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FOREWORD 

Mo s T readers of this book will regard it as a piece of pure 
fantasy, but in fact it is not. 

It is the true and exact account (except in a few places 
where I have altered the "colouring" of the story in order to 
avoid any possible identification with places or people) of the 
marriage of the friend whom I will call, for obvious reasons, 
"Mr. X". 

Mr. X is a scientist of considerable attainments, a fine up­
standing man still only in his late for ties or early fifties, and 
is most certainly not the man to have troubled to invent so 
remarkable a tale ! Knowing how deeply interested I have 
always been in psychic matters, and feeling that perhaps it 
would be wise to put his story on record, if only as a warning 
to others, he gave me permission to use the said story as the 
basis of a novel. Which I have done, and I thank him most 
sincerely for allowing me to do this, as it has been a f ascinat­
ing theme to write on, and (I hope) may perhaps deter any 
rash soul who is interested in magic from meddling with it. 

In this material and cynical age in which we live, belief 
in the things accepted as a matter of · course by our fore­
fathers has gone by the board; unfortunately religion, largely 
speaking, has lost its authority with the masses and, more 
fortunately, belief in witches, spells and magic has faded out 
too ... but not entirely ! Those who take the trouble to find 
out-and they are many-how to use the lesser known 
powers of nature, can do so if they are willing to undergo 
the strict and lengthy training to which every neophyte must 
submit. 

Magic, both black and white, can never be completely 
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eliminated from among us. It can only be driven underground, 
and even there its followers will find and make use of it! 
Here is a story of one instance--only one out of many­
where it was used, consciously and deliberately, for evil; and 
though again I doubt whether it will be believed, at least I 
hope that it will interest whoever reads this book. 

M.L. 
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Looking Back 

As I look back over my life, I can see now that even before 
my marriage to Gilda Pirelli I was uneasy and dubious about 
it, although I wouldn't admit it, of course. I remember that 
on the morning of my wedding day, when I stood looking at 
myself in the mirror of my dressing-table, fixing the white 
carnation in the buttonhole of my wellcut black coat-very 
well cut it was, as I was something of a dandy as a youngster 
and paid plenty for my clothes-I looked at myself, and 
suddenly found myself wondering what on earth I was 
doing getting ready to go to church and get married? Why, 
I was only twenty-seven, and so could have gone adventur­
ing all over the world with none to hold me back or say me 
nay. 

Marriage would be a tie-a hindrance. I would have to 
arrange my goings out and my comings in with regard to 
Gilda, who would certainly be more exigent than my father. 
My life would fall into the same lines as the lives of so many 
of my friends who had married and set up their own homes. 
Going to the office at the same hour day after day, returning 
home to dinner at the same hour-the only variation being 
when friends were invited in to dine or one went to friends, 
or met one's wife in town and dined with her at a restaurant 
instead of in one's own home. Children, maybe, would add 
interest-but again, chilchen were another tie and another 
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expense-though certainly, as I was already in partnership 
with my father in his business, an old and famous firm of 
antique dealers in Bury Street, St. James', I was not likely 
to have to worry about expense; so I was lucky in that. 

But marriage meant good-bye to the many delightful ad­
ventures I had known abroad when I had been able, some­
times alone, sometimes with a congenial friend who shared 
my tastes, to wander as I chose, all over the place, from 
France and Italy, Germany, Russia, even China. But the coun­
try I loved best and would have liked to visit again, was 
Greece. I had visited Greece more than once and stayed there 
with my aunt, a sister of my father's who had married a 
Greek doctor and lived for years in Athens. Aunt Mary had 
been a favourite aunt of mine as a little boy, and I had been 
sorry when she decided to marry George Ionides and _ le£ t 
England for his native country. She had been his second 
wife, and, having no children of her own, had loved and 
mothered his only child, little Chloris, whose own mother 
had died when she was such a baby. that she had no real 
recollection of her; and Chloris had returned her kind step­
mother's affection in full. So that the marriage was a very 
happy one until years later, when Chloris had grown from a 
child into a young woman, her father died and .she and her 
stepmother were left to try and console each other. 

It was after George Ionides' death that Aunt Mary decided 
to return to England, and so Chloris came back into my life 
-and of that more anon. But at the moment of my marriage 
they were still in Athens, in the throes of settling up old 
George's affairs there; and Chloris remained in my mind only 
as the leggy, pigtailed schoolgirl she had been when I had 
last seen her, some five or six years earlier than the moment 
of which I am speaking-the day of my marriage to Gilda 
Pirelli. If only I had known then what I know now-that 
Chloris was my true mate and not Gilda! But even had I 
known it, by some mysterious inner instinct, I doubt whether 
the knowledge would have prevented my marriage to Gilda; 
for at that moment she held me with a bond so tight and so 
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complete that any idea of breaking it would have seemed 
impossible. 

And yet, for a few strange moments, as I stood there 
dressed for my wedding, something within me-I know now 
that it was an older, wiser Me that was trying hard to prevent 
my marrying this woman-knew fear, dread of the future 
and acute reluctance to go forward into marriage ... and 
then I caught sight of a photograph of Gilda set on my dress­
ing-table ! It was taken at an angle she was very fond of, 
half-turned away, with her slanted eyes looking sideways 
from under her fabulous lashes-and instantly the moment's 
doubt was swept away on a tide of passion. I was going to 
marry Gilda-Gilda, about whom I had been perfectly crazy 
for months past, whose low enticing voice was music in my 
ears, the taste of whose full lips went to my head, the feel 
of whose warm body, with its high firm breasts pressed 
against me, sent me hot and a-quivering with desire-as she 
well knew. I know now that she had had every intention of 
marrying me from the very beginning. She wanted an English 
husband, and one who was decently off, and I :fitted the bill 
exactly. She was a widow, having been married very young 
to a fellow-Italian, who had died after only two years of 
marriage, leaving Gilda his quite flourishing little business, 
which she had promptly sold, and returned to live with her 
father. She knew only too well how to waken and whet a 
man's appetite for a woman's body; and though-I suppose 
I should be ashamed to say it !-I would have gone to bed 
with her very soon after we met, with the greatest eagerness, 
being an ardent young man only in his twenties, she would 
not allow me to go further than an occasional kiss or em­
brace. She held me off while provoking me to a positive 
frenzy of desire-and even after I had asked her to marry 
me, she would not allow me more liberties than were, in her 
view, seemly. 

I had met Gilda first through my father's association with 
her father. I have said that my father was a well-known 
dealer in antiques, and he made a special "corner", so to 
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speak, in beautiful glass and china. Not merely ancient glass 
and china, but beautiful and unusual modern pieces formed 
a large percentage of his collection; and in his many wander­
ings to find new and interesting specimens, he had come 
across a small shop in Milan which was showing some won­
derful and most original pieces. Mostly birds or small animals, 
he told me, in sizes varying from quite small things to those 
about a foot in height, and in colouring most vivid and beau­
tiful.; and when he found that the owner of the shop, one 
Antonio Pirelli, had made most of them, assisted by his 
daughter, he was very much impressed and bought up a 
good deal of the Italian's stock. Which he subsequently sold 
at such good prices that he became a regular customer, and 
visited Pirelli at least once or twice a year to buy fresh stuff; 
and it was when I was with my father on one of his trips 
to Milan that I met Gilda first ... and from that moment I 
could not forget her. 

She was, I thought, about my own age when I met her, 
though later on I found she was older than I was-two or 
three years or thereabouts; and though I suppose she couldn't 
have strictly been called beautiful, she somehow gave the 
impression of beauty-and certainly many other people have 
told me that she was, as I have said, unforgettable. 

She was rather above middle height, slender and graceful, 
with long beautiful hands that one could well imagine shap­
ing the clay into the decorative birdshapes in which she 
specialized. She had a long white throat and heavy-lidded 
green eyes that she knew how to use, set in an oval face with 
the full lips so often shown in Rossetti's pictures; and she 
had also what I had always fallen for-a cloud of brilliantly 
red hair. Altogether she was rather like a walking pre­
Raphaelite picture, utterly unlike her father, who was the 
typical potbellied, bald, loquacious little Italian. He did most 
of the talking to my father, while I watched Gilda dusting 
and arranging the display of ceramics on the glass shelves 
of the little window. I know now that she was quite con­
scious of my interest, and when I asked her how many of the 
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beautiful shapes she was handling had been made by her she 
smiled and told me "Most of them I I make most of our stock 
-my father taught me the technique, but my work is better, 
more original than his." Which I subsequently found to be 
true. Well, that was how it started. 

I found an excuse to accompany my father to Italy on his 
next visit and found the redhaired girl more intriguing than 
ever. I will not say I'd fallen in love with her then, but I was 
immensely intrigued, and eager to know more of her; and 
when her father died suddenly, it was I who suggested that 
Gilda should sell the shop in Milan and come over to London 
to work for us. My father scratched his chin a bit, but finally 
agreed, and as it seemed Gilda did not want to keep on the 
shop in Milan, it was arranged that she sold it and came 
over to London and started to do regular work for us. Old 
Pirelli had left her not too badly off; her first husband had 
left her a few investments that while not bringing in much 
per year, brought in something quite steadily, the sale of the 
shop -in Milan provided her with a little more capital; and 
certainly the popularity of her ceramic work seemed to pro­
mise a comfortable future for her. So she found a small 
studio-flat in Bloomsbury and set to work there. 

Her "stuff", as my father called it, sold well, especially 
after my father had given a special show for her in a nearby 
gallery; which he did out of kindness to her and in memory 
of her father, whom he had liked very much. The papers 
praised her work highly, and she extended her designs to 
include human figures as well as birds and animals, though 
to my mind the human figures were never as alive and con­
vincing as the others. So our friendship continued until I 
was seeing her continually and got so wild about her that I 
finally asked her to marry me. When I did, she put her red 
head on one side and considered me in silence for a moment­
and when I implored her to say yes and put me out of my 
misery, she laughed suddenly and nodded. We were sitting 
by the fire in her studio, and I remember that I fell on my 
knees and caught her to me and held her close, with my 

15 

Ii 



face buried in her white throat-and as I kissed her, passion­
ately, feverishly, I heard her laugh again above my head. A 
laugh at once content-and in a queer way, triumphant. 

My father didn't seem best pleased when I told him that 
Gilda and I were engaged. He said nothing for a long time, 
and then shrugged and told me that I was certainly old 
enough to know my own mind, and he wished me luck; but 
that personally, much as he liked Gilda ... and as I was in 
no mind to ask him to outline his reasons for that "but", I 
said nothing, and we left it at that. And I must say now that 
beyond that hint-for hint was all that it was-that he him­
self would have preferred me to choose some other girl as a 
wife, he was kindness and generosity itself from that time 
onwards. 

I was already junior partner in the business, and he made 
me a full partner; I loved the business, and having been 
brought up in it, was, though I say it, a good judge of the 
rare and beautiful things for which our firm for over a cen­
tury had been famous. My father, as his wedding present to 
me, bought us a pretty house out in Chiswick, where at the 
time of writing there were still to be found a few attractive 
small streets where the individual houses had not been re­
placed by these hideous blocks of modern flats that look like 
up-ended concrete boot-boxes; and my father also gave us 
much of the furniture for it, including several handsome 
pieces I had long coveted from our showrooms in Bury Street. 
There was a small garden at the back of the house that with 
proper attention could be made charming, and for months 
Gilda spent all her spare time in making draperies, covering 
cushions and so on; her long artistic fingers were as clever 
with a needle as they were with the tools of her trade. My 
father's present to Gilda on our wedding day was a lovely 
necklace of beads made out of opals; and I did not know until 
long afterwards that she had refused the first present he had 
suggested, a handsome cross of amethysts. She refused it, 
she told my father, because she was superstitious about wear­
ing crosses; and it was not until many years later that I 
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realized just why she would not-or rather, could not­
wear a cross. 

My Aunt Mary sent us from Greece a handsome old Ikon 
which was really valuable; and this, again, Gilda did not like. 
She hated religious symbols, she declared, and put it away 
somewhere, though I told her that when Aunt Mary and 
Chloris came to live in London, as they were planning to do, 
she would have to get it out and set it up somewhere, or 
Aunt Mary would be hurt ! She merely laughed again and 
said that that time could take care of itself-and I forgot all 
about it. And so we were married, in a cloud of white satin 
and orange blossom, of relatives and friends and neighbours, 
of champagne and wedding-cake, confetti and congratulations, 
and went off to Italy for our honeymoon. And thus began 
this curious story that I propose to tell you. 
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KN ow ING that a knowledge of foreign languages was of 
great importance to an antique dealer, who might well have 
to travel to many countries hunting for choice specimens for 
his stock, my father had me largely educated abroad. As a 
growing lad I spent two years at an excellent school in 
France and following that two years in Germany, and an­
other two years in Italy before I went to Cambridge and got 
my degree; later on, thanks to several holidays spent in 
Spain, I had a fair knowledge of Spanish also. So that not 
only helped me greatly in my chosen profession, but made 
my acquaintance with Gilda easier to pursue-although 
actually she spoke excellent English when she chose; and it 
also made our honeymoon, spent at a little Italian hotel at 
a charming seaside resort called Diana Marina perfect as it 
would never have been had I not spoken fluent Italian, as 
our host and his wife and the hotel staff spoke no language 
but their own. 

It was April, and gorgeous weather, and we swam and sun­
bathed, explored the countryside round in the new car I had 
allowed myself to buy, ate huge meals, and of course spent 
an inordinate amount of time in making violent love to each 
other. And violent is the word! I was a thoroughly normal 
young man, and the physical passion for my bride that per­
force I had had to repress for so many months could now find 
a legitimate outlet, and did. 
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One thing I admit, though, did surprise me, and that was 
my bride's prompt and passionate response to me love-mak­
ing ! 

