hoggrah. No, I'll slip back at once
in the Land-Rover, tell Kate to leave Dinah at the farm,
and I'll drive her o Saint Ursula's myself."

Molly and Leslie sat silently, excluded from the conver-
satlon; but Jim's last words aroused Molly to intervene:

“Oh no, Jim, you cant go yet, it's so early. I'm sure
Kate won't mind waiting if Flossie takes her into the house.”

Peart frowned at her: “Leave it to me, Mother.” She
turmed to Jim: “If Kate needs a lift they can send to fetch
her from Saint Ursula's. 1l ring them again, Doctor Buttle
c€an go in his car,”

*“Why should he. after a hard day's work?"

*“Why should you go and break up ocur dinner party?"

He hesitated: "I'm sure you mean all this very kindly.
Pearl: but 1 really know my own business best, Thbe first call
to make is to Kemsdale to find out if Kate's there, and I'll
make it myself and speak to her if she is. May 1 use your
telephone, Mirs, Corrington?"'

~0f course. Jim. You know where it is,”
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He left the room. Pear) drummed irritably on her lap with
per fingers:

“What a fuss about nothing. 1f the girl's lamed her horse
she can waik, it won't hurt her.”

*“Who's the girl?" Leslie asked.

*Kate Evans. She teaches at Saint Ursula’s,”

*Red hair, wide mouth, large grey eyes?”

“You seem to have made a careful inventory of her fea-
tures.”

“Don't take me wrong, Pearl, She was with Jim, wasn't
ghe, last Sunday at the Amgel? I can't help it if a girl's
easy to look at."”

“She’s a sweet girl,"” Molly put in.

“Have it your own way." Pearl sighed: “In my opinion
she's nio better than she should be."

Jim came hack with a worried frown: "There's no reply."

“It's what 1 expected,” Pearl told him. “You might have
saved yourself the frouble. If they're out in the yard or with
the horse in the stables they weoulda't hear you."

Molly nodded comfortingly: “Thai’s it, and if the Torgiils
are away there's no one else to answer the phone.”

He remained standing, unhappy and irresolute.

™Come and sit down,"” Peart commanded. "If you insist
on it we'll try again in a few minutes when they're back
indoors, but you're making a mountain out of a meolehill.
Let me fill your glass, you need something to steady your
nerves. They're groggy still after your accident.”

He sunk into his chair, hut as she brought him the de-
canter he shook his head: “No, thank you, I've had enough,”

“l don't mind if 1 do. Pearl.” Leslie not waiting for am
invitation held his glass out, so that she was unable to ignore
it; but before she could pour the wine the front door-bell
japgled in the passage, and she put the decanter back on
{he table with an impatient shrug:

*“Who can that be? Are we never to have any peace to-
night?"

Iim ieapt to his feet: "1l go and see,” He darted out of
the reom, and they heard him open the outer door, exchange
a few words with the visitor. He was back almost at once:

“It's a lorry waiting to get past, and he’s afraid of scrap-
ing your jag, Leslie,”

*“What an hour of the night to bother us,” Pearl com-
plained. “Can't those lorries ever be quiet?"
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“He's bringing a load of crates for the fish market. They'll
be needed when the boats come in in the early morning,”

Leslie rose uawillingly: “What about your Land-Rover?”

~1 think it's alf right, but we'll ask him." They went to-
gether out of the house.

There was no need to move the Land-Rover which was
parked in an offset, leaving room for the lorry to pass. Jim
stood talking to the driver while Leslie drove the Jaguar on
a short distance to where the street widened.

*1¢'s a fine night,” the man observed aBably.

Jim nodded: “You'll be glad of it if you've come over the
moor.™

“Yes, some of ihose roads can be awkward. They're steep,
and they don't get enough binding. It doesn't take much of
a storm fo wash it away,”

“That's what 1 keep telling the highway people myself,
but they pay fio atiention.”

*You're from the hills, are you sir?”

“Kemsdale. My name's Tranmire."

“Mr. Tranmire of Kemsdale Farm? I that isn't a bit of
luck. 1 was at your place above an hour ago with some bags
of seed to deliver, and 1 couldn’t see anyone about, So I
dumped the bags in the barn to keep them dry; but 1 wanted
ity papers signed, and there wasn't anyene te ask.”

“You'd like me to sign them now?"

“If you'd be good enough, sir.” He sorted out the invoice
from a sheaf in the cab of his losry and produced a pencit
from his pocket.

Jim took it and signed: “I'm sorry you drew the farm
blank. There ought to have been a land-girl hanging around
somewhere. Perhaps she was down the fields with the sheep.”

*l saw no one, man or girl, not ou the farm, that is.
The only girl 1 saw was up on the hill as 1 was coming
away, and she didn't look like a land-girl, she was on borse-
back.”

“She wasn't on foot, was she, and the horse lame?” Jira
Spoke with sharp interest.

“She was riding, 1 teil you, and the horse was no more
lame than 1 am. She came dowan from the moor and took
the wall on fo the road with a§ elean a pair of heels as
you'd see in @ show ring. It was a pretty picture.”

“Could you see where she went after that?"
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“Yes, 1 was watehing in the mirror. There's a turning into
the wood, and she took it,”

“lato the wood? You're sure?”

*“I'd take my oath on it.”

Leslie having parked the Jaguar was about to go back into
the house.

"Just a minute, Leslie,” Jim called to him, He turned to
the driver: *"You're all clear ahead now, no obstacles, Good
night.”

“Thanks,” The man climbed into his cab: “Chweerio.”

He drove away.

*"What's the matter?" Leslie asked. "We can go in again,
can't we?”

*“¥You can, but 1 want you to lend me your car.”

“My Jas?ll

“Yes, she's faster than the Lamd-Rover."

"1 should bloody well hope so. She cruises at ninety, only
nieeds a touch on the throttle for a ton.”

*“That’s why I want to bonow her. It's urgent,”

*I'm sorry, Jim; it's a rule I've made, never to let anyone
drive her but myself.”

“There are exceptions to every rule. Do me this favour, and
I swear Il never forget it.”

“Of course if you put it that way”" His voice was hesi-
tative,

“Thanks, Leslie. You're a hero.™ He raced along the streét
to the Jaguar, shouting over his shoulder: "“Make my apolo-
gies to Mrs- Corrington and Pearl,”

Leslie stared after him, glum and bewildered, unaware
that he had yet given his consent.