Remembering how almost prudish she had been during our 
engagement-how she would never permit anything beyond 
a close kiss or embrace, and how she would gently but firmly 
put me off, and even seem rather shocked, when I showed 
signs of desiring something more than this, I had visualized 
having to treat her gently and tenderly, almost as though she 
were a virgin. Although I knew she had been married before 
to a fellow Italian-and knowing that hot-blooded race well, 
I had my doubts as to whether her first husband had respec­
ted her shyness or reluctance as I meant to do ! 

But when we found muselves in bed together for the first 
time, I was both startled and delighted-taking it, as I did, 
as a proof of her ardent love for me-at the fervour of her 
response. There was so sign of her old shyness or reluctance, 
and there seemed nothing she did not welcome, nothing she 
would not permit; so that, delighted and amazed, I flung 
control to the winds, and for the first part of our honeymoon, 
at all events, we let physical passion rule our lives to the 
extinction of virtually everything else. I did not, of course, 
suspect what I know now, which was that she was clever 
and cunning enough to know that to rivet a man in love to 
your side is to arouse him and deny him at the same time 
until he is so mad for you that he is ready to promise any­
thing. And since Gilda wanted an English husband and a 
well-to-do one at that (and as my father's only son and heir 
to one of the most successful businesses in London, I was 
certainly regarded by women as a definite matrimonial 
"catch") she had every intention of marrying me instead of 
merely allowing a casual love affair; which had been my first 
intention, I must frankly admit. 

So the first part of our honeymoon was-as I suppose 
happens pretty often with a young and vital couple-a posi­
tive orgy of physical passion that actually exhausted me con­
siderably, strong as I was; and as time went on and I found 

19 



my wife not merely as ardent as I was, but even more so, that 
there were moments when that very ardour made me a little 
uneasy. 

Though every man appreciates a woman who enjoys and 
responds to his love-making, when the woman in question 
makes it plain that she expects him to do this every single 
night without fail, and several times a night at that, there 
comes a time when the man begins to get a little worried. S_o 
that even before our honeymoon was over, I found myself 
more than a little worried at Gilda's insatiable appetite for 
physical love. I hoped it would cool down when we returned 
to London, as now I was in full partnership with my father 
I knew I should be kept very busy; and if I were awake every 
night until three and four o'clock in the morning making 
love to a feverishly passionate young wife, I doubted whether, 
young and strong as I was, I should be able to cope with the 
amount of hard work I would have to put in at Bury Street. 

But to my relief, things became a little easier on our return 
to London. Gilda became so absorbed in arranging our new 
house to her liking, in training the excellent Italian cook she 
brought with her from Milan to cook the English dishes that 
my father preferred, in receiving and returning the visits of 
friends who came to see us and entertaining both the said 
friends and various business acquaintances that I wanted to 
cultivate, she had little time to concentrate on love-making 
except at night; and that I managed to handle by arranging 
a divan couch in the small dressing-room next to our bedroom, 
on which I slept when I had a hard day's work at the office 
and needed a long night's undisturbed sleep-or so I told 
Gilda. 

She pouted and frowned a good deal at this, finding it hard 
to understand that any man in love with a woman should 
ever want to sleep alone; but at last she shrugged her 
shoulders and grimaced, and declared that she had always 
heard that Englishmen were difficult to live with, and now 
she knew it was true! And when I protested that the divan 
would only be occasionally used she shrugged again and 

20 

a 

tn 
la 
ua 



looked at me so provocatively from beneath her long lashes 
that I took her in my arms-well, I gave in once more, and 
the divan in my dressing-room remained untenanted. But 
later on I had reason to be glad that I had already warned 
Gilda that the time might come when I might need it. ... 

But the first weeks, nay months, of our life together were 
successful enough on the whole, and I was both happy and 
proud. Gilda was much admired, not only for her unusual 
looks, but for her gifts-for beside her brillia_nt ceramic work, 
she played both the piano and mandoline and sang endless 
charming little Italian songs in an attractive low-pitched 
voice. Everybody was very nice to us, and many of our clients 
sent me personal presents, which I appreciated very much; 
and though my father and Gilda never became really friendly, 
they outwardly got on together. Instinctively I knew that my 
father did not like my wife, much as he admired her bril­
liance; but he was far too fond of me, also far too much of a 
gentleman, to allow this to influence him towards her. I knew 
he missed my company and felt lonely in the large house we 
had for so many years shared happily together; but he re­
mained what he had always been, courteous, kind, consider­
ate to a degree. Which was one of the reasons why later on 
I learned to hate ... but I will not anticipate. 

Attached to our house in Chiswick was a garage with a 
room above that was plainly intended for a chauffeur's room, 
for it had a sink in it, a small fireplace and a couple of cup­
boards built into the walls; and this I turned into a workroom 
for Gilda. She naturally intended to keep on with her artistic 
work, and it was plain that to commute every day between 
our house in Chiswick and her old studio in Bloomsbury 
would not be practicable; so the studio was given up and the 
chauffeur's room converted into an excellent workroom. The 
fireplace was removed and a kiln installed in which to bake 
Gilda's china figures, and this, with the finding and setting 
up of various other necessary pieces of equipment, was rather 
costly; but I was determined not to hold Gilda back from con­
tinuing her work, which was now sufficiently well known for 
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her to be a notable figure in London's artistic circles. This 
pleased her enormously and me too. 

I was proud of my wife and of the way in which she 
arrested the attention of everybody when, for instance, we 
entered a restaurant or any similar place. Gilda had a flair 
for choosing the clothes that suited her, though they were 
by no means always in the current fashion; and I remember 
one startling gown she wore at a dance one night-she and 
her Italian maid made it between them-which was made out 
of an odd length of furniture brocade in green, gold and red, 
stiff with gold threads; made with a tight bodice, long sleeves 
and a spreading skirt, in it she looked like a mediaeval lady. 
Especially as that night she had done her red hair, which was 
long-unusual in this generation of short-cropped women­
in plaits wound into wheels over her ears, with a rope of gold 
beads woven in and out of the plaits. 

As I have said, her odd and unusual looks gained her the 
reputation of a beauty, and the modest entertainments we 
gave from time to time were very successful. We gave mostly 
dinners of not more than eight or ten people, as a great 
number laid too much weight on the shoulders of Maria 
our one maid-even though I told Gilda to get in some assist­
ant woman or other on occasions like these, to help her. Maria 
was an excellent cook and as a rule we ate Italian fashion; 
but seasoned traveller as was my father, he had a liking for 
English dishes, when he was at home at least. So when he 
dined with us Gilda never failed to provide him with a grilled 
chop and chips, a beefsteak pudding, oxtail stew or some 
similar dish instead of the Italian plats that as a rule both 
she and I preferred. 

I soon found my feet in my new and responsible position 
as full partner to my father, and he gave me every oppor­
tunity to learn the ropes, placing all the responsibility on my 
shoulders that he felt I could handle; and knowing that on 
those shoulders, when the dear old man· died, would rest the 
entire name and reputation of Randolph & Son, I threw my­
self into my work with the greatest zest and enthusiasm. 
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And I found my reward in my father's approving eyes, and 
in the occasional casual but much-valued comment of an old 
client with whom I had dealt. 

"He's a chip off the old block, Ranny-got just your flair I 
He'll do you credit in the trade, that son of yours-got just 
the right touch, both with goods and customers." You can 
imagine how pleased I felt when I saw my father's eyes light 
with pride when something like this was said to him in my 
hearing. 

As time went on there were several things I noticed about 
my wife that either puzzled or somewhat irritated me-and 
one of the things that irritated me was the discovery that she 
was much keener on money than I had realized I She was 
extravagant-which in Italian women is not usual; they are 
usually careful and prudent housewives. 

She loved beautiful exotic things, from jewellery, furs and 
furniture to out-of-season delicacies in the way of food and 
drink; and I knew that one of the reasons why our friends 
came so eagerly to dine with us was that they knew they 
could always expect a first class meal ! Londoners are poor on 
the whole, and will go almost anywhere as long as they are 
well fed and amused. And if they were well fed at dinner­
and they always were-again, after dinner Gilda always 
managed to :find something to amuse and interest them, if they 
were not fond of cards or television, and sheer conversation 
seemed to drag. 

She seemed to know an enormous number of strange and 
interesting folk, and sometimes it would be a singer of strange 
and exotic songs from a little-known country who came in 
after dinner to give a "show"; sometimes a "magician" as she 
always called them, who gave a display of what I thought 
then must be exceptionally brilliant sleight-of-hand tricks-, 
though now I am not so sure. Or somebody who told for­
tunes or could hypnotize people, and this was especially popu­
lar; and all this beside her own gifts of singing and playing, 
which were exceptional. Needless to say, these artists all had 
to be paid, and many of them charged pretty highly for their 
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services; and when I protested to Gilda, as now and then I 
did, as our household bills were higher than I liked, Gilda 
would remind me of how rich my father was and how rich I 
could be if I were the head of the business instead of being 
only a partner. Why, she would wonder, didn't my father 
retire and go and live somewhere quietly in the country, and 
leave the business entirely in my hands? I pointed out that 
the rare and lovely things he handled (many of which had 
now found a home with us, thanks to his generosity) were 
his very life; · and to potter about amongst them every day, 
to go on the hunt for fresh treasures (which he could now do 
even more often than of old, since he could leave the business 
safely in my hands) kept him happy and in consequence 
healthy-I'm convinced that sheer boredom is the reason why 
so many ageing men develop all sorts of ailments when they 
retire! 

Time and again Gilda urged me to try and persuade my 
father to retire, and when I quoted the · above reasons she 
would sulk and flounce away, only to return to the attack 
another day; and I was forced to realize that far from appre­
ciating my father as he deserved, the only thing she wanted 
was to push him out of the way so that I could step into his 
shoes and handle the business, and the large income that we 
drew from it, as I chose! 

Finding that I was adamant on this point at last, she 
dropped it. But it left a nasty taste in my mouth, and little as 
I liked it, I realized that Gilda would welcome my kind 
father's death because that would mean that I was Randolph 
& Son, and that everything came to me! I pushed the un­
pleasant realization sharply into the back of my mind, but 
it did not disappear, and later on was to come forward again 
in a painful and startling way. 

Gilda had one or two hobbies that struck me as rather odd. 
Her first husband, whose name was Giacomo Quarenghi-an 
odd name that always stuck in my mind-had been a hair­
dresser, and according to her, he had persuaded her to help 
in his salon both with hairwork and with manicure; and she 
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became something of an expert in both these arts. Although 
she had always acted as her father's assistant in his ceramic 
work, she had not then developed into an independent artist 
-she was only eighteen when she married, she told me-so 
she was willing enough to join forces with Quarenghi in his 
shop, and he must have expected her to carry it on if he 
died. But when she was widowed she sold the business for 
a good sum and went home to live with her father and devote 
herself to his work. She then dropped her married name and 
reverted to the name of Pirelli. But it surprised and rather 
puzzled me that she still kept up her old interest in manicure 
and hairdressing, though now she did it only for friends 
whom she offered to treat, and both I and my father were so 
honoured; though father did not, I could see, like having his 
nails clipped and polished, as he felt it was a sissy sort of 
thing for a man to do. I think she saw that he did not care 
for it, for she only asked him once to let her do his hands; 
and though I let her do mine a few times be£ ore our marriage, 
she never offered to do them afterwards-and it was not 
until long afterwards that I came to know the true reason 
for this. 

Another thing puzzled me about Gilda, and that was that 
she would never eat salt, nor any dish that had salt added 
to it. I did not discover this until we were married, as when 
I met her in Milan we generally ate with her father and her­
self in the house they shared together; in which case either 
she prepared the meal herself, or the maid who cooked it had 
been trained by her to cook her share of the food without 
salt. I do remember noticing that when sauces were served 
she always had her sauce served separately; and when I asked 
her why, she smiled oddly and said that she only liked sauces 
made in her own particular way. 

She maintained this, to me, rather odd habit after our 
marriage, and one day, out of curiosity, I tasted the sauce 
that was served to her and found it oddly flat. I asked her 
why she always avoided dishes and sauces cooked with salt, 
and she gave me a long rambling answer to the effect that 
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for years her doctors had told her that as she was anaemic, 
salt was bad for her; so she did not eat it. Later on-much 
later-I found out the real reason; and anaemia had nothing 
to do with it ! 

There was another thing which puzzled me about my 
strange wife-and that was that she disliked animals; or 
rather, that certain animals disliked her! At least, most 
animals did. My father and I had an old dog to whom we 
were much attached, a shaggy old collie we had had for 
years; and the first time my father dined with Gilda and my­
self after we were settled into our house in Chiswick, he 
brought Roy along with him as a matter of course. Knowing 
that when I left my father's house for my new life, Roy would 
still be there, and his silent loving companionship a great 
help to fill the gap left by my absence, I had of course agreed, 
when my father had asked if he might bring his beloved dog; 
and it simply never struck me to ask Gilda, concluding as I 
did that she would be as pleased to meet and make friends 
with Roy as Roy would be to meet her. But when Roy walked 
into our pretty drawing-room at my father's heels, the dog 
stopped stock-still just inside the door-and lo ~nd behold, I 
saw the hair along his back begin to rise and bristle ! 

Gilda stood still and stared at Roy, and I rushed to greet 
my father and soothe the dog, who in truth was by this time 
looking distinctly dangerous, his brown eyes glinting and 
one corner of his long mouth just lifted to show his teeth .... 

"Roy, what on earth's the matter with you?" I scolded, 
seizing him by the collar and trying to drag him forward. 
But he dug his paws into the carpet and hung back with all 
his weight, and now he was actually growling and shaking 
his head, as I held his collar, as though aching to get loose 
and attack-who? Dad was looking completely blank with 
astonishment-for as a rule old Roy was the sweetest-tem­
pered beast in the world-but Gilda laughed on a harsh note. 