Pear] opened the door: “Whatever are you two doing out
there? Haven't you finished yet?"

"Coming, Pearl,” he replied.

“It's you, Leslie, is it? Where's Jim?"

“Gone,”

“He can't have, not without saying good-bye.”

“He asked me to make his apologies to you."

She peered out into the street: “Is this a silly joke of
yours, Leslle. There's his Land-Rover.”

“He's left that and taken my Jag.”

“Your Jag, your precious Jag? You mean to say you let
him?”

“1 suppose so. I must have been barmy."
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He would have blamed himself still more bitterly if he
could have seen Jim driving the car, the dizzy swerve over
the bridge across the Rune, the needle flickering past the
hundred up the long hill on to the moor.

Chaprer 11

Flossie glared at the telephone and sobbed:

“Slammed it down. Cut me off in the middle. I'd boil her
in pig mash, 1 would, with her Iah-de-dah, her hoity-teity,
The hitch, the bleeding biteh."

Fan curled on the hearth-rug, having slept through the
telephone conversation without the iwitch of an ear, got up
suddenly, walked across and ticked Flossie's hand.

She bent to caress the dog's jowl: "No, 1 don't mean you,
Fan. Bitch is too good for her, much too good. She's a Weed-
ing murderess, she is, Fan, ihere's Ao gettlag over it."” Tears
choked her voice; she squatted on the fleor, buried her face
in Fan's shaggy fur and wept:

"Oh, Fan, what shall 1 do? What shall 1 do, Fan? Miss
Evans, she told me to ring him, and 1've tried, I've tried,
haven't 1? What ecap 1 do if hoity-toity slams me down?"

Fan's only reply was to lick her tear-stained cheek.

“Shall T ring the police. Fan, shall 1? But I've mo head
for figumes, they get me that fustered. 1 know it'll be the
wrong number, they’ll slam me down. If only Harry were
at home I'd slip across, but they say he's gone to Free-
borough. What's he need to go there for? It's here we want
him, here before they mwurder her, the bleedera, Oh, if only
Harry were here, if only Ron were. Why don't you come,
Ron? I told you I'd be alone. Red, Ren, why don't you
come?" Her voice rose {0 a wail: “Ob, if enly my fiingers
weren't that clumsy with knets.”
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Suddenly she scrambled to her feet: “Come on, Fan, we're
going. 1 don't care if Harry isn't there. I'll talk to Maggie,
sh&lll tell me what to do.”

The decision inspired fresh coafidence, energy. She fied
from the room, along the passage and across the kitchen to
the outer door:

*Come on, Fan, We'll talk to Maggie. She'll be putting
the baims to bed.”

Fan bounded after as she ran ifito the yard.

Hany Bracken's cottage siood at the foot of the hill
where the road dropped inte Kewmsdale from the meor. Zig-
zags increased the distance by road from ihe farmstead, but
it was a bare quarier of a mile as the crow flies across the
felgls. No crow flaw more directly than Flossie rap, trame-
pling threugh standing oats, Hinging herself at the fenee with
sueh foree that she fell f@lli_gg on the other side. She picked
berself up, ran on. She earried toe much flesh for a spHaier;
but she aa sefseveraﬂea, enduranee, there was mere Brawa
than fat in her ample eurves. The resembianee that Jim
fourd f8 3 Bﬁbz glephant was uAmistakable as she burst
mrs%geh fhe wieket gale inie Harry's garden, with Fap ai

Harry Immself stood at the open door: *“Why, Flossie,” he
exclaimed. “What's the hurry?"

“Harry.” she panted. "You're here, you're not in Free-
borough?"

“I'm here, but as soon as I've had a bite to eat I'm off
again. Never mind, there's someone who'll please you beftar"™
He turnied and spoke into the room: “It's Flossie. She's saved
you a jeurney, Ren.”

He stood aside, and Ron came out, smarter and cleaner
than in the goods yard; he had the swarthy good looks of
a gypsy.

“Ron,” Flossie cried. She ran to him, threw her arms
round his neck, hid her face sobbing against his yellow pull-
over,

"What's the maiter, lass?"" He patted her tenderly on the
back: "What have they been doing to you? L was just on
my way to the farm, time for a cosy talk together, seeing
as you're alone there.”

Harry's wife, Maggie, came to the door, small and dark,
with black bair falling straight to her shoulders. She held
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& baby in her arms, and a Gittle gir! in a nightdress clung
to her skirt.

“Bring her in, Ron,” she called. “Ill make her a nice cup
of tea,”

Flossie extricated herself abruptly from his embrace, she
had recovered her breath: “Thanks, Maggie; there's no time.
There’ll be murder done in the wood unless we look sharp.”

“The wood?” Harry glanced at her keenly: “What's going
Gn there?”

“Murder, T tell you. It's Miss Evans, the lass on the white
mare, They've got her tied fast in that cave, and I found
her; but I couldn't loosen the kneots nohew. Sa she fold me
to ring Mr. Tranmive; but it's fio use, they wouldn't let me
speak to him. Be gquiek now, Ren, Harry, both of you, of
she wen't Be alive when we get tha™

Ron stared at ber in bewilderment, and from her to Harry:
“What's come over her? 1s it a touch of sun, do you think?"

Harry shook his head: "*She's all right. Leave her to me."”
He trned to Flossie: *Wias this in the old circle, the Devil's
Churchyard?"

“That's righut"

“Did you see the men, recognize them?"

"There’s one calted Aidan; that's all I know, and he's a
friend of the parson's.”

“Of the parson’s, is he?”

*“Yes, Mr. Tranmire told me to watch out for him."”

Harry strode forward: *“Come on, Ron, We'll see what
they're up to. Where's your bike?"

*Hi,” Flossie exclaimed. "I'm coming t00."

“No, you'd better stay here with Maggie."

“I'm staying bloody nowhere till I know that poor lass
isn't dead.”

They did not stop to argue. All three ran to the gate lead-
ing out on (o the road.

Ron's was a motorbike. Harry wheeled out his own pedal
cycle from the shed: “Take Flossie behind you, I'll keep pace.
Through the farm and down to the bottom. That's as far
85 we ean ride,"

Flossie nodded; "“A bike's no use in the wood.”