"Don't try and force him, Keith," she said curtly. "He 
doesn't like me-dogs never do, for some odd reason!" Her 
eyes glinted and she went on. "I can get on with a cat, now 
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-but dogs and horses, no ! Take him and shut him in the 
little washroom by the front door. Tie his leash to the door­
handle so that he can't get loose-and forget him while we 
have dinner." 

Well, that was that-and as I never feel any household 
is really complete without some pet or other, I bought Gilda 
a kitten. 

But it wasn't a black one-and it was only black cats, it 
seemed, that Gilda liked ! I felt rather cross, as the kitten was 
a very expensive and quite beautiful blue Persian with a 
pedigree as long as your arm; but Gilda gave it away to a 
woman friend, and told me not to bother about another, as a 
friend of hers had a black kitten she could have. So the black 
kitten came, and though it was nothing like as handsome 
as the creature I had chosen, was as charming and amusing 
as kittens always are; though when she grew older I didn't 
like her so much. To my mind cats are never anything like 
so companionable as dogs. They come to you for food, for 
caresses, for warmth-but I don't believe a cat really cares 
a damn personally for its owners; though I know from per­
sonal experience that a dog does. 

However, Gilda was charmed with it-called it Satan­
and certainly it soon became attached to her, and would 
follow her all over the place like her shadow. So life went on, 
and out in Athens Aunt Mary and her beloved stepdaughter 
Chloris, had managed at last to settle the affairs of the late 
doctor, and had decided to make their home in England for 
the future. Aunt Mary had spent many years in Greece, and 
both loved the country and the people; but her stepdaughter 
Chloris, who in her youth had spent a long time in English 
schools-for her father had worked as a doctor in London for 
years before returning to Greece to practise there-was 
anxious to come to England to live. She had long shown 
promise as a writer, and rightly felt that in England she 
would have a wider :field and better chances than in Greece. 
There women are still expected, much more than in England, 
to remain "sempre in casa", as they say in Italy. "Always 
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in the house". In their father's house until they marry, then 
in their own. 

Aunt Mary had written to my father-it will be remem• 
bered that she was his sister, and his favourite sister at that 
-begging him to try and find her a nice small house or flat 
where she and Chloris could live. He had commissioned me 
to share the hunt, and we had just succeeded in finding a 
pleasant roomy flat or rather, maisonnette, at the top of a tall 
Victorian house not too far from our house in Chiswick, 
when Gilda came to meet me with news that startled and de· 
lighted me. We were going to have a child ! 
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3 
Enter Chloris 

I w As surprised and rather puzzled at Gilda's reaction to 
the discovery that she was pregnant. After all, we were both 
young and strong and given to much love-making-rather 
overmuch, I have since thought-so that it would have been 
surprising if within the first year of our marriage she had 
not conceived-and I was delighted! 

I had always loved children and felt I wanted one day to 
father a child. A son for preference, and a son is what . I 
hoped and prayed my wife now carried; but Gilda's reaction 
was curious, and at times rather distressed me. Most Italian 
women love children and ardently desire to bear one-but 
Gilda was a startling exception ! She varied between moods 
of acute dismay, and even fear, to moods in which she 
seemed to prefer not to talk about it; even, I felt, not to think 
about it; and I wondered if, as some women do, she feared 
the long months of growing clumsiness and lack of her nor­
mal swift grace of movement that inevitably led towards the 
climax of pain and stress from which would emerge that which 
most women long for-a baby. I tried to talk to her about 
this, hoping to soothe her fears and get her to regard it all 
as well worth while for the end we had in view, and at times 
she listened quietly and seemed to take in what I was trying 
to say; but at other times she would lose her temper and snap 
at me, telling me to shut up, she didn't want to talk about 
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t it! Wasn't it enough that she was in for it-that she had to go 
through it, though she didn't want to? And it wasn't any 
use going all sloppy and sentimental about its being well 
worth it in the end! She wasn't a Victorian woman to be 
soothed with chunks of treacly nonsense, and if I went on 
like that she simply wouldn't talk to me at all! 

At other times she would rail at her condition, simply 
because after a few months it would preclude her from going 
about to the cocktail parties, dinners, receptions and so on 
that she loved so much-since our marriage Gilda had de­
veloped social ambitions that at times worried me a little. 
Aware as I was that from the business angle it paid to do a 
certain amount of entertaining (and I was willing enough 
to do this) I was not keen on socializing on a big scale, and 
preferred only occasional small parties of a few intelligent 
friends; but it soon became plain to me that Gilda hankered 
to become one of London's fashionable hostesses ! And 
as plainly this ambition had to wait until the child was 
born and her time and her figure were her own again, she 
was furiously disappointed and made no attempt to hide 
this. 

Grumbling aloud one night after dinner when we were 
alone, she went for me for not having used a contraceptive, 
though she had never suggested such a thing; and naturally, 
as I wanted a child and concluded that she did also, it had 
not occurred to me to use one. She had done her best, she 
said, but the damn things had let her down ! And when, to 
my dismayed questioning, she admitted that all along she 
had used certain things that she had been told were reliable 
preventives, and that she had used these things during her 
first marriage to prevent herself conceiving, I was shocked 
and dismayed. This proved that she had never wanted a child; 
and this was perhaps understandable in regard to her first 
marriage, as she admitted that she had not been in love with 
Quarenghi, but had married him mainly to obtain the status 
and comparative freedom of a married woman-he had been 
the most eligible offer she had received. But the idea of a 

30 

w 

C 

lfl 

(0 

on 



woman adored as at that time I adored Gilda, not wanting a 
child by the husband she had presumably married because 
she loved him, made me deeply disturbed-and that discovery, 
combined with other things, served to act as a cooling agent 
on my physical craze for her. 

Moreover, it was at that time that she began to talk in 
her sleep; and when I told her about this and teased her about 
its waking me up, she started and seemed very much con­
cerned! It was after that that I noted that she was much 
less ardent in her physical demands upon me, and even ceased 
to protest on the nights that I decided to sleep alone in my 
dressing-room. Even there, if I were sleeping at all lightly, I 
could often hear her talking in her sleep; but it was suffi­
ciently far away as rarely to be dear, and even if it woke me, 
I could dismiss it and go to sleep again. But when I did hear, 
some of the things she said were very odd and seemed mean­
ingless. Sometimes a string of names, names that seemed gib­
berish to me, or a snatch of some odd sort of music, a mono­
tonous kind of chant curiously hypnotic-then long pauses, 
and between them a protest or a snatch of conversation, none 
of which made any sort of sense to me; and if I repeated any 
of it to Gilda she would frown and sit staring at me in 
silence, obviously displeased and-somehow, it seemed to me, 
frightened. Though why she should be frightened about mut­
tering incomprehensible nonsense in her sleep, I could not 
imagine .... 

But then one night I had a very curious dream. 

It was hot weather, and for that reason as for others, I 
was sleeping on the couch in my dressing-room, which opened 
off the larger room that normally I shared with my wife. 

I had gone to sleep at my usual time and, generally speak­
ing, I slept like a top until Maria, our Italian maid, brought 
in the cup of tea that she had been taught was the habit of 
all English people to take before breakfast; but tonight, for 
some odd reason, about midnight I awoke, and lay for awhile 
sleepily trying to reconstruct the queer scene at which I 
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seemed to have been either assisting or a spectator in the 
dream from which I had just awakened. 

I remember that in that dream it had been a warm summer 
night, dark and somewhere in the open, for I could smell the 
cool scent of leaves and grass and feel the caress of a light 
breeze on my hair; but I was not alone. Around me I could 
sense a concourse of people, though all unseen, for it was 
too dark to see anything at all clearly, and somehow I knew 
that we were all gathered in a grove of great overshadowing 
trees somewhere-and somehow I felt a strong sense of fear. 
Why on earth I should have felt like that I cannot imagine 
-but there it was, I did; and as I was trying to sort out why 
I felt so, and what could have caused the dream, as I rarely 
dreamed at all, I heard Gilda's voice speaking from her bed 
in the room just beyond mine. Her voice was hurried, fear­
ful, but I could hear what she said quite clearly. 

"Yes! Yes, I know. I failed, I did not obey the law .... " 
And then, though it must of course have been imagination, 
somehow I seemed to hear another voice replying. A faint, 
hollow sort of voice like something heard in the far distance, 
yet a voice with a thrill of horror about it that communicated 
itself to me as I listened. There was something ruthless, 
utterly remorseless about that voice, faint as it was. 

"You knew the law, daughter, and you disobeyed it! You 
knew the price of entry into the" ... now here came a word 
I was not sure of except that it began, I'm sure, with a "c" 
or a "k"-that was the sound I heard. But Gilda's voice came 
again, shaky, agitated. 

"I know, I know-I did not pay the price-then. But hear 
me now, and mark that I swear to make my ancient promise 
good. . . ." But by this time I was feeling so thoroughly 
frightened that I had to put a stop to this conversation, what­
ever it was, and jumping out of bed, I went into Gilda's room 
and waked her from her sleep. She seemed to take longer 
than usual to wake, and when I told her what I had heard 
her eyes widened and she stared at me in silence for a moment 
-and then she laughed, though to me there was a forced 
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note in the laugh. Putting her arms round me, she drew me 
into bed with her and reassured me with her lips against 
mine. I'd been dreaming! Must have been, for there couldn't 
possibly have been any second voice for me to hear-we were 
alone in the house but for Maria, and she certainly was asleep 
in her room, she slept as soundly as any pig ! I was to forget 
it, realize that it was only the remnant of a dream from which 
I hadn't completely awakened ... and so I accepted this per­
£ orce, since there was no argument that I could find against 
what she said; yet somewhere in the back of my mind I was 
not entirely satisfied that it had all been a dream .... 

It was not until long afterwards, when I was thinking 
things over and trying to piece them together in my mind 
that I realized that it was after that that Gilda's attitude 
towards me as a husband-speaking from the physical sense, 
I mean-altered quite definitely. 

I have said that from the time when I first told her that 
she talked in her sleep she cooled off, so to speak, in her 
demands on me for the passionate love-making that during 
our first year had seemed to be a paramount need for her. 
Now, after the night of my dream, she cooled off still further, 
and when she permitted me my normal rights as a husband, 
refused to allow me to spend the rest of the night in bed 
with her, but dismissed me to my divan couch in the dressing­
room, declaring that she had discovered she slept far better 
alone! With man's usual perversity I felt a certain resent­
ment over this. It was all right when I elected to sleep in 
my dressing-room, but all wrong when she insisted on my 
doing so! But when she turned pathetic and, laying her hand 
upon her belly-though this was still flat, as it was the very 
early stages of her pregnancy-assured me that many women, 
while they were pregnant, preferred to sleep alone after the 
love-making was over, I had nothing to say. Naturally, a 
woman in her condition has to have things her own way­
and anyway, once the child was born and she was well again, 
we would reconsider the whole situation afresh. 

I was helped towards accepting the situation with philo-
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sophy by an intimate friend in whom I confided, who assured 
me that I was lucky in that Gilda had not forbidden me to 
make love to her at all, as he had heard of women doing that 
during pregnancy-possibly, the psychiatrists say, out of a 
feeling of resentment against their husbands! So I agreed 
with him that in that case I was lucky, and left it at that. 

So life went on, and a couple of months later the great 
day arrived when Aunt Mary and her stepdaughter Chloris 
were coming home. 

I was especially pleased, as I knew how glad my father 
would be to have his favourite sister living somewhere nearby. 
I had recently felt a little worried about my father, who, 
normally healthy enough, had, it seemed, been having a little 
heart trouble now and then. Nothing very much, just an 
occasional slight spasm, followed by palpitations-the attacks 
had been short and not at all severe, but they had frightened 
him a little, and me too, I had to admit; and I had persuaded 
him to have himself overhauled by a good heart specialist. 
My father had at first demurred, as having been a fine strong 
man all his life, he had had little need of doctors; but at last 
he consented, and came back to me chirruping with triumph 
and saying that· the specialist had found nothing whatever 
wrong with his heart! On the contrary, he had told him he 
had the constitution-and the heart-of an ox, and would 
likely live to be a centenarian. Which, needless to say, re­
lieved me greatly-though the occurrence, a few days later, 
of yet another of these "heart attacks" puzzled and worried 
me a good deal; though not my father. The specialist had told 
him that the attacks that seemed like heart-trouble must be 
due to indigestion, to getting overtired and overstrained or 
something of the sort-there was nothing in the world wrong 
with his heart, so it couldn't be that! 

So with one thing and another, I welcomed Aunt Mary's 
arrival with all my heart, and escorted her and Chloris, after 
meeting them at the airport when they landed from Athens, 
to the charming home we had found for them, with the 
greatest satisfaction. 
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They arrived, needless to say, with a positive mountain of 
luggage, which was being looked after by their maid, Rena, 
otherwise Irene-a gaunt giant of a Thessalian woman, who 
had been George Ionides' foster-sister, and who had loved 
and served and looked after him, and now his wife and 
daughter, with a devotion truly amazing. I had met her, of 
course, on my visits to Athens to stay with Aunt Mary, but 
had never come to know her well-that was to come; but I 
greeted her warmly so that her lined browµ face relaxed into 
a faint smile as she answered my greeting in excellent Eng­
lish. I was glad that she had been willing to leave Greece 
and come with Aunt Mary, as I knew the difficulty in :find­
ing good maids, these days, in England; and as Aunt Mary 
was semi-crippled-lame in one leg-thanks to a motoring 
accident somewhere in the wilds of Greece, she was very 
dependent on having somebody reliable to look after her; 
and since Chloris would, of course, marry in time, Rena 
would be needed even more when her stepmother was left 
alone. 

As we drove from the airport to Aldf ord Street, wher.e the 
new flat was situated, I studied Chloris furtively as I drove. 
Having still in my memory my last sight of her, a leggy, pig­
tailed schoolgirl in a very unbecoming serge gym frock, I had 
been positively startled to see a tall, slim young woman in a 
smart two-piece travelling suit of bright blue linen and a tilted 
straw hat to match, standing beside Aunt Mary with one 
hand tucked into her arm; and I had all but gaped when she 
twinkled up at me and, reading the surprise in my eyes, said 
demurely, "Yes, I'm Chloris all right. Haven't I improved?" 