On the rough road with frequent bends Ron’s engine
gained little over Harry's pedals. They were close fogether,
slowed down by a zigzag, when a car Game roaring behind
them, swerved to a halt with a screech of brakes.
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“Sorry,” Jim shouted. “No tife for excuses. Jumip in, atl
ot you.” He flung the door of the car open.

“You've heard, sir, have you?' Harry asked.

“She’s in the wood, and that's where we're going.”

Harry pushed his bicycle into the ditch, and Ron followed
bis example. All scrambled into the car, Harry and Ron at
the back, Flossie beside Jim. At the last moment Fan who
had followed bounded in on to her lap.

The Baguar sprang forward again, and there were ne more
obstacles fill they reached the yard gate. Flossie got out o
open it, Fan accormpanied her.

“Prop it,” Jim called, “and run on to open the next.”

*What about the sheep?”

“Damn the sheep.”

She did what she was told, and as he drove into the field
she scrambled back into the car before it lurched forward
again. Fan returning too late raced frantically after them,
barking.

Rocking and bouncing, dodging among gorse and outcrop,
they plunged dowe the steep grassy slope.

*Sorry for the Jag," Ron gasped. “Bit of a change from
the motorway.”

Harry grinned, he recognised the car: *“Lucky job Mr.
Potts caf't see us.”

At the bottom Jim slackened speed, swung in towards the
wall and drew up where the hurdle blocked the gap into
the wood. Almost in simultaneous movement he switched
off the engine, leapt out of the ecar. He was scrambling over
the hurdle before the others had time fo collect themselves.
They ran to caich him up.

The waning moon shone from a clear sky on tbe Devil's
Churchyard, where Kate lay bound across the altar and Brink
towered over her, a figure of nightmare in the late Ernest
Corrington's crimson and green dressing gown, crowned with
a headpiece representing goat or devil that hid his face. His
followers siood in a semieirele behind him, They were no
elethes at all exeept black masks.

He raised the switch of hazel that he carried:

“Father, Son and Holy Spirit, avaunt, avaunt, avauat"

At each imprecation he struck the victim with his switch
across the characters inscribed in red on her body. Then he

213



lowered it, turned to address the congregation in a formula in
which English and Latin were indiscriminately mixed:

“Mdister, fidelds, adeste. The threefold Adversary flies,
chastised by my sacred wand. Gloviia in infevmay, glory to the
dark Archangel, the Holy One in whose name 1 celebrate
the greatest of the rites."

“Holy, holy, holy,” the worshippers chanted in unison.

On the farther side of the altar under Kate's dangling hair
lay a silver pyx from the church and the bromze-handled
knife from the chimney piece in the rectory. He leant across,
reached for the pyx. took out two wafers and pressed them
to the twin cushions of flesh of the vietim's seat:

“Caro verhum f[aeta est. Glory to the Two in Onre,”

*Hosanna, hosanna,” the worshippers replied.

He laid a palm over each of the wafers, and they clung to
his hands as he lifted them, Then he stood with arms out-
strefched:

"Draw near with faith and receive the bread of life to
nourish you In remembrance of him who was cast out of
heaven.”

Two of the congregation approached, and to each he of-
fered a hand to be kissed. As they kissed they licked up the
wafers, He repeated the performance till all had partaken.

“Rejoice, my sons,” he cried. "Rejoice and give thanks.
Bow your heads, servants of the mysteries. Keep silence for
the secret of secrets, miracle of miracles, the fransubstantia-
tion of bloed into wine,"

He turned from them, bowed to the altar, then pacing
with solemn steps round it to the other side he stooped to
plek up the knife, whieh lay parily covered by Kate's droop-
ing halr. As be groped his arm inadvertently brushed her
face, and ihe bandage over her mouth, already leesened by
her pesture, was dislodged and fell off. She ehewed with
desperate resolution at the gag stuffed behiad it.

Unaware of this, he returned 16 his place in front of the
altar, and standing behind her he held the knife poised over
her back:

“Angels and archangels, hear me, illuminate, transfigure
me. Winum praebect aeternar witae,”

With convulsive effort Kate spat. The saliva-soaked rag
shifted, flopped out suddenly on the ground. Her mouth was
clear and she screamed. She screamed and screamed, and all
the echoes of the wood screamed in sympathy, screamed in
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Jim's ears as be struggled in frantic haste through the
tucket

Brink stood with knife still poised: “Silence,” he thun-
dered, “Silence ] command you in the name of all that's
holy ™

She paid no heed, screamed louder and louder.

“Silence,” he repeated, but with less authority than ir-
ritadiom. He turned to the worshippers: *Can't one of you
stop hex? This noise is sheer blasphemy, an outrage at the
celebration of the holy sacrament.”

"Leave her to me." The voice was Albert's: “If you can't
jab the girl yourself and stop her squealing, give me the
knife and 1 will.” He tried to seize the knife, but Brink
wrested it out of his grasp.

*“No, no, Albert. Don't touch that. Do you want to bring
the rite to disastex?”

“I'll make it a bigger success than ever you could.”

“Get back.” He clung to the knife: “You betray iny trust.”

"Trust, you say? Your trust isn't worth a fart, I'm your pal
when it suits you; when it doesn't you'll pull a fast one and
hand me over {o the busies.”

“Hush, Albert, 1 implore you, this is holy ground. Beware
of the vengeance of the great ones whose spirit you defile.”

*] respect them as much as you do, Mr. Brink. Haven't I
studied and sweated to become an adept? You're not going
to rob me of my chances now. Give me the knife, let me
stick it into the girl myself and drink her blood. You're not
fit for it, 1 am. it's Albet Deckin tonight whe'll joia the
great mastee* He gripped ihe knife again by the handle.

Kate, bound fast with head drooping over the altar, could
see nothing of what was happening, but she checked her
screams to listen to the altercation, then to the struggle as
the two men fought for possession of the weapoa to Kill her.
A third voice, Aldan's, broke in: he spoke in an aggressive
tane very different from his habit, with slurred syllables:

“Get away, both of you. What's this, a religious service or
a brawd? Give the knife to me. 1 thought as much, your
saerifice is Likwortby. The great powers reject yeur screamlng
giel: they want a man, a willing vietis, te offer his manhood
en their altar”

“You're canned, Aidan,” Albert exclaimed in disgust.
*Tight as an owl. Who'd bave thought a drop of mecth would
last 5o long?”
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“Siop him,” Brink yelled. “He intends abomination, the
rite of Attis.”