What I said I really don't know-something fatuous, it 
must have been, for Chloris broke into a soft chuckle of 
amusement, the most attractive laugh I'd ever heard; and as 
I led the way back through the crowd of new arrivals to 
where I had parked the car, carrying what small gear I could 
in my hands and followed by Rena carrying more, I told my­
self that I would certainly never have recognized, in this 
charming young woman, the gawky schoolgirl I used to know. 
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.Chloris Ionides was tall for a Greek-the Greeks are a race 
of small dark. people as a whole. The idea of "Helen tall and 
Helen fair" was a purely Roman idea-the Romans seem to 
have had much the same obsession with Aryan blondeness as 
Hitler had ! Though one does sometimes meet a tall Greek, 
mostly those born in the northern islands, and Chloris' mother 
had been tall, I was told; a woman of Macedonia, the extreme 
north of Greece. It is an odd and interesting fact that in 
most countries one finds the taller people born in the north 
and the shorter in the south; in France, Spain and Italy espe­
cially is this so. 

I duly deposited the luggage and the three women at the 
new flat, over which they all waxed lyrical-which was only 
just as it was a charming place. (Aunt Mary had been left 
comfortably off, I'm glad to say.) 

It was, as I have said, a maisonnette rather than a flat, being 
the two top floors and an attic floor above them containing 
two usable attics, of a tall old Victorian house that had 
been split into flats. 

The lowest floor had a small hall, a fine large sitting-room, 
small dining-room and kitchen opening off it; the next floor 
above had two bedrooms, Aunt Mary's and Chloris', and a 
bathroom; and from this another short flight of stairs led up 
to the attics, which provided a bedroom for Rena and a guest­
room-a room for which, much later on, I was to be very 
thankful I The maisonnette also possessed what few London 
flats possess, a balcony big enough on which to place one or 
two chairs on a warm night so that one could have one's 
coffee there and watch the lights spark out over London. 

My father had suggested that he took Aunt Mary and 
Chloris out to dinner somewhere that night, while Rena un­
packed the luggage and got things generally shipshape in the 
new home. He had hinted that Gilda and I came too, but I 
suggested another night, knowing enough about women to 
know that both Gilda and the other two women would rather 
not meet each other until they had had time to dress and 
titivate up for the occasion. So I went back home to Gilda 
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and left Father to call for Aunt Mary and Chloris; and I re­
member that when Gilda asked me what Chloris was like I 
must have been tactless enough to do something of a rave, for 
I know Gilda looked at me sideways as I talked, and then dis­
missed the subject with a rather acid "Really, she sounds as 
though she ought to go in for a Miss World Beauty Competi­
tion ! " And yet somehow I have never thought of Chloris as 
the sort of beauty that goes in for winning competitions. · 

She was tall, as I have said, with dark brown hair and 
wide hazel eyes with dark eyelashes, a full and generous 
mouth with a small straight nose above it, all set in a face 
pale with that charming mat paleness you only get with a 
skin that does not tan easily, only goes a faint shade of olive 
after long baking in the sun. She was slim but well built, 
with small elegant feet, and hands that were innocent of the 
blood-coloured varnish that most women wear, and which I 
have always hated; though Gilda insisted in putting it on 
her nails except when she was working in her studio. The 
fact that Chloris did not use the stuff brought about a rather 
curious contretemps later on, when she and Gilda met, that 
I will recount at its proper moment. 

Father rang me up at about ten o' dock that evening. He 
had thoroughly enjoyed his diner a trois and had just dropped 
the two women back at their flat; he was full of delight at 
seeing Aunt Mary again and of enthusiasm about Chloris, her 
looks, her charms. He told me that as he had a pretty exten­
sive acquaintance amongst Fleet Street men, he thought he 
might be able to get her a job of some sort on a weekly paper 
-even if it was only a small job, it would mean she got her 
foot in at least. And it meant gaining what she wanted of all 
things, experience and a chance of making friends and head­
way into the writing world. Journalism was a fine training 
school for a writer, though Chloris did not want to remain 
a journalist; she dreamt of writing novels, short stories, even 
plays-and the fact that ultimately many of those dreams 
actually came true, still gives me the greatest happiness and 
satisfaction; but that, as Kipling used to say, is another story. 
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Father ended, as he always did, by inquiring courteously 
after Gilda's health; I assured him that she was well and hung 
up the receiver, and Gilda looked at me over the handsome 
piece of embroidery she was doing. She hated to sit idle and 
cared little for either reading or television; so she was gener- , 
ally employed on some piece of sewing work while I did the 
viewing, if there was a programme that appealed to me. 

"Well? I gather from the length of your conversation with 
him that your father is as enchanted with these two women 
as you are!" she commented. "So I think the sooner I meet 
them the better, don't you think? What about inviting them 
to dine here, say, today week? They will surely have had 
time to settle into their flat by then?" 

Now you know, its an odd thing, but as she spoke I sud­
denly knew that I didn't want Gilda to meet Chloris! It 
was a totally absurd impulse which, I know now, sprang 
from my inner, wiser Self that already-though the dire 
knowledge had not yet penetrated to my conscious brain­
I knew that this woman whom I had married was dangerous, 
and dangerous in a deep and evil sense that differed from 
anything else I had ever met ! Shocked and astonished, I 
scouted the impulse at once, but for a flashing moment it had 
been there. Just for one moment, a split second, if you like, 
and then it vanished, thrust away by my conscious self; but 
during that moment I knew that of all things I didn't want 
those two girls to meet, and would have done anything to pre­
vent it I 

I was so startled that I made no answer to Gilda, and she 
repeated her question-what about inviting Aunt Mary, 
Chloris, and of course father, to dinner that day week? I 
agreed feebly-and so it was arranged; and exactly a week 
later I welcomed Aunt Mary and my cousin Chloris­
though there was no actual tie of blood between us, I had 
always regarded her as a cousin-to the pretty little house I 
shared with Gilda. 

Although the pleasant habit of dressing for dinner has 
more or less vanished now (which personally I think is rather 
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a pity) my father still dung to the wearing of a dinner jacket 
at nights, and expected me to do the same; which I noticed 
always pleased the women-folk, as it gave them an excuse for 
trotting out some of their evening clothes ! And certainly 
our three women did us credit that night. Gilda, always faith­
ful to her love of strong vivid colours, was in a dose-fitting 
sheath of green and gold brocade, worn with a handsome 
set of jewellery, earrings and a necklet of green jade beads 
alternating with gold filigree beads, that she had coaxed me 
into giving her during our honeymoon; Aunt Mary looked 
charming in black velvet with a lace scarf arrangement held 
with a fine old cameo, and Chloris wore pleated blue chiffon 
made in a rather Greekish style that suited her tall slimness, 
and a string of old Roman pearls that had belonged to her 
mother before her. 

We had cocktails together, and an excellent dinner fol­
lowed. It was plain to me that Gilda was determined to show 
herself the per£ ect hostess, and certainly she was at her best 
that night. She could be charming when she chose, and to­
night she was charming, and quite obviously captivated both 
our visitors; especially when we had had coffee and I had 
suggested-prompted, I admit, by Gilda herself beforehand­
that Gilda should sing to us. My father asked Chloris if she 
sang or played, and she said she used to play the piano but 
was lazy about practising, so never became really expert. 
Gilda, who was sitting beside her on the sofa looked down at 
Chloris' hands and raised her brows. 

"You should play well, with those hands," she commented, 
and taking up the hand that lay nearest to her, began to 
examine it with interest-the long fingers, the strong square 
palm and jutting thumb that meant strength of mind. She 
smiled faintly as she spoke again. 

"You have beautiful hands, you know-but forgive me for 
saying so, but they need manicuring. Manicure by an expert 
would make them twice as beautiful as they are. I was trained 
in both manicure and hairdressing and I would so much like 
to do your hands some time? " 
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Chloris laughed as she withdrew her hand from Gilda's. 
"That's sweet of you," she said, "but I'm afraid I never 

have my nails manicured-professionally, I mean. I keep 
them filed and neat and all that myself-but I can never have 
a real manicure." 

"Why ever not?" demanded Gilda, and I listened curiously, 
as I had myself wondered why Chloris, who was otherwise 
so essentially smart and modern a young woman, never wore 
the vivid-coloured nail varnish as most women did. 

"It's an awful bore," said Chloris, "bu,t the truth is that 
my nails won't take the varnish-not even the colourless 
ones! Though when I first grew up I used varnishes, of course, 
I soon found out that I had to drop them, as they made my 
nails peel ! " She held out her hands and showed the long 
square-shaped nails, pale pink, though polished until they 
shone, and went on. 

''I had to go to an expert in hand culture, and he told me 
I would never be able to wear varnish, as my nails wouldn't 
stand the strong chemical acid that was put in them to act 
as a :fixative for the colour. He told me to stop using them, 
and only use the old-fashioned buffer to keep them looking 
clean and shiny. So there you are!'' 

"That must have vexed you," I said, and Chloris nodded. 
"Yes ! I was very cross about it at the time, as of course 

I wanted to wear what all the other girls in Athens were 
wearing-but though I tried again and again, I had in the 
end to stop using it. My nails simply wouldn't stand up to 
it, and peeled until they were as thin as tissue paper-so I 
decided to be wise, and gave it up." 

"Personally," I said, "I prefer nails without that blood­
coloured stuff most women use on them." As I spoke I caught 
a sidelong glance from my wife-who, of course, was wearing 
that same blood-coloured stuff-that boded me no good. 

"So I've heard most men say," said Chloris demurely, 
"though I've never noticed any of _them refraining from 
taking out girls who wore it, all the same!" 

"And I see that you don't keep your nails pointed, like 
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talons, as so many women do," remarked my father. Chloris 
laughed. 

"That's perforce!" she said. "I do all my writing-letters 
as well as my work-on a typewriter, and long pointed nails 
would keep breaking as I struck the keys; and another reason 
why coloured varnish would be useless to me is that typing 
would chip and crack the varnish, and I'd have to keep on 
renewing it, which would be an awful bore." She shrugged 
her slim shoulders. "So I've had to decide to keep my nails 
square-tipped and without colour, and pretend I'm setting a 
new fashion." 

"I'm sorry," said Gilda, "because I should have enjoyed 
doing your hands. They are beautifully shaped-and I am 
really rather good at manicuring and hairdressing, though 
that sounds like boasting." 

"I can't imagine your not being good at anything you 
undertook," I said. I meant what I said, as Gilda was aston­
ishingly capable; but I must admit I made the remark rather 
by way of placating my wife for the dig I had given her over 
the nail varnish. Gilda smiled as she rose and went towards 
the piano, beside which stood her mandoline in its polished 
rosewood case. 

"If I can't do your hands, perhaps one day you'll let me 
try my hand on your hair," she said over her shoulder to 
Chloris. "If you fancy a new and different style you've only 
to let me know and I'll come over and give you a treatment 
-or better still, you could come here. All right?" 

Chloris agr ed gratefully, and seating herself on the piano­
stool, Gilda drifted into singing, and for the best part of an 
hour we listened to a variety of delicately charming songs. 
Some Italian, one or two Spanish and at last two Greek, to 
the delight of Chloris and her stepmother-and by the time 
our guests stood up to go, it was plain that Gilda had won 
both women over completely. They shook hands with the 
greatest enthusiasm and made plans to meet again very soon 
-and altogether the evening was a huge success; only one 
thing happening to spoil my pleasure in it. And that was 
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that as my father stood waiting for Aunt Mary and Chloris 
to pass out of the drawing-room before him, he paused and 
put his hand to his heart. He had gone pale, but he tried to 
smile into my anxious face as I stared at him. 

"Don't worry, lad," he murmured. "Just another little 
spasm, that's all! It'll pass off in a minute or two-don't 
tell the girls, they'll only worry . . ." and even as he spoke 
I saw the colour begin to seep back into his face as he steadied 
-up, leaning against the door-jamb. Out of the corner of my 
eyes I saw Gilda standing a little way back in the shadows 
of the little hall, and she was watching Father with a curious 
and somehow rather disturbing intentness; but then my father, 
patting my shoulder, moved out into the landing outside. 
Aunt Mary and Chloris were already descending the stairs 
to the front door and I went out after my father. 

"Look here, Father," I said-for I was more than a little 
troubled. "Are you sure you're well enough to drive the car 
home, or shall I drive you? I can easily drop Aunt Mary and 
Chloris first, and then you, put your car up in the garage 
and then get a taxi back here." But my father shook his head. 
No, it wasn't necessary-the spasm had passed off and he 
felt as right as rain again. I wasn't to worry! Probably in­
digestion caused by Gilda's good dinner-he'd probably eaten 
too much. Good-bye ... good-bye .... 

I saw them off in the car, and when I mounted the stairs 
again to our pretty drawing-room-it was on the first floor, 
the two rooms on the ground floor being respectively my 
study and the dining-room-I found Gilda emptying the ash­
trays and putting the glasses on to a tray for Maria to wash 
and put away on the following morning. I heard her voice as 
she spoke over one shoulder. 

"Your father had another heart-attack out there, didn't he?" 
"Yes," I said. "But it was only a very slight one, thank 

God." 
"It may be slight or severe," said Gilda, "but it seems to 

me that these spasms are coming more of ten than they used 
to do. Aren't they?" 
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Reluctantly I agreed-it was true. But the specialist had 
said .... 

"I don't believe that specialists are always right," said 
Gilda, emptying the last ashtray into the coal-fire to which we 
still clung, as both of us vastly preferred "natural" fires to 
artificial heating; though I admit we used central heating in 
the main part of the house. "I think your father's got some 
sort of real heart trouble that they haven't found out. ... " 

My temper snapped suddenly. 
"Good Lord ! " I said. "You almost sound as if you wanted 

Father to be ill-maybe to die ! I tell you, these spasms are 
only passing things-he was all right after a few minutes 
and drove off as fit as a flea!" 