Already Aidan had snatched the knife from both of them.
He ran with it to the altar, slashed at the ropes:

“Get off, bitch, get out of my way, make room for your
betters.”

Very willing to obey, Kate lifted herself; her arms were
free, but she was still roped round the thighs and ankles.
As Aidan turned fo release them Albert caught his arm,
dragged him back. The two wrestled, fell to the ground to-
gether, fighting. Aidan still clasped the knife, Brink stooped
to retrieve I,

Anchored by the legs but free to move the upper part of
her body, Kate wriggled herself to lie less across than on
top of the stone, and as Brink bent down for the knife his
head came within her reach, She rose on her knees, stretched
her arm and grabbed the devil’s mask by one of its plastic
horns. He shrank back with a ery of hotror, not knewing
what touehed him. She held iight, and fer a moment they
tugged against each other; ihea the whole geatlike integu-
ment earae off in her hand.

His face was revealed, his complexion no longer rubicund
but blanched to a ghastly pallor, his eyes bulbous and paniec-
stricken,

“Sammael, Azazel,” he muttered. “Lords of darkness, spare
me. Mercy, mercy; it wasn't your servant's fault.”

His terror was such that she pitied him: "Of course it
wash't, Mr. Brink. You did your best.”

“Peccavii, peceauii”” His distress overflowed into Latin:
“Rex tremanthec marestatis. The bread was made flesh. Am
1 wnworthy of the hleod?”

“No, you can't have that," she told him, “so it's no good
thinking ef it,"”

He stared at her without recognition, striving to make sense
of her words. His face screwed up like a frightened child's,
he burst into tears, and the knife slipped from his hand.

Hitherto, except for Albert and Aidan, the masked wor-
shippers had kept their places, watching events with interest
but without attempt to intervene, {t was as if they were un-
aware of anything unusual in the struggle for the knife, the
recriminations, Kate's pariial release, took it for granted that
all this was part of the canen of the Blaek Mass. Now hew-
ever they peinted, sheuied:
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“The cops, police. Scoot.”

Jim, Ny, Ron and Flossie emerged over the crest of
the bank, raced forward towards the eircle of stones. Jim's
dinner jacket and starched shirt-front erumpled and bespat-
tered with mud gave him an air of raffish authority. Harry
in uniform added official confirmaiion. The devotees of black
magic scattered and fled, with Harry and Ron Ia pursuit.

Jim ran to the aliar: “Kate," he called. “Kate darling."”

She waved to him,

“You're alive? Thank God."

"] ean’t get up,” she explained. “My legs are tied"

“I'll see if Harry has a knife.™

“No, not Harry, till I'm dressed." She pointed to the sacri-
ficial knife lying on the grass: “Use that. Be careful, it's
terribly sharp.” She shuddered.

He grabbed it, severed her remaining bonds; but she still
lay prostrate.

“Are you hurt?” he asked anxiously.

“No, but I'm quite naked, less indecent back view than
fromt™

“1¢s all right, my sweet. Both Harry and Ron have gone
Ehesing those devils into the wood.™

“What about Mr. Brink?"

“I'd like to lay my hands on him. Where is he?”

"He was here beside me {ill you came, then ke vanished.”
She raised herself on hands and knees io peer over the end of
the altar stone; ““Gosh, he's there. lg he dead?

Jim moved round {o look. Brink lay stretched in the grass,
motionless, flat on his back. His crimson dressing gown, gar-
ish even in the moonlight, wrapped his body in imperial
splendout.

*“Is he dead?” Kate repeated.

“1 couldn't care less. He can damn well stay dead till I've
seen about you. Where are your clothes?”

“In the cromlech, 1 expect. That's where they took them
off me.”

"Shalt I fetech them? No, hetter still: here's Flossie.”

“Flossie? She's with you, is she? Thank goodness for that."

Flossie came up. panting. She showed niore surprise at
Brink's appearance than Kate's:

“My, if it isn't the parson. Did you do him in?"”

“Serves him eight,” Jim declared, “if she did.”
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“But 1 didn't,” Kate protested. “I never touched him, ex-
cept to pull that disguise off.” She pointed to the empty
goat's-head lying on the ground.

Flossie recognised it with a peal of laughter: *“Well, that
fair caps it. So the Devil was the Reverend Brink? He's bet-
ter to know by his face than by what he showed t'other
night.”

*Elossie,” Jim interrupted. “Take Miss Evans to the cave
where her clothes are, and help her to dress.”

"Right-0.”" She turned to Kale: "Wait, and I'li lift you on
my back.”

“You'll do nolhing of the sort, I'm not a corpse yet.”

“Thanks be, I'd sooner carry you quick than dead.”

“You don't know how much 1 weigh. Jim, shut your eyes;
I'm going on fool.”

Flossie grinned: "If I'd your figure I'd want him to keep
them open.”

Kate seized her by the hand, and they ran together to
the cromleech.

Jim, left alone with Brink, knelt at his side, lifted his head.
The eyes opened.

“Ah," Jim muttered grimly. “So you area't as dead as we
thought.”

“Retray me, revo me,” Brink sat up. glaring wildly: “Retro
me, Satana.”

"If you're seeing devils,” Jim told him, "1 hope they get
you."

Brink paid no attention, he chanted with eyes fixed on the
sky: “Tubla: mivunn Spargens SonuvR pev Yepulhrmr reginum,”
He broke off; his jaws worked, but no sound issued,

*1 haven't an idea what you‘re talking about,” Jim frowned:
“I need Kate to interpret,"

The name pierced the trance, Brink stirred: "Kate, the
chosen of the gods, fountaln of the red wine of life.” He
turned suddenly, stared Jimi in the face, but without recog-
nition. His eyes glistened with terror, his brow with sweat:

“Forgive me, Lord, spare me. She was yours, a peach
chesen from ihe garden of delight for your enjoyment, for
yours alene. 1 sinned and am justly punished, a false priest.
While 1 prayed te you, Lerd, i6 accept her 1 lusied for her in
my heart."”

Jim stood up, stepped back, watchiag. There was still hos-
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tiljty in his face, but a troubled curosity was added. Brink
persisted engrossed in his own prayer:

“Mercy Lord. 1 sinned in the flesh, but my purpose was
free from pride. I invoked the hidden power to spread hap-
piness among those around me, content for my owa part to
live unregarded, a humble parish priest. The great ones turned
from me, my invocation they rejecied. Punish me, but with
merey, for my presumption. Others have presumed from
motives worthier of vengeance.”