But Gilda was not looking at me. Tranquilly she carried the 
tray of glasses and ashtrays out on to the corridor outside-we 
had a little flap-table just outside the door on which to rest 
trays or other things that were being brought into the draw­
ing-room. There she put the tray down and standing in the 
doorway, surveyed me up and down with a curiously apprais­
ing look. 

"You're very touchy about that father of yours," she said 
-and there was the hint of a sneer in her level voice. "So I 
only hope you're right about him. And now I'm going to 
bed-alone, as I'm tired after this evening and want to sleep." 

She trailed gracefully away towards the stairs, and I looked 
after her with a strange mixture of emotions in my heart. I 
was not sorry that she didn't want me in her bed tonight; in 
point of fact, as I have said, for one reason or another, now­
adays we slept far more often apart than together, and I was 
rather startled to realize that on the whole I was not sorry 
for this. 

The first fury of our mutual passion had worn itself out 
long since and, normally speaking, what should now slowly but 
surely be taking its place was a deep and understanding love in 
which sex only played a part; and young as I still was, only 
twenty-eight then, I was beginning to wonder whether that 
love was ever going to develop between Gilda and me. I had 

43 



seen real love between my father and my mother, love that 
was so sacred a memory that my father had never even con­
sidered marrying again after my mother's death, though he 
had been a fine upstanding man still only in his fifties, and 
many a woman would have been happy to be his wife; but 
he refused even to consider remarriage, saying that when one 
has known perfection it would be-folly to hope to repeat it. 
And I knew that the link between my father and mother 
had indeed been perfect-or as nearly perfect as one could 
hope for in this imperfect world. They had had so deep, com­
plete and satisfying an understanding that often they did not 
seem to need words to communicate with each other, a mere 
exchange of glances would be sufficient; and certainly noth­
ing of that sort was developing between my wife and me. 
Well as I knew Gilda now, physically speaking, she was as 
far from me as ever, mentally and spiritually. We could talk 
together of business matters, of the usual town gossip, or 
of our friends, our plans and so on-but of things that lay 
nearer the heart or the spirit, never. And that night, seeing 
afresh how far we were from thinking or feeling along the 
same lines, I went to bed feeling very far from happy ...• 
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4 
My Son is Born 

TRUE to his promise, my father introduced Chloris, at a 
special cocktail-party he gave for her, to several of his Fleet 
Street friends, and she was a great success with them. So 
much so that she was offered two posts-junior posts, of 
course, but none the less valuable for that-on two of the 
best daily papers; and one on a weekly which catered mainly 
for women. Chloris, after much thought, decided to accept 
the last, which was quite well paid, and Mrs. Bruce, the editor 
of the paper, whom I knew, was a pleasant-natured woman 
who would be easy to work with. Some of our friends felt 
that Chloris would have done better to have accepted one of 
the other chances she had been offered, on a daily paper­
but the reasons she gave me seemed to me to be very practical 
ones. 

It would, she thought, be less tiring working for a paper 
that appeared only weekly than for one that came out every 
day-moreover, at present she knew far more about women 
and women's affairs and interests than she did about politics 
and economics and things like that! So she was soon hard 
at work, and very content with her lot, as indeed was Aunt 
Mary; there was actually only one thing that temporarily 
spoilt things for both of them, and that was that their faith­
ful Rena was obliged to return to Greece in order to cope 
with the sudden death of her brother, which had left his 
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widow and four small children stranded in the world without 
help. 

Greeks are notoriously family-minded, and devoted as she 
was to Aunt Mary and Chloris, there was no thought in 
Rena's mind but that she must rush to the help of her 
brother's family. She departed amidst a flood of tears, and 
luckily I was able to find a capable Frenchwoman who was 
willing to take on Rena's work until her return, which Rena 
declared would be in a matter of weeks. But in fact, it was 
many months be£ ore she came back to London, as it appeared 
that her brother's affairs were in a terrible tangle; also, the 
future of his wife and family depended on his proving posses­
sion of a certain house, which was disputed by another 
brother, who happened to want the house and land in ques­
tion ! Altogether it was the best part of a year before Rena 
at last returned in triumph, having won her case, and seen 
her brother's widow and the children settled in their new 
house; which was large enough to take in a couple of lodgers, 
which would help the little family's :finances very much. So 
thanks to this absence from London, Rena-who plays a 
large part in this story of mine-did not happen to meet my 
wife until after her return; and by that time our son-Noel, 
as I insisted on calling him, as he was born only a few days 
before Christmas-was born. 

That strange wife of mine, all through her pregnancy, kept 
up her oddly moody ways, and time and again I was hard 
put to it to answer some of the obvious questions and com­
ments from women who met her. My Aunt Mary, for in­
stance, who as a matter of course had started knitting madly 
the moment she heard that Noel was on the way, could not 
understand why Gilda, who was so clever with her needle, 
did not trouble to make a single thing for the coming baby. 
In Aunt. Mary's view she should, since she could not knit, 
have set to work to make endless frocks, slips, clothes of all 
kinds, of the finest materials, tucked and ~mbroidered, as every 
young wife in Aunt Mary's day did as a matter of course; 
but Gilda, when tackled on this point, merely shook her 
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head and said rather curtly that making baby clothes didn't 
interest her-and anyway, nowadays one could buy children's 
things far better and cheaper than one could make them, so 
where was the use? Aunt Mary tried in vain to explain the 
pleasure she would get-at least, that Aunt Mary thought 
she would get-out of making things for her own baby; but 
she got no further, as Gilda said she preferred making her 
porcelain figures, and left it at that. 

Instead, it was Chloris who set about making baby clothes 
and being, like most Greek women, a fine needlewoman, very 
beautifully she made them. She even made a quilted pram 
cover in white satin, avoiding pink or blue as we didn't know 
whether the baby would be a boy or girl, that was a real 
work of art; but though Gilda thanked her charmingly, I 
think both Chloris and I felt it was a purely conventional 
"thank you." 

Gilda kept up the hectic social life she loved until the very 
last moment, and rebelled bitterly when at last she grew too 
big and swollen to be able to get into her smart clothes. Then 
she took to shutting herself up for hours on end in her studio 
and working on endless new ideas for a Show of ceramic 
figures that she meant, she said, to hold in the early spring 
when the child should be born-and she herself "free to live 
again", as once she sourly put it. A comment that hurt me 
a good deal, showing as it did that she visualized her baby 
as a palpable burden, to be endured as long as she could not 
avoid it-and then? 

Even the choice of the pram and the bassinette-or what­
ever is the proper term for the modern version of the cradle 
-was left to Aunt Mary and Chloris. The pram was a hand­
some modern affair in white enamel and chromium with white 
leather lining, and so on-and the bassinette was white also, 
a swinging affair in white wickerwork on tall legs, with frilled 
curtains hanging from a projecting rod overhead and frills 
round the sides. Pretty enough, though I was at first rather 
huffed that the two women turned down my off er of the loan 
of a handsome wooden cradle with carved sides and hood 
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that my father offered me from the shop. But handsome as it 
was, is wasn't really practical from the point of view of a 
nursery, said Chloris, who had undergone a term of training 
in Red Cross work in Athens during her adolescence. She 
showed me how much more hygienic was the washable lining, 
mattress etc., of the modern cradle compared with the dark 
wooden interior of the old; and above all, how much easier 
it was for the nurse to have a bed for the baby that did not 
entail constant back-breaking stooping-and it was this, of 
course, that convinced me of her rightness. Though as I 
watched Chloris, her soft hair loosened with her exertion, 
stooping over the swinging cradle, I couldn't help contrast­
ing her eager womanly interest in the whole thing with 
Gilda's extraordinarily detached, almost bored attitude. And 
even as I watched, the thought stirred in the back of my 
mind of how sweet Chloris would be as a mother-how lovely 
she would look holding a child! And if it were my child .... 
I know that I scouted the idea, instantly, shocked and startled 
at myself! But though I sent it flying, it was to recur again 
and yet again as time went on. 

Until at last I was to realize, with a rueful sense that 
somehow I had known it all along, that it was Chloris that I 
loved and would always love-and that the passion I had 
felt for Gilda, now dead and withered like last year's leaves, 
had been nothing but a young fool's blind infatuation. But 
mercifully for my peace of mind, the day of that realization 
was yet far off-and as time went on, my uneasiness and 
anxiety about Gilda's odd frame of mind continued unabated, 
and was made worse by Father's attitude, which echoed my 
own. 

Not that he said much to me-he was too tactful. But once 
when he had been dining with us, and after dinner I had 
started talking about the coming baby, wondering whether 
it would be a boy or a girl and what name we might choose, 
and my father had asked Gilda the obtjous question-what 
was her favourite name? Gilda had shrugged as she set out 
the chessmen on the board (my father had taught me to play 
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chess when I was a mere boy, and we often played together) 
and said over one shoulder that she hadn't even thought 
about it. Did it matter what a child was called? 

The remark was such an odd one for a woman to make, 
under the circumstances, that my father's jaw dropped with 
astonishment, and he followed up her comment with the 
question-wasn't she interested in the name her child was 
going to bear? I remember that Gilda looked at him then 
for a moment, her odd pale green eyes narrowed under the 
brows that were so much darker than her red hair; she 
laughed curtly and turning away, snapped out an answer 
to the effect that whatever name one gave a child, they would 
get a nickname amongst their playmates that wasn't in the 
least like their own ... so did it matter? 

My father said no more; but to me privately he commen­
ted that he found Gilda's extraordinary absence of interest in 
her coming child very odd and rather unsatisfactory-didn't 
I think so? I certainly did, and said so, and we both shook 
our heads-but what was there to be done about it? So in 
the end we had to shrug our shoulders and accept the, to 
us, inexplicable fact that here we had a healthy young woman 
about to have her first baby, who didn't appear to care a 
damn about it ! 

I was uneasy about my father's health, too, for despite 
the specialist's comforting report that his heart was in per­
fect condition he continued from time to time to suffer these 
odd "turns". Knowing that I worried about him, he did not 
often tell me when he had an attack in his office or when he 
was about the shop, and warned his devoted secretary not to 
mention it to me when one occurred; but now and again 
an attack would come on when he was with me, or with 
some friend who told me; and guessing, as of course I did, 
that he had attacks he never told me about, I could not help 
feeling anxious about him, and the specialist's cheerful ver­
dict did little to comfort me. 

He had given my father tablets to take, which he duly 
took, and warned him to take life as easily as he could-

49 



and that was that, as far as I could see, and there was noth­
ing else to be done. But at the back of my mind remained this 
secret anxiety; and it added something, as may be imagined, 
to my anxiety about Gilda as the months passed on and the 
time of her confinement drew nearer and nearer. She was to 
be in the care of our own doctor, Dr. Barton, a charming 
and able man and an old friend of ours, and he certainly 
looked after her assiduously; though I knew him well enough 
to know that he was, like the rest of us, puzzled by my wife's 
oddly detached air towards her coming child. Once he asked 
me if she had had any children by her first husband, and 
when-rather unfortunately perhaps-I said no, that she had 
never wanted a child, he scratched his chin thoughtfully and 
said that that perhaps explained much. He did not think 
that she really wanted this child, either, which was a great 
pity! 

Of course (he said) many women feared childbirth for 
various reasons. They feared the inevitable months of feel­
ing clumsy and unwieldy and often sick, with the inevitable 
suffering at the end-for even with modem drugs there was 
an element of pain as well as risk about childbirth. Or they 
feared that they might lose their figures, which had to be 
admitted as a possibility, though with modern techniques and 
post and prenatal care, the likelihood was much less than in 
the old days. But it was odd that in a woman of Latin blood 
these fears were not overcome by anxiety for the interest in 
the coming child, as, generally speaking, the women of those 
races were far keener on maternity than the more frigid Eng­
lishwoman-and what could I say? Dr. Barton had voiced my 
own wonderings-and concluded our short interview with the 
rather shattering comment that "women were kittle cattle 
and he would never understand 'em! But that that pretty 
Greek cousin of mine ought to have been the one who was 
bearing the child; she seemed far more interested in it than 
its mother ! " 

A long time later on I asked Chloris what she felt about 
Gilda's odd attitude towards her coming child, and she told 
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me that she found it hard to understand, but put it down to 
a mixture of shyness (bless her kindly heart! Gilda shy?) and 
fears of the sort that the doctor had mentioned. She said 
that she had tried, on several occasions, to talk about it and 
try if, speaking as a doctor's daughter, she might perhaps be 
able to soothe at least some of the fears; but that Gilda had 
shut up like a clam and showed so plainly that she disliked 
talking about the child that Chloris had fallen silent, and de­
cided that the only thing to do, if they were to remain 
friends, was to follow Gilda's lead, little as she sympathized 
with her attitude. 

In fact, this attitude went far towards spoiling the genuine 
liking that Chloris had had at first for Gilda, and sowed in 
her certain seeds of doubts of the wisdom of my marriage 
that were later on to flower into real and definite distrust; 
but she went on in her usual charming way, visiting us when 
she could; though her individual visits to Gilda alone gradu­
ally grew fewer and fewer as (she said) her work became more 
and more absorbing, so that her spare time was definitely less 
than it had been at first. 

This I had every reason to believe, as encouraged by her 
editor, Mrs. Bruce, who had accepted and published one or 
two of her short stories as well as articles in her weekly, 
Eve's World, Chloris had embarked on the ambitious pro­
ject of her first novel; Aunt Mary reported, with a mixture 
of pride and amusement, that Chloris spent much of her 
time at home now hammering away on her typewriter in her 
own room. I do not think that Gilda, wrapped ever more and 
more in her own thoughts-and to judge from her face when 
she did not realize that she was being observed, these were 
gloomy ones indeed-realized that Chloris' personal visits to 
her for an hour or two of the "girl's gossip" that most women 
enjoy, had ceased. 