He rose to his feet, tall, crimson-robed, a priestly phantom
revisiting the mooanlit shrine of 3 forgotten cult, and as if
indeed te lived in a warld of his ewn he remained unaware
of Jim beside him. He moved to the altar:

"Grant me this last favour, Lord. Save me from public
shame. Let me punish myself."”

He reached for the sacrificial knife left there by Jim after
cutting Kate free; but Jim, unseen and vigilant, forestalled
him, grabbing it and snaiching it away. Brink groped staring
in dismay, undersianding neither how nor where the knife
had vanished. He groaned, staggered, sank huddled in the
firass.

Jim carried the knife to the cromlech, laid it on the coping
stone over the entrance. He could hear the girls talking in-
side, Flossie giggling:

“What's this? A pair of breeks? They stink like a midden.”

Then Kate's voice: “They certainly arent mine. They're
probably Albert's."”

“Either his or that Aldan's. Right-o, I'll rummage Bagain,
but it gives me the creeps what I'D come on.”

“What's the matter?” Jim called,

"A great dump of clothes,” Kate explained. "This must
have been the cloakroom when the congregation got ready
for the Black Mass."”

“Are yours mixed up with them?”

“I'm praying hard they aren't, but it's too dark to see
property.”

“Wait a see, I've A box of matches."”

He fumbled in his pocket, and her head protruded from
the aperturs. followed by a bare arm. She clutched the bex,
withdrew, and he heard a mateh struek. then Flessie's veice:

“Here you are, miss. Green blouse, while jeans and riding
mt’-"

“Bra and tights too?”
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»You're lucky. They've chucked them all here together in
the corner.”

“Of course. It comes back to me. I heard Albert tell them
to burn them. He said I'd never need them again.”

“What's that?” Jim asked. “What were they to bum?

“My clothes. Incriminating evidence; but it's all right, they
haven't, I'm putting them on,”

A moment later she Guewled out fully dressed.

He surveyed her with a grin: “I'm glad you've chosen the
right cnes.”

“I'd rather stay naked all night than wear what they'd
wern."”

Flogsie emerged behind her: “You should just take a sniff,
If ever clothes needed burning those do,”

*A boofire?” He nodded: “Why not? It's quite an idea,
Flossie.”

“Youll roast enough fleas to fill a pie,” she told him.

Kate's eyes rested on the knife on top of the cromlech;
“Why did you put it there?"

*The knife? So that Brink ¢an't get hold of i.”

“Isn't he dead?”

“No, he came round after you left; but he's quite off his
head, raving. He wanted to kill himself,”

*Poor man, jt must have been a shock to him when I
screamed.”

“A shock 1 wouldn't have spared him for the world."

She glanced at the altar and shuddered: "1 can't believe [
was lying there. It's as if it was just a nightmare, and I've
wokea up.”

She ran ahead, bent over Brink's huddled form. His eyes
were shut, but as she stared at him he opened them;

“Frenatto delpiiiimee sedens, Thetii muda.”

*No, Mr. Brink, I'm not any longer, and the dolphin's
turned out in the field, fast asleep—at least 1 hope so.”

He shut his eyes again, then opened them to meet hers
otill fixed on him: “The green man dies, the Midsummer
Goddess lives on,” His eyes shut, and this time they re-
mained skt

She turned in alarm to Jim standing behind her; “He's
really dead now, I'm certain.”

*No, darling. He'd like to be, but he isn't. Look, he's
breathing. It's only a coma, and the kindest thing you can do
is to leave him to it.”

220



Harry and Ron appeared out of the trees and crossed the
¢learing.

“I'm afraid they've given us the slip, sit.' Harry's voice
beld disappointment and vexation.

“Not entirely they dida't.”" Ron pointed io Fan following
at their heels: “The old bitch got her teeth into one of the
bastards, a fair treat.”

“1 hope it was Albert,” Jim replied.

*Tellish bloke, wobbled as if he'd had a drop too much.”

*Sounds like Aidan,” Kate declared, *That'll teach him to
treat bitches with more respect.”

“Whatever are you talking about?” Jim asked.

"Never mind." She stooped to caress Fan, who came
bounding tip to her: “We're all the same, aren't we, Fan?
We get in the way and we bite.”

“I'll mot get in his way, never fear.” Flossie caught Ron’s
eye and giggled: “I've seen as much as 1 want”

Harry frowned at her: “You be quiet, Flossie, We want no
satice from you when we're 0fi police work.” He caught sight
of Brink lying in the prass and turned in surptise to inspect:
“Has something happened {e him, sie?"

*¥es, I'm afraid he's lost bis reason. Our suspiclons were
troe, Harry,”

*“The rector, a gentleman like him.” He clicked his tongue:
*"\Who'd have believed it? Sunday after Sunday preaching
in church, and all the time he’s bent on murder.”

“It's no use upsetting ourselves. He's off his head. Thank
God, we stopped him. and Be can be certified.”

Harry stared at the figure supine on the ground: “Does he
need attention? Should 1 go for a doetor?"

“It won't hurt him to wait.”

"He won't get away, from the look of him.” Harry spoke
grimly: *1 wish 1 could say the same of the rest of the gang.™

“You'll catch them. They can't travel far without being
recognised in their birthday suits.”

“I doubt they'll have found their clothes and put them on.”

“They can't as long as were here. That's where they left
them.” He pointed to the cromlech.

“In the hole there, the Devil’s Parlour?”

*Yes. Miss Evans and Flossie came across them, and we
were just planning when you turned up to make a bogfire.”

“Bum their kit?” His tone was doulbtfiull.
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*Why not? If yon cam’t get them for attempted murder
you Gen always bring a charge of indecent exposure.”

Harry &till hesitated: “Destruction of property by the po-
fice? s it in order?”

“It's damn well going to be.”

Ron grinned: “It won't half make folks laugh to see them,"

*“Very good, sir. You know best what the law is.,” Harry's
scruples were melting, easily reconciled to an entertaining
departure from his duties,

“If the stuff won't burn," Kate told him, “there's a bottle
of meth in the cave."

“Fime," Jim exclaimed. “Souse the filth well, and it won't
stink so. Go along, Harry, and take Ron with you. Bring the
whole wardrobe out, and we'll offer burnt sacrifice to Baal."