Now Gilda's time was near, and since she was too vain to 
appear in public in her state of pregnancy-and certainly 
she was a huge size-she would only go out after dark, and 
then only in her car or mine. Many a time I would return 
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from the office to :find her gone, and Maria would tell me 
that the signora had taken her car out for a drive. Gilda had 
always had her own car, and though she was a good driver 
enough, when I reproached her for not waiting until I could 
take her out, she would only laugh abruptly and say she was 
poor company these days, and better by herself! Which was 
only too true-and I found myself increasingly thankful that 
I had my little dressing-room to retire to; for somehow, these 
days• the idea of sharing the same bed with Gilda was slowly 
but surely growing more and more distasteful! Which raised 
a formidable problem for me, for what on earth should I do 
if, when the child was born and Gilda once more her normal 
self, she expected me to take up again the passionate love­
making that had once meant so much to her? The prospect 
worried me not a little, as men are not like women who can, 
if necessary, simulate passion well enough to convince the 
man with whom she sleeps that she reciprocates his fervour 
to the full. With a man, desire has to be there in full force, 
or he cannot even begin to make love; and if my old desire 
for Gilda's body did not return, when that body had regained 
its former svelte beauty, how on earth should I explain to 
her my failure as a lover, as failure I would certainly be? 

But for the moment that question was postponed, and 
actually, I now saw little of Gilda. My father and I never 
went home for lunch, but lunched out at a pet restaurant of 
ours in Bury Street, and if Gilda went out in the evening she 
always left a note for me to say she had instructed Maria to 

, serve me dinner, as she might be late or decide to dine with a 
friend; and since she had many friends, some of whom I did 
not even know, I could only shrug my shoulders and accept 
the situation. She spent hours and hours each day working 
in her studio, and some of the ceramics she was turning out 
were certainly beautiful and would, I knew, attract great 
notice in the exhibition she meant to hold when she was well 
again. 

If only the enthusiasm she showed in her artistic work could 
have turned into equal enthusiasm for her coming child ! But 
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as far as I could see, she never gave the child a thought and 
spent her time mostly in her studio, companioned only by 
the cat Satan, to whom I had now taken a definite dislike. 
I would have liked to get myself a dog; but remembering 
the scene with old Roy, and Gilda's flat declaration that she 
could never get on with dogs or horses, I knew it would be 
no use. So I threw myself heart and soul into my work at 
Bury Street, and was gratified to find myself growing more 
and more persona grata with our customers and with the in­
ternational experts who frequently came to consult my father 
-until one night I had another very curious dream. 

Gilda had been out that night in her car, and had supper 
with some friend or other; coming back, she had declared she 
was tired and gone off to bed early, and after watching a pro­
gramme on T.V. that was a favourite of mine, I went to bed 
also. Luckily there was a second door into my dressing-room 
so that I did not have to enter via Gilda's room and risk 
waking her; and as I undressed I could hear her tossing and 
muttering to herself in her sleep, obviously as restless in sleep 
as she was in her waking moments. The cat Satan was 
prowling round the room, and as I lay down he came to the 
door of the dressing-room and, standing there for a moment, 
surveyed me with his lambent green eyes. He had grown 
into a huge brute, handsome enough with his thick black 
fur, and I remember thinking, as I stared at him, how easy 
it would have been, in an earlier day, to translate him into 
the dreaded familiar that was, it seemed, attached to all 
witches 1 

I don't know why, but the thought somehow stabbed me 
sharply, and rearing up on one elbow, I shied at Satan a book 
that lay beside my bed. Spitting fury, he leapt aside and dis­
appeared into the shadows of the further room; and tired as 
I was, I cuddled my head into my pillow and was soon sound 
asleep. 

Now some time later-some two hours it was, as I glanced 
at the luminous clock beside my bed-I woke up sharply and 
heard Gilda's voice talking. The door between our rooms 
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usually stood ajar, and I could hear her voice quite clearly. 
Yet I realize that though I thought I was awake, I must still 
have been in a curious sort of dream, for it seemed to me that 
while I was in my bed I was also "elsewhere and otherwise". 

I was standing in some great hollow place-underground, 
I was sure, though it was dark and I could not see much; bu·t 
there were scattered small lights here and there high up, like 
torches, on the walls, and some way off there was a round 
globe of green light, a livid, most horrible shade of green 
that made me think of putrescence rather than the green of 
lovely growing things. In the small lighted area round each 
of the torches I could see that they were set on iron sconces 
set in a rocky wall; so it was plain that it was in no place 
built with hands that I found myself, but in some vast cave, 
and round me I could feel the hushed susurrus of a crowd of 
people, all holding still as though spellbound before the globe 
of green fire. Somehow I knew that there was Someone seated 
within the circle of that globe, but who it was I could not 
see, and I have since had reason to be thankful that my eyes 
were held so that I could not-and as I stared I heard a voice 
speak, a voice hollow, distant, terrible! 

"Daughter," it said, "your time is near. You hear me?" 
And lo, I heard Gilda's voice, clear and distinct, though I 

knew she must be lying in her bed at home, as I was also­
though how that could be, I could not guess. Her answer 
came slowly but without hesitation. 

"I hear you, Master. Yes. Too well I know that my time 
is near!" 

The strange voice came again, and it seemed to echo round 
the vast place in which I stood in the most uncanny way. 

"You are prepared to fulfil your promise broken four cen­
turies ago ? " 

Gilda's voice came, and now it was hard and clear. 
"I am! Once I broke faith with you, my jealous Master, 

but not again." 
The voice spoke again. 
"You do well to promise to keep faith now, for since you 
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broke that faith the curse has fallen upon you, and follows 
you even now." 

"I know," said Gilda's voice, and in it was the note of 
doom. "I know that only by fulfilling my ancient oath can 
I be made free of the curse and able to follow you .... " 

"It is well you understand," said the voice. "Steel yourself, 
my daughter! And now, farewell until the time comes for 
the Meeting at which you make amends .... " Then suddenly 
the voice faded into a horrifying chittering as though the 
unseen multitude who listened had burst into triumphant 
laughter-and lo, I was lying in my bed, bathed in perspira­
tion, with my heart thumping, and the horrible visitation 
had vanished! · 

As soon as my heart had steadied up, for it was beating 
like a trip-hammer, I crept out of bed and looked into Gilda's 
room. She always slept with her curtains drawn apart so 
that the moonlight could fall upon her, and she was sleep­
ing quietly, with the cat Satan curled at her feet. He raised 
his head and sent me a malevolent glance; but she never 
stirred, so I went back to bed and, thank goodness, to sleep 
again, and this time without any dreams ! 

Needless to say, I said nothing to Gilda about the extra­
ordinary experience I had had, as it might have upset her: and 
anyway, once in the broad light of day I was able to dismiss 
it as a mere nightmare, probably caused by something I'd 
eaten at dinner-which was a gross libel on Maria's cook­
ing ! But in point of fact, I had but little time to think about 
myself, for about lunchtime the monthly nurse, who was 
already installed in our house ready for eventualities, tele­
phoned me at the office to say that "Madame's labour pains 
had started and she had sent for Dr. Barton"-and the rest 
of the day and night was another sort of nightmare! 

Dr. Barton had to send for a specialist, the celebrated 
accoucheur Sir Horace Sitwell, as it appeared that Gilda was 
not relaxing as she should, and the birth seemed to be being 
held back. Sir Horace, who did not like confinements in pri­
vate houses, was not pleased, and told Dr. Barton so, though 
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the latter, who was an old colleague of his, protested that 
he had done his very best, and so had the patient's husband, 
to persuade Mrs. Randolph into going into a Nursing Home 
to have her child. This was true; but Gilda had been adamant 
in refusing, and finally, after an anxious three or four hours, 
the child was born and the two doctors having whiskies and 
sodas together with me and my father in the drawing-room. 
Sir Horace then admitted that private house as it was, the 
room that had been set aside for Gilda's ordeal could not 
have been better equipped in the finest hospital in the land. 
- "It was the least I could do," said my father, "as my 

daughter-in-law refused even to consider going into hospital, 
to provide her with everything that you experts might need 
in her own home." 

Sir Horace grunted as he swallowed the last of his whisky. 
"A difficult woman, that's plain," he said. "Courageous­

got a will of steel, for she had very little dope to keep the 
pain down, and she never made a sound. Main difficulty was 
getting her to relax, for until I gave her a strong injection 
so that she lost consciousness and let her muscles go loose, 
she was as rigid as a log-almost as though her body was 
:fighting against having the baby ! Even when she passed 
out she kept muttering, "No, no" at intervals-and when it 
was over she just turned over and seemed to go to sleep. 
Most women want to see their babies, when its all over. But 
she never glanced at it ... really, very odd .... " 

G 

le 

no 
n; 



The Notebook 

GILD A made a poor recovery from the birth of our son, and 
the doctors were, I could see, rather puzzled at this as, after 
all, she was a young woman and well built and supple­
though apparently "supple" was the last thing she was during 
the long process of Noel's birth! For some reason, unless mech­
anically relaxed by the administration of drugs, she did not 
seem able to "loosen up" as she should have done, but stif­
fened up and remained rigid when the pains came. She "did 
nothing at any time to try and help herself or the baby," as 
Dr. Barton said to me once over a drink one night, when it 
was all over and the child safely born. He said that before 
the actual labour began, he had tried to teach her how to 
make things as easy as possible for herself; but though she 
had listened obediently, when the moment came to make 
practical use of his instructions she had entirely failed to do 
this. He could only conclude that when the crux came, her 
fears had taken such command of her that she had for gotten 
all he had said and given in to them-and yet, he said medi­
tatively, she didn't give one the impression of a weak-minded 
woman ! Quite the contrary. Well, well, as he had said before, 
women were kittle cattle, and he would never begin to under­
stand them .... 

Though Gilda was slow to recover from the shock and 
strain of her experience, the baby was normal enough, and 
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I was proud of him; a small sturdy creature with my blue 
eyes and a tuft of hair that already showed the golden glints 
of my family. Luckily the nurse we had found was a very 
nice conscientious girl, though I could see she was puzzled 
by Gilda's apparent lack of interest in her child; having found 
that Chloris was trained in nursing work, she became very 
friendly with her, and told her many things that Chloris 
subsequently told me. 

It seemed that Gilda never actually asked for her baby! 
When, impelled by her own maternal instinct, the nurse, 
whose name was Grace Lloyd, would bring the child and lay 
it beside its mother on her bed, Gilda would glance down at 
it, move her arms to make room for it, but she never, as far 
as the nurse saw, cuddled it, talked or played with it as most 
women do. She would lie sometimes watching it, Grace Lloyd 
said, with the strangest expression on her face-an expres­
sion fixed, intent, sombre, almost grim at times-and though 
she accepted with a smile and a word of thanks the various 
presents, cuddly toys and so on that of course arrived as 
presents for the newly-born, she never troubled to play with 
them or tried to teach the child to do so. She pushed them 
on one side half-irritably, once her thanks had been ex­
pressed, in the same way as she pushed the child, when she 
thought she had had it long enough beside her, and would 
ring for Nurse Lloyd to take Noel back to his cradle, saying 
he was restless and she couldn't bear it any more. But the 
worst thing she did-and this I was really vexed about-was 
flatly to refuse to nurse her baby! 

There was no question of her lacking milk, for she had 
plenty-but she definitely refused to allow the child to suckle! 
She hated being a cow, she said fiercely when, surprised and 
dismayed, I asked her why she refused what is surely a baby's 
right-its normal food, which doctors all acknowledged is 
better for a child than the finest artificial products. She con­
tinued to refuse, and insisted that her milk be drawn off and 
her breasts massaged until they regained their normal size 
and shape. She wasn't going about with long ugly hanging 
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breasts like a native woman, she declared; and it was all rot 
talking about a child being dependent on its mother to feed 
it! Modern children were O.K. on other forms of food-how 
did I think actresses and society hostesses would manage if 
they had to keep on rushing away from wherever they were 
in order to feed a baby every two or three hours? 

She was adamant, and I think it was really this that turned 
Chloris finally against Gilda, though I had noticed a subtle 
change, as I have explained, taking place in their relation­
ship during the past few months. At first Chloris had made 
endless allowances for what she thought was a woman fright­
ened of childbirth; but as the weeks passed and Gilda's atti­
tude towards her coming child not only did not change, but 
seemed to harden and grow worse, the tender side of Chloris' 
nature took fright and began to withdraw-for this was not 
a woman as Chloris knew women ! Slowly but surely the 
maternal side that formed so large a part of my sweet Greek 
cousin's nature took more and more command so that she 
seemed, and in truth was, far more interested in the coming 
child than its mother-and when Noel was born that mater­
nal sense took over completely ! A long time later on, Chloris 
told me that she felt such a shock of surprise and horror 
when she heard from the nurse that Gilda was refusing to 
nurse her baby that it killed the last remnant of the liking 
she had at first felt for Gilda. 

"I know," she added, "that that liking wasn't real, actu­
ally-I mean, it didn't go deep. It was a combination of 
fascination, for she had set herself out to attract both Mother 
and myself, and a desire to like and make a friend of the 
woman you had married, because I was fond of you and 
wanted to remain in your life. But when I began to realize 
what Gilda was really like .... " 

Another thing that surprised and upset Chloris was that 
Gilda would not allow Noel's cot to be placed in her bedroom 
-she declared that she slept badly enough as it was, and to 
risk being awakened at any hour by a restless baby's squalling 
was more than she could bear (although Nurse Lloyd said 
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that actually Noel was a very quiet baby, and did very little 
squalling.) 