Harry and Ron obeyed, and Flossie accompanied them to
help, They returned with their arms full of shirts, pullovers,
trousers and soiled underwear, which they piled in the grass
in front of the altar. The cloth sodden with sweat was not
easy to kindle; but they nursed the flame with splashes of
methylated spirit and an abundant supply of twigs and dry
leaves till the pyre was well alight, a censer of fetid smoke in
the ancient ecircle,

Kate shuddered as she suwred at the belching fumes; “It's
too like a scene from the past, from that book about Parson
Amos."

Jim's arm was round her waist; “With the difference that
I'm holding fast to Bess Atkins."”

Brink left the Devil's Churchyard with three men and two
girls to sustain and propel him. For much of the way he was
able to walk on his own feet, firmly gripped by an arm on
either side. He had enough control of his body to obey the
direction of others, but neither strength nor will to resist.
There were difficult moments where thickets could not be
avoided. His escott pushed, pulled, someticaes lifted him
through. He submitted without pretest, convineed that his
companions were spirits of the underwerld summening him
fe judgement. He addressed Fan as Cerberus, Kaie as Pres-
erpine.

At last they reached the wall, untied the hurdle and -
veyed him through inte the field. While the men heaved him
into the ear Kate and Flessie tied the hurdle baek inte place,
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and Dinah who stood in the shadow of the wall watching
them came up and nuzzled Kate's hand.

Kate kissed her nose: “Thamk you, Dinah, for fetching
help. You were quite right. I needed it badly.”

At the farm Harry put through a call to the police station.
An ambulance arrived to collect Brink and remove him to
hospital, and a warfing was sent to all police in the district
to look out for twelve naked men and arrest them. Hatry
insisted that this was sufficient identification, that there was
no likelihood of their reclothing themselves. He did not ex-
plain ihe reason, that itheir clothes lay, a heap of smoking
ashes, in the centre of the aneient cirle of stones in Kems-
dale Woed.

Jane Torgill was back from her sister's. As Jim and Kate
passed through the kitchen they interrupted an eager clatter
of conversation, Ron and Flessie telling their story, Jane and
Alt Torgill asking questions.

“is the waier hot, Jane?” Jim asked. “Miss Evans is going
to have a bath, and 1'd like one myself afterwards.”

“There's water enough, Master James, and if anyone ever
needed it you do. All dressed up too for dining out. If [
scrub from now ftill doomsday I'll never get those stains off
your party suit.”

"Save yourself the trouble, Jane, and save me a splendid
excuse for refusing invitations i6 dinner.”

“You'll get as good food at home without dressing up for
it."" She chuckled: “Be off now. and when you're both washed
I'l have your supper ready.”

“You're not going to start cooking at this hour? It's nearly
midnight,”

“I%l start wheq and as 1 like, I'd have you know. If you
want to starve you can find someone else to mind yous
kitchen. Look sharp, Flossie, and you Ron teo, you can give
your tongues A rest and help me. You'll not ask to go Hun-
gered o bed. not if 1 knew yeu.”

Ron and Flossie grinned agreement.

Although Kate had her bath first she found Jim waiting
for her when she came downstairs. He himself had only to
put on clean clorhes, a sweater and trousees, she to repair as
best she could those which had shared her adventures, thrown
aside in the crowmlech when she was stripped for the Black
Mass, They had taken less harm howevex than she feared,
and there were brushes and lotions on the dressing table ia

223



the room allotted her. The brushes had ivory handles with fn-
tertwined initials chased in silver, HOT, She guessed that they
had belonged to Jim's mother, Henrietta Carcline Tranmire,

If she was doubtful of the success of her efforts his eyes
reassured. her as she joined him,

“The bath was heavenly,” she told him as she seated her-
self.

"All black magic washed down the waste pipe?”

She shook her head: *“There wasn't any tuips. I'm still
sitting on the Tetragrammaton.”

TEerra what?"

“The Holy of Holies, the four consonanmts of the secret
name of God. At least that's what I think he wrote there.”

*Shall 1 ltadk tto nydie supe?"

*“No thank you. It's probably in Hebrew characters any-
hw’ll

*"Which you can read, and I can't. What's the use of a
first in Greats, my sweet bluestocking, if you can't see behind
yml?"

“l1 don't want to see.” She shuddered: “I hate it.”

"I'm sorry, Kate, There's nothing funny about it at all.”

“There's nothing funny in knowing you're going to be
killed; but even that wasn't the worst part. It's horrible to
have to dle with people like that looking on.”

"1 curse myself for letting them get as far as they did.
There was 1 making elaborate plans {6 guard you tomorrow,
and all the time the event was fixed for today. That's what
Brink meant by zere hour.”

“His important secret?”

*Yes, 1 knew there was a catch in it; but 1 never guessed
zero hour was the dress rehearsal, the play itself just a hoax."

"As things turned out, 1 never went to the dress reheanszll"

*You did; but it was held in the Devil's Churchyard, and
it wasn't to rehearse amateur theatricals, it was to celebrate
the Black Mass.”

“I see wow why Mr. Brink was so keen on my attending it
and meeting the rest of the cast.”

*You certainly got to know them.”

“1 wasn't looking forward te it 3t the rectory, it was far
worse in the wood.”

*"Why did you go to the wood at all?”

“To look for you. That man called Aidan et me on the
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moor, and he said you'd sent him with a message, yoa were
in the wood and wanted me to help you.”

*Good Lord, why should 1? You knew I was dining with
Mrs. Corrington.™

"Yes, it was all most mysterious, but werrying t6o.”

“So you went to the wood to help mie and rode straight
into the trap?”

“It wasn't very intelligent of me, Fm afraidi”

“1 don't know about intelligence, but it does great credit
to your heart.”

She shook her head: *“I was stupid, hut there was some-
thing in my mind that wasn't me, a voice telling me ¥\ be
sure to find you in the Devwil’'s Churchyard.”

*“What sort of voice?™

“It didn't speak aloud till the end when [ heard moans
from the cromlech, and then it was just Albert pretending,
and 1 was caught.”

*The swine. 1 only hope he’s caught too. The pity is we've
glven up the pillory. That's where he needs putting, naked as
he is, a public Jaughingstock,”

*“He's disgusting, I couldn't bear him to touch me. I try
pot to believe that the voice all the time was his calling me,
his thoughts mixing with mine."