So the spare room was given over to Noel and his nurse; 
and although now and again Gilda paid the nursery, as we 
called it now, a visit, I was sure that this was because she 
realized that the conventional picture of motherhood made it 
imperative for her to behave according to the picture rather 
than going because she had any desire to see or play with 
her child. Incidentally, soon after Gilda was up and about 
again she dismissed Grace Lloyd and got a young Italian nurse 
called Irina in her stead, who struck me as over-young and 
very much in awe of Gilda, though probably good enough at 
her job. 

I suppose it must have been about two weeks after Noel's 
arrival that I found the notebook-and it happened in this 
way. Since nowadays the doctors don't encourage women to 
lie about and play the invalid for weeks after childbirth, as 
was done in Victorian days, Gilda had been urged to get up 
and move about as soon as was reasonably wise, and try to 
begin to lead a normal life again as soon as possible. 

Though she was gathering strength again, she was still 
rather tired and often went to bed very soon after dinner; 
and one night I made a curious discovery. She had bidden 
me good night and disappeared-incidentally, with no hint 
or suggestion that she would like to see me later. By this 
time we had virtually ceased to live together as husband and 
wife, although the doctor had said that Gilda was now cer­
tainly sufficiently well to cope with the marital duties that are 
supposed to be an essential part of any successful married 
life. Indeed, he advised me to resume normal relations as soon 
as I could, as in his view the more normal a sex life Gilda 
led the better for her; it might serve, he thought, to straighten 
out much of what was plainly somewhat warped and awry 
in her psychological make-up. 

Dr. Barton, being fond of me, was, I knew, genuinely 
anxious to do all he could to get Gilda "cured", as he termed 
it-in other words, to try to set right whatever was wrong 
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within her so that she reacted more normally to her child 
and the bearing of it; for it was more than plain to all of us 
that her reactions to Noel were very far from normal. Even 
when she was up and about again Dr. Barton still called 
occasionally to keep an eye on her and the baby, and I was 
thankful, for I was devoted to my little son, and secretly much 
worried and distressed that Noel's mother seemed to care so 
little about him. 

I'm a sentimental sort of cuss, and think that children 
need constant love and attention, which Noel was far from 
getting at his mother's hands; and although he was still only 
in the cradle stage of existence, I couldn't help feeling that 
this lack must in the long run affect him-and in point of 
fact, the most modern outlook seems to coincide with mine! 
The whole thing weighed on my mind a good deal; so much 
so that I was relieved rather than anything else that Gilda's 
desire for me as a lover seemed to have faded out-for in fact, 
my early physical passion for her had also faded out, and had 
she made sexual demands on me I would have found it very 
difficult, if not impossible, to accede to these demands! 

And as for giving her another child, much as I would have 
loved a little daughter to companion Noel as he grew older, 
nothing in the world would have persuaded me to give Gilda 
anotheI baby, after seeing how oddly and unnaturally she 
comported herself with this one ! 

After watching her trail gracefully upstairs-for she could 
not move without that curious sinuous grace that had been 
one of the many physical things about her that had first 
attracted me-and disappear into her bedroom, I yawned, 
and wandering back into the drawing-room, turned on the 
T.V. set and watched for ten minutes or so. But the pro- , 
gramme was a boring one, and after awhile I got up and 
walked across the landing into Gilda's studio, to have a look 
at the new models she had been working on for her show. 
The room was, as I have explained, the old chauffeur's room, 
built over the garage, and we had connected it with the house 
by knocking a door in the wall between the house and the 
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room. The alterations necessary to tum the room into a work­
ing studio had resulted in a good-sized apartment that was 
very practical for Gilda's work. 

The atmosphere in the room was warm, as that day she 
had been baking a hatch of new models in the small kiln 
that had been built against the wall where the old fireplace 
had once stood. The kiln door stood open still, and the hot 
air from within circulated round the room; but the oven was 
empty of its :finished contents, which stood cooling in a group 
on the surface of a wooden table set under the window. On 
a large table in the middle of the room stood a heap of clay 
covered with a damp cloth to keep it moist, various "mounts", 
or wire shapes which she used to help her to mould the clay 
into the shape she wanted, a group of varied paint pots and 
a vase full of brushes, also a day-coated litter of the different 
implements that she used in her work. Five new shapes had 
emerged from the kiln that day, and looking down on them, 
I realized afresh how gifted was this strange wife of mine. 

There was a crouching squirrel, its tiny handlike paws held 
to its mouth as it nibbled the nut that it held, and a kitten 
playing with a mouse. This last was plainly based on the cat 
Satan, as the kitten was an inky black, and its green eyes, 
:fixed on the helpless shape of the tiny mouse held fast below 
one remorseless paw, were exact, even to the triumphantly 
greedy glint in them! There was, to me, something definitely 
unpleasant about this particular shape, and I set it aside and 
studied the three others; a pair of owlets perched shoulder to 

' shoulder in the ivyhung hollow of a tree, a robin redbreast 
feeding its gape-mouthed young, and the last, the largest of 
the group, a magnificent humming bird. 

This shape stood almost a foot high, and was perched on 
the branch of some flowering tree or other; and it was really 
a :fine piece of work. Brilliantly coloured in green and gold 
and rose, its wings widespread, its long black beak poised 
ready to plunge into the open mouth o_f a flower to :find the 
nectar that was its food, it was so delicately designed and 
balanced that it seemed poised in the air, as in life, and one 
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almost had to look for the slender branch or twig on which 
it was actually placed. It was certainly one of the best pieces 
that my wife had ever done, and would create a sensation, 
I was sure, at the Exhibition she was planning for the spring. 

I put it down and idly picked up one tool after another, 
trying to visualize what Gilda used each for. There was a 
delicately shaped wooden thing like a scalpel, still crusted 
with bits of hardened clay, another like a spatula, another 
like a crochet-hook-I put them down, and equally idly, 
opened the right-hand drawer of the table by which I stood. 

It contained a jumble of pieces of paper, sketches, ideas 
for future work, diagrams and some odd photographs of speci­
mens that had taken the photographer's eye at her last show 
-and in a far corner, a small cardboard box. Curious, I took 
this out and opened it, and stared-for it contained, beside 
other loose papers, several small sealed envelopes with names 
written on them; and in one corner there was a medium­
sized black-covered notebook. Larger than a pocket-diary but 
smaller than an exercise book, with a pencil attached that 
slid into a small slot on ori.e side. 

I examined the envelopes one by one. Most of the names 
on them I did not know, but a few I did, I was astonished 
and somehow unpleasantly impressed to find among them 
three bearing the names of my father, Chloris and myself! 
I held one of the envelopes up to the light, but could not see 
what it contained other than a faint undetailed blur, and I 
hesitated, unwilling to open it. I knew my wife's temper, 
and unlikely as it was that these envelopes contained any­
thing important to anybody besides herself, she hated to have 
her things "interfered with" as she would describe it; and 
of all things I had learned to dread and avoid a scene. 

Now I took up the blackcovered notebook and, opening it 
found that it was a diary of sorts, dating back to some years 
before I met Gilda. It was written in Italian; but luckily 
Italian was now my second language and I had no difficulty 
in reading it, although the writing was small and cramped 
and the diary was not regularly kept day after day, as most 
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conscientious diarists keep their journals. Large gaps occurred 
in it from time to time. The diary began some months before 
her first marriage and I noticed that though the date of that 
was sedulously noted down, there was no rapturous descrip­
tion of dress, ceremony or the wedding night, as might have 
been expected from a young bride ! 

Instead, I read things like this. 
"Today week I shall be married to G.Q." (I noted later 

that she always alluded to her first husband by these initials 
only, and there was nowhere any hint of her feeling any 
sort of love, passion or even vast interest in him ! ) "Lucky 
that I have succeeded in making him leave me his business if 
he dies. I shall sell it, of course, which will give me a good 
capital sum to start with at least. Money is what I need and 
what I am determined to have. Regarding what my father can 
leave me, at present I know that he had made a will in which 
I inherit the business and everything else he possesses; but 
I cannot absolutely count on this. As he is still a compara­
tively young man, he may marry again and even have a child 
or children, in which case, of course most of what he has to 
leave would go to them. This, of all things, I must and will 
prevent. But to be on the safe side, I think it is wise to marry 
G.Q. as this will give me standing as a married woman; 
and after a while, when I am free again, I can return to 
my father's house and deal with any danger to him from 
there." 

I stared. "When I am free again"-what a truly remark­
able phrase for a young woman about to be married to use ! 
Already, it seemed, Gilda was visualizing shaking loose from 
her marriage and returning to her father's house-but she 
was still counting on retaining her possession of her husband's 
business when she did so! This was implicit in the last sen­
tence-and yet in her first she implied that she had made her 
husband leave her his business when he died! I knew that 
Giacomo Quarenghi had been only twenty-eight or twenty­
nine when he had married, and he had lived only about two 
years after that marriage. Could it be possible that he had suf-
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fered from some sort of mortal complaint such as consumption, 
which is still comparatively common in Italy, and that she 
had married him knowing this, and counting on it to "free 
her", as she coldbloodedly put it? 

Having seen one or two photographs amongst the many 
that decorated Antonio Pirelli's home in Milan, of a stoutly­
built, floridly handsome young man, I knew what G.Q. 

Jooked like; and anything less like a consumptive subject 
could not be imagined ! 

Completely puzzled, I went on reading, and felt more and 
more puzzled as I read. Many of the scattered notes were 
too cryptic for me to make anything out of them; but as the 
months passed by after the marriage I could not help noticing 
that the letters G.Q. cropped up time and time again, often 
with comments such as these attached to them. 

"G.Q. moody and difficult today-tried formula X again." 
"Think X not strong enough, will try Z, but must go cau­
tiously." "G.Q. responding, though slowly-how he hangs 
on to life!" "G.Q. looking more and more haggard-Z plainly 
what I need." 

I turned over another page or two and paused, seeing a 
name I recognized-Selina Bianchi. It was the name of a 
woman I remembered quite distinctly-a friend of Antonio 
Pirelli's who had joined us at dinner once or twice in Milan. 
She had been a plump, jolly, rather handsome woman in her 
forties, one would say; the widow of a jeweller, I remembered 
Antonio had told us, and on each occasion she had worn very 
beautiful pieces of jewellery. Once a necklet, earrings and 
bracelet of fine gold set with emeralds and diamonds, old 
Italian work; and another time she had worn a magnificent 
cameo set of earrings, necklet and large round brooch. She 
was wise enough to wear only plain black satin to set off 
the beauty of these ornaments, and I wondered why ever her 
name appeared in this notebook of Gilda's. I read the scribbled 
line or two that followed the last mention of the name. It 
read thus. "Father seeing too much of Selina-dangerous ! 
Tried the same way as with G.Q. but too slow. Then tried the 
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water experiment, with amazing success. So that danger is 
averted at last. ... " 

I frowned, puzzled. Another cryptic comment-what on 
earth did it mean? I leafed idly through more and more 
scribbled pages and halted suddenly, seeing the letters G.Q. 
again. 

"G.Q. died yesterday, to my great relief. Doctor's verdict, 
consumption, and certainly G.Q.'s looks, this past few months, 
give colour to that idea. I put it into doctor's head-it was 
easy, as he reacts to magnetism almost as strongly as that 
silly young Englishman, Keith Randolph, whom I met the 
other day at my father's. Though I think that this English 
contact may well be worth following up .... " Attached to 
the scribbled paragraph was a little snapshot marked "G.Q." 
on the back-but it was of a man so changed from the florid, 
rather flamboyant creature of the old photographs I had seen 
that without the initials on it I should never have recognized 
h. I lID. 

He had grown haggard and hollow-cheeked, his hair was 
plainly thinner and his hands clawlike-what on earth could 
have happened to a strapping, healthy young man in his 
twenties to make him look like that? Certainly many Italians 
do die of consumption; but from the way in which Gilda had 
written, it looked as though this was not the cause of death, 
although she herself "put it into the doctor's head". Which 
by implication looked as though she had known the cause 
of the man's death, but had chosen to label that death by 
another name-and there was something definitely ugly about 
this implication ! I frowned. I seemed to be learning things 
about my strange wife that I would have been better not to 
know! 

I turned over more leaves and read fragmentary comments 
on my father and myself interspersed with descriptions of 
"meetings", evidently of some group or other, though there 
were no details of what took place at these; fragments of con­
versation, advice received from friends-again, as a rule so 
cryptic that they meant nothing to me-and at last I noted 
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down the date on which I had asked Gilda to marry me. The 
accompanying note simply read thus. 

"The Englishman has proposed, as I meant him to do, and 
now my future is really assured. His father is rich, and so 
Keith will be when he inherits his father's business, and this 
he should do fairly soon, if I know my work-and I think I 
do!" 

Now what on earth could that mean, with its suggestion 
that my father, a hale and hearty man of under sixty, was 
due to die soon? All that ailed him was this occasional heart­
trouble which the specialist had discounted-and what did 
she mean by "if I know my work"? 

With a nasty sense of foreboding nagging at me, I glanced 
through the rest of the book, to find other passages that 
stunned and bewildered me. Our marriage was touched on 
casually, though in no great detail, and later came one or 
two comments concerning myself, which were complimentary 
concerning my prowess as a lover, also on my "manageability" 
in other respects-one or two acid comments on Chloris and 
Aunt Mary, and towards the end of the book two or three 
pages filled with virulent abuse of the coming baby! It was 
plain that the thing that for normal women fills them with 
joy and wonderment and hope as they plan and dream of the 
coming child, had merely served to irritate Gilda to a pitch 
of near madness-for I had rarely read such fiercely savage 
language, well as I now knew Italian ! 

Here and there were puzzling allusions to "the Master". 
"He who has Supreme Command"-and in one place there 
was something of a curse, but here the writing was smudged 
and unclear, so I could not be sure. But as I read I remem­
bered one of the odd dreams I had had in which I seemed 
to hear a voice which spoke of a curse ... and as at last I 
came to the end of the book and put it back in its place in the 
box, I felt a dark shadow lowering over me. Here was some­
thing I could not understand-and something that aroused a 
sense of real and desperate fear somewhere deep down in my 
soul. In the black book I had read complete confirmation of 
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what I had now long suspected-which was that the woman 
I had married was entirely wanting in any capacity for love! 