“It's a power that Parson Amos was said to possess.”

*Yes, I read it in your book, he sent evil spirits to make
people do what he wanted. Perhaps Albert can too, but they'd
no success with Dinah."

*Dinah?"

“She broke loose from the tree where 1 tied her, and she
went to feteh Flossie."”

~And Flossie tried to fetch me, to ring me up. I'll never
forgive Pearl for what happened. She took the Call herself,
choked Flossie off and came to me with a story that Dinah
;vas Jame, and you were icading her home and likely to be
ate.

*“Where on earth did she get that from?”

“She said she couldnt understand what Rhssie was talk-
ing about, so she rang up Saint Ursula's, and that was what
she was told, that you sent the massage yourself.”

*1 sent no message to Saint Ursula's, there was no need;
but 1 did send a message by this Aldan to tell Mr, Brink I'd
be late for the rehearsal, not because Dinah was lame, which
she wasn’t, but because Aidan sald you needed me.”
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Trimre's beeri dirty work on Aidan's part- T den't knew
how he managed it; but the effect was to let the Butiiss
think you were taking your time acress the meer; and if they
sent to look for you it would be en the read towards Golsten-
dale:

“1 do hope that isn't what they're deing. I've my WA Kkey:
80 they don't usually bether hew late 1 am: BUf i theyVs
lé:ard something's wrong they may: | ought t8 let them

gw n

“it's all right. | fan% Saint Ursulas befere you came dowR:
and it's well 1 did: Bs Buttle answered, apd Re Wwas
worried, he was just going to get the eaF ot and dFive 18
Goistondale. So 1 gave him the facts, or as mueh as I'd time
for, and you can fill in the rest yourself."

“Oh dear, I'd better see him at once and explain.” She
rose sadly to her feet; 1 wonder what Flossie did with
Dinah's saddle and bridlle."

“Stop talking nonsense, Kate,” He put his hands on her
arms and pressed her back into the chair: "Sit tight on that
Tetragrammaton, or you'll get it smacked. The Buttles aren't
worried any longer; they'll have gone to bed, and they won't
thank you for waking them up with your story at this time
of night. Nor will Dinah, who's found herself a nice snaug
coraer in the field o sneoze in.”

*She’ll have to be woken up some time to take me home."

“You're not going home till you've eaten the supper Jane's
cooking for us, and when the time does cofme you're going
by car. Didn't you notice that smart Jaguar we put Brink in?"

“1 did. Is it yours?”

“Guess again; but it needn't stand idle till 1 give it baek
to Leslie Potts.”

Her last scruples of consclence vanished when Jane Tovgill
brought in their supper, an immense dish of bacon and eggs,
fried fiver and kidneys, and hemerade sausages flaveured
with herbs. She put it on the table, returned 8 the kitehen
and came again with supplementary dishes of reast petatees
and broad beans.

“Will you have enough?” she asked. “There's mere in the
pan.ll

"Good gracious, Iane. I've eaten one dinner already, and
you expect me to have the appetite of a famished welf."

“Well, 1 have,” Kale lau%l;%d: “My last meal was luneh,



and 1 hurried over it. Thank you ever so much, Mrs. Tor-
gill, this is just what 1 ilomgrd fior.™

“That’s right, miss,” she replied. “Hat your fill, There's
nothing like good food to give a lass what a man wants to
look at.”

Kate obeyed the advice with much willingaess, and Jim
quickly forgetting that he had dined fell little short of her
example. A bottle of Burgundy which he brought from the
cellar encouraged a mood to drown even the terrors of the
Devil’s Churchyard.

When the dishes were empty he lit a Gigaette. Kale glanced
at the mirrer opposite on the wall and tugged a gitt compact
from her hip picket. He waiched her with a smiile:

"By the pricking of my thumbs.”

The pocket gripped, she tugged impatiently, and the com-
pact slipped from her fingers, fell and burst open, scattering
powder.

Damn." She bent to pick it up.

*Does this happen every lime,” he asked, “or only once a
week?”

*Why?" Then her brow cleared; "“Yes, of course, the fliest
time we met.”

*You've even kept the gieen man.” He reached for a disc
of paper on the floor and handed it to her.

"Only because I'd forgotten it was there.” She stared at
the engraving with distaste: “He's much younger and he
hasn't a paunch, but he's not unlike Mr. Brink himself, or
Parson Amos either.”

“He's a nasty bit of work, that's certain,”

“Not nasty hut terribly vain, the sort of man to be daz-
zled by ideas because they’re his own, and let them grow on
him til they become an obsession.”

“Leading to a grand climax in the Black Mass, Isn't nasti-
ness the right word for it?"

She shook her head: “In his eyes it was sublime. He saw
himself as a priest performing a sacred duty,”

“You're too open-minded, Kale, Be careful, it's a viee of
the academic,”

"l felt anything but academic lying across that altar."

*I'm sorry, darling, 1 shouldnt have said that; but you'll
never make me believe it's Brink's duty to stick a knife in
your heart.”
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“Of Eidime it isn't, or in anyone else®s™ She still held the
engraviig of the green roan. She screached it up and threw
it into the wastepaper basket: “He thought it was; but thank
goodne:ts fhe’ll be put where he can’y try, he'll have no nwote
vietinme

“Thanks to you. If you'd shirked it, as I wanted, he'd still
be on the prowl, no one would know of his madness."

*He'd have got worse and worse as his vanity became nve
and more wrapped up in itself.”

“In my opinion there was as much sex ki it as vanity. Doc-
tor Buttle suspected prostate trouble."

*Poor Mr. Brink, he can't help that,”

“He can't help it that you'rs mush too desirable, but it
doesn't excuse him."

“He'd have been the same with any girl. I wasn't a person
to him, I was an erotic gadget,”

“A gadget of charming design, far too good for his blas-
phemies,”

“I'm not a gadget at all. Anyhow, 1 was too frightened to
be shocked by them."

“Same here." He nodded: “Murder was wlhiat I worried
about, the rest didn't matter.”

"It would have to any devout churchpeople. if they'd been
present,”

*“Was he very blasphemous?”

*Yes, very, and so childish too, quite amazing in a man of
his learning.”

“1 suppose he gets the same kick from it as one of your
brats at school cocking a snook at you behind your back."

*And I'm sure God pays no more attention than 1 should,”

“Brink wouldnt like that at all.”

She laughed: *“It spoils the fun for tlle Titan defying Zeus.
He's left to look foolish."

“1 wonder how much he believes of his hocus-pocus.”

“He must have persuaded himself he does. The whole
point of black magic is to pride yourself on believing the
opposite to anyone else. It's like any other cosy sect of su-
perior people.”

“Mot so cosy for the victim, was it?"

*I'd rather have been the victim than one of the flock,
stuffed with silly nonsense till my mind hadn't room to think.
Murder and blasphemy are bad enough; but the ideas were
even worse, they were so bogus.”
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“Nothing’s worse than murder. You're talking nonsense
yourself, Kate.”

“My academic vice? Yes, perhaps I am. It was dreadful
waiting to be murdered, and it's wicked to upset people by
insulting the symbols they‘ve built their faith on. I only hope
nothing gets known of what went on at the Black Mass.
It certainly won't from me.”

“Or from Brink himself, not in his present condition.”

*Poor man, Will they keep him Jong in a mental hospital?"

*1 hope so. It’s the right place for him,"

Tinn sorriest for Mrs. Corrington. It'll break her hesmtt"

*Yes, poor old thing, she's a faithful soul. At one time I
thought she'd a finger in this pie of his; but I doubt it now,
it doesn't go with her character.”

"It doesn't, the least bit. She’'d be appalled at the very
idea. She'd never believe him capable of it, not if the evidence
stared her in the face.”

*Well, it will when she bears about tomigftt™

*she’ll hear too he's out of his mind, that he's been certi-
fied. Perhaps that'll make things easier for her. I hope it
dms."

He nodded: "You know that gaudy dressing gown he wore
as high priest of the Devil? 1 lifted him when he fainted, and
I couldn’t help noticing. It had Ernest Corrington in the
collar. She must have given him iit*

“How patinetic.™

*Yes, she little knew what he’d use it for. Chasubles may
be her line, but net for the Black Mass."

"It's so sad to think what she was hoping, what she'd
every right to hope. She wasa't at all happy, I've heard, with
her first husband.”

"A priie bounder, from what the Buttles tell me. She seems
bent on acquiring another for her second choice.”

*1 shouldn't call Mr. Brink a bounder, it's just that he’s
too eccentric io be easy to live with.”

“*You excel at understatement, Kate."

"Anyhow, he might have been different with Mrs. Cor-
ringlen to look afier him. She's longing for someone to
mother."

*““Well, this is her chance."”

“Yes, 1 see what you mean. She'll visit him in hospital, and
that'll help him @0 get well, and they'll let him out 3o that be
can go back with her to Easby and marry her,”
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“The perfect idyll, and they all live happily ever after, ex-
cept Pearl.”

“Wiouldn't she like it?

“Do you honestly think she would?”

“There's only oue solution then. You'll have to marry Pearl
yourself.”

“Commit bigamy? Have you forgotten a wedding, Kate,
held at a waterfall with Pan and the naiads for witnesses,
and the bride the prettiest of them all?”

As their eyes met the blood rose to her face.

"Have you forgotten it, Kate?”

She shook her head

"Nor have I, and never shall.” He picked her up from her
chair, carried her to his own and set her on his knees.

“I'm heavy," she protested. *You'd find Pear] much
lighter."

“Thank you, I know what else 1'd fimndl"""

“Semething I haven't got?”

“You'll never persuade me yours is a bony seat.”

The waning moon was long past the zenith when the
Jaguar glided out of the farmyard, crept cautiously round the
zigzags in the lane, pgathering speed past Harry Bracken's
sleeping cottage for the steep hill up on to tbe moofF.

“How lovely the night smells.” Kate let down the window
as far as it would go; the handle was stiff, and she had to use
force

Jim watched her with a smile; “I doubt if that window's
been opened since Leslie bought the car.”

“What a pity we can't take the roof off.”

“That would need a saw and a file, and | don't want t
quarrel with the Potts clan, I've lambs for their Michaelmas
sales.”

“No, of course we mustn't damage the car, it was very
kind of him to lend it."

"He didnt mean to, but I gave him no time to argue.”

"I'm glad you didn't. You'd have been too late.”

His answer made the car swerve. He restored his hand in
haste ta the wheel.

At the top of the hill they turned on to the main road.
There was no traffic at this hour; (he Jaguar leapt forward,
not at the reckiess speed demanded earlier in the mght, but
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with an effortless power of whose effect only the speedometer
was conscious. The headlamps lit the moor on one side, the
clustered trees of the wood on the other, No phantom loomed
from the dark recessess of the thicket; the grassy verge shone
ckar, no murdered girl's naked corpse lay dumped there by
Albert and Aidan. Then fields began to hem the road in; the
car skimmed down the Jong hill into Easby, turned right over
the stone bridge across the Rune into the lane that led to
Saint Ursula's,

“Don't drive in,* she told him, “or you'll wake everyone
up.”

He drew up at the gale; they got out and walked together
along the drive.

*Does it make you feel homesick,” she asked, “to come
here like this to the placc where you lived as a child?"

He shook bis head; “I'm fond of it, but 1 don't want to
live in the past,”

They walked on for a time in silence, He put his arm
round her waist;

*Wiould you like to live here, Rate, to make it Easby Hall
again?”’

*If you want a wife to do that you'll have to marry Pearl
after all,”

*A punitive condition. Saint Ursula’s is safe."

“It would be cruel to disturh Mrs, Buttle when she's put so
much work into the school.”

*“Don't worry, she shan't be disturbed. But where are we
golng to live ourselves?”

"At Kemsdale, aren’t we?"

*] was afraid you wouldn't want to live so near the wood."

TFhe wood’s where we first met."

*ICs also where Black Mass was celebrated.”

"Which magic is the stronger?"

*Not the Devil's, if 1 can help it."

“He won't have a chance, Jim, at Kemsdale. He needs the
unreal to feed on, we'll starve him out.”

They crossed the lawn. The garden chairs were still there;
that in which Brink came to grief lay with tattered canvas
in the grass. She smiled as she saw it:

“Thank goodness, I can forget that silly play.”

*No play, no service in church, no parson,”

“Perfect bliss, a long lie in bed.”
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At the front door she fumbled in her jeam for the key,
“What are you laughing at?” she asked.

*You."

*“Why me?” She tugged the key loose: *Damn the thing.”
“One of these days I'm going to buy you a handbag.”
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