She wanted out of life power, wealth, position, and she 
was plainly ready and willing to do anything to gain these 
things-anything, even if that "anything" included methods 
abhorred by ordinary decent folk. 

Precisely what she had been about concerning her first 
husband's death I still did not know-but that she had been 
concerned in it, and in some dark and sinister way, of that I 
felt sure. But how find out the truth of these dire suspicions 
that were fastening on me? On a sudden resolve I put back 
the notebook in its place, picked up three of the tiny en­
velopes, those with our names on them, and took them along 
with me to the bathroom. Here I filled the washbasin with 
hot water, and holding first one envelope and then the other 
over the steam, saw the gummed flap of the envelopes loosen 
and at last open; then, placing the now open envelopes on a 
plate I had brought with me, I took them along to my study 
and set them on my desk under the concentrated light that I 
used for my work. 

Drawing up a chair, I took the first envelope-it was the 
one that had my father's name written on it-and working 
as carefully as I could, for of course the envelopes would have 
to be regummed and put back in the box from which I had 
taken them, I spilt the contents of it on to the flat top of my 
desk and gasped with surprise. For lo, all it contained was a 
cluster of nail parings! And what in the world should Gilda, 
my wife, be doing with a bunch of nail parings carefully 
sealed in an envelope? The second envelope that had Chloris' 
name on it was empty; so now I opened the third envelope, 
which bore my name, and spilled out its contents on my desk, 
to find the same things inside it as I had found inside my 
father's! Nail parings-but with this lot there was a little 
bunch of hair, either cut from a man's head or else collected 
carefully from his brush and comb after he had fixed his hair 
for the morning! My hair, it was obvious from its red gold 
colour, common in my family. Completely confounded, I sat 
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back staring at the two tiny heaps of mystery before me, try­
ing to fathom what on earth they might mean? 

Obviously I could never ask Gilda, as this would mean 
confessing to having poked and pried into her private affairs, 
and I was by this time, frankly, too much afraid of her tongue 
and her temper (also, I realize now, but didn't realize it then 
-of something in her that was grimly unlike any other 
woman I had ever known!) to risk letting her know. 

My first instinct-and I know now that it was the right 
one-was to bundle all these horrible little envelopes to­
gether and burn them; but this I dared not do, as I had no 
idea how often she went to the drawer. Fairly often, I 
thought, because of keeping the diary more or less up to date, 
and then she would miss the envelopes. Plainly these scraps 
from the human body had been collected by Gilda herself, 
when she chose to exercise her talent for manicure and hair­
dressing; but for what purpose only she could tell-and what 
she might do or say if she found anything missing from her 
private drawer, I did not like to think! 

With the utmost care I gummed down the envelopes again, 
having replaced their contents within each, and putting them 
back again in the box, closed the drawer and the door of the 
workroom and went slowly upstairs to my bed. But it will be 
imagined that it was a very long time before I succeeded in 
getting to sleep ! 



6 
Rena Takes a Hand 

0 N most days my father and I had lunch together in a de­
lightful restaurant in Bury Street, nicknamed "Tell's" after 
its owner, Andrea Tellino; and towards the end of lunch 
it occurred to me to ask my father if he remembered the 
handsome widow Signora Bianchi, whom we had met several 
times with old Antonio Pirelli. My father said at once that 
he certainly did, and went on to say that he understood 
Pirelli had intended marrying this lady, whom he had known 
for many years, when Gilda was married again and installed 
in her own home. 

Antonio would not, my father said, marry until that hap­
pened. He had promised this to Gilda, who had told him she 
could never endure to see another woman in her place; but 
alas, the Fates had settled that he was not to marry after all ! 
I looked at him in surprise over my coffee. 

"Why not?" I asked. 
"She died," said my father, and I gaped as I looked at him. 

I remember that the signora had been at the special dinner 
given by Pirelli three nights before our wedding; and cer­
tainly she had been both vivacious and attractive, ablaze with 
yet another set of jewels, looking considerably younger than 
her forty-odd years, and very handsome in the black satin 
she always favoured. One would certainly never have thought 
that before very long she would have departed the life that 
she was at the moment palpably enjoying! 
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"Died?" I said. "Dear me, how remarkable ! She always 
looked as healthy and strong as a horse-though that isn't 
very complimentary to a woman! What on earth happened?" 

"It was an accident-and it happened only a few weeks 
after you and Gilda were married," said my father. "Very 
sad-and I was sincerely sorry for Antonio, as I believe he 
was really attached to the Signora. Her death came as a severe 
shock to him-didn't Gilda ever tell you about it?" I shook 
my head, and he went on. 

"Signora Bianchi had a grown-up family by her first hus­
band, the jeweller who left her those fine pieces of jewellery 
she used to wear; and it seems she was going out on a picnic 
somewhere, with a married daughter and her husband and 
children. The husband had a motorboat of his own on a nearby 
lake, and before having their picnic lunch, which they'd 
brought with them in the car, they decided to go for a trip 
on the lake. Somehow on the way back, one of the children 
leant over the rail of the boat and fell in, and the signora, 
who was sitting next to him, reached out to grab him, and 
fell in too ! And though they caught the child easily and 
hauled him back on board, for some reason they couldn't pull 
the woman aboard. Her dress got twisted round the rudder or 
something, and held her down in the water-and though they 
made their way back to the landing stage as fast as possible, 
she was dead when they arrived. A very sad business." 

I was silent-for I remembered the words I had read only 
the previous night in Gilda's notebook; the words that had 
accompanied the name of the woman she had had lined up, 
so to speak, as her successor! 

'.'I tried the water experiment and it came off-I was de­
lighted .... " 

It could, of course, be nothing but chance that water should 
have been mentioned there, and Signora Bianchi had died by 
water; and yet somehow, at the back of my mind moved an 
uneasy feeling that it might not be chance. Gilda had wished 
to get rid of her husband so that she could enjoy in freedom 
her status of married woman and the money she would gain 
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through the sale of her husband's business; and that husband 
had somehow died within two years of his marriage to her; 
which had suited her convenience perfectly, mean and shabby 
as it was of me, I knew, to think of her in this way ! After 
G.Q.'s death she had returned to her father, whom it was 
plain she could "manage" as she had managed G.Q. and-as 
I realized now-she was managing me, and lived on as Gilda 
Pirelli, until she captured a fresh and promising bridegroom­
me ! A young man, well-to-do, heir to a .fine business, pas­
sionately in love with her-all, one would have said that any 
normal right-minded woman would want. And yet, from her 
own admission in the black notebook, she had not been satis­
fied! Greedy, as now I unhappily knew she was, for more and 
more money, since money spelt the power for which she 
craved, she was not content with the handsome settlement I 
had made upon her plus the generous dress-allowance, as well, 
that I paid each month into her bank. Still brooding on the 
possibility that her father, left lonely, might marry again 
and so develop fresh interests and fresh responsibilities that 
might divert his money away from her, she had plotted and 
schemed to prevent the marriage-nay, to my by that time 
thoroughly terrified mind, she had possibly done even worse 
than plot and scheme? Either she possessed sinister powers 
in which up to date I had never believed, or else in some 
uncanny way circumstance or fortune, call it what you will, 
had played into her hands! The signora was dead ... and is 
it any wonder that now I wondered how long it might be 
before old Antonio Pirelli also met death in some strange and 
mysterious way? His death would mean that Gilda inherited 
a fine and paying business as well as a capital sum that would 
amount to a good deal. Antonio had been a saving man, and 
I knew had left Gilda heiress to all he possessed .... 

I was truly thankful then for a rush of work that kept 
me so busy that I literally had no time to spend on brooding, 
tumbling into bed at night so tired that I fell asleep at once; 
but when things slackened up again, needless to say, my 
anxious mind picked up the gruesome wonder once again, 

72 



and I felt myself speculating gloomily on what manner of 
woman was it, in truth, I had married? 

The offices of Eve's World, the weekly paper for women on 
which Chloris had a job, were situated not too far from Bury 
Street and sometimes Chloris and I would· meet for a drink 
and a chat after we had finished our day's work-and on im­
pulse I rang up Chloris one afternoon and suggested that we 
met. I did not realize it, nor did Chloris, but it is a fact that 
ever so slowly we were both drawing closer to each other, 
and did not want to meet at our respective homes, where 
on the one hand there would· be Aunt Mary, and on the 
other, very likely, Gilda; and when I saw Chloris standing in 
the entrance of the particular pub we both preferred, a plea­
sant little place called "The White Pheasant", much favoured 
by Fleet Street men and women, I felt a sudden lifting of my 
heart that I suppose ought to have warned me how things 
were beginning to go with me. Though it never did-I suppose 
because I was so absorbed in my personal anxieties that I had 
neither time nor attention to spare for other things. But as 
she smiled at me across the clustered heads around the bar, 
and came across the room to the little sidetable where I was 
waiting for her, I felt as though a cloud had lifted from my 
spirits, the sun had come out, and life was once more worth 
living! 

With a nod to the barman, who by this time knew us both 
well by sight, she settled down beside me and smiled into my 
eyes. 

It was still warm weather, only September, and shew.ore a 
pretty navy blue and white figured frock with a loose blue 
coat over it and a tilted hat to match. I was glad that she had 
not joined the trend of hatlessness that was the rage at the 
moment, as somehow I think a woman without a hat looks 
awfully casual, though I don't mind it in the country or at 
the sea. • 

"Sherry as usual?" I asked, and Chloris nodded. She never 
drank spirits and disliked cocktails, in which she showed her 
wisdom. 
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"Sherry please-and oh Keith, I'm so glad you asked me 
today! I've got to celebrate-Mrs. Bruce has raised my salary, 
she's so pleased with me; and I'm to have a column of my 
own!" 

I collected our drinks-her sherry and my beer-and o:ff ered 
her a cigarette as I congratulated her. I was really pleased, too. 
She had only been with the paper about six months, and I 
knew that she must have done well to have earned a raise. 
Florence Bruce was a stickler for style, and certainly would 
never have given this unless Chloris had deserved it; and the 
extra money would please Chloris. Though Aunt Mary was 
a generous soul, her stepdaughter was anxious to be as in­
dependent as possible, and this would certainly be a great 
help. 

We spent quite a time discussing her affairs and then 
Chloris suddenly changed the subject. Touching my arm, she 
asked me if I felt all right? And when I said "yes, quite" she 
frowned faintly and told me that I didn't look all right, any­
way ! I looked worried and strained-had I been working too 
hard, or sleeping badly, or what? I laughed and repeated 
my assurance that I was perfectly O.K.-and then, how I 
don't know, I found myself asking Chloris a question I think 
now I should not have asked her! But I think the truth was 
I was so bursting to talk to somebody that I simply couldn't 
bottle it up any longer, and it had to come out. 

Did she know anything-any good reason-for anybody 
keeping bits of hair and nail-parings? Chloris stared at me in 
bewilderment, and I went on to explain that I didn't mean 
kept just casually, but carefully, in separate envelopes, each 
marked with the name of the person to whom the parings 
and the hair had belonged. 

Still staring at me, now she nodded, and spoke after a 
moment. 

"Yes, Keith; I do know a reason why these bits should be 
kept-but it isn't a nice reason, and I wouldn't have thought 
that in this modern world anybody would ever have asked 
me such a question." 
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I stared at her in my turn. 
"Why ever not?" I asked. Chloris frowned, and there was 

a faint pause before her reply. 
"Because the answer belongs to a bygone world! A world 

that believed in things like witches and black magic and that 
sort of thing." 

"I don't care where it belongs, I want it!" I said doggedly, 
and after a glance at me Chloris replied bluntly. 

"Because to keep stuff like that sounds like witch-stuff! 
People used to believe that if you wanted to put a curse on 
anybody, you could do it from a distance if you could get hold 
of bits of hair and nail-parings and use those to focus the 
curse on-because anything that has belonged to a person 
is still connected with that person, even if they are separated ! 
Like a sort of psychic umbilical cord, if you know what I 
mean. And if you couldn't get hair or anything like that, you 
could use a piece of shirt or any linen that had been worn 
by the person you wanted to curse-worn, and not washed. 
There is lots of evidence that this was freely believed in, 
in the Middle Ages-there are endless confessions admitting 
it." 

I stared at Chloris, astonished. 
"Where in the world did you pick up any knowledge of 

witchcraft?" I demanded and Chloris laughed. 
"Oh I know plenty about it-in theory," she said. "You 

forget that Rena is a Thessalian, and traditionally all Thessa­
lian women are witches. I've been fed with stories of magic 
and witchcraft and all that by Rena since I was a mere baby, 
and I've always taken it in my stride-much as ordinary 
children take Grimm's Fairy Tales or Hans Andersen! It never 
did me any harm that I can see-and I don't believe that 
Grimm & Co. ever did any · harm to any child, gory as some 
of the stories are! I don't believe that children get any harm 
from reading about heads being chopped off by the lid of a 
trunk or stepmothers being rolled downhill in a barrel full of 
nails-to them it's just an exciting story, and that's all. 
Though naturally as I grew up I decided that I was a modern 
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young woman, and for all Rena believed in magic and curses 
and witches and all the rest, these belonged to an ignorant 
and superstitious past and were out of place in the world of 
today .... " She paused a moment and then went on. "Then 
when I was at school in England I read up a certain amount 
of stuff about the old witchcraft days there, because I wanted 
to compare it with Rena's stories and see how the English 
beliefs differed from her Greek. And I was surprised, you 
know, to find that they differed very little ! " 

I was silent, and after a moment she put the direct question 
that I had been fearing she might ask. 

Why in the world had I asked her such a question? I was 
hard put to it to answer, for with my blessed girl-yes, in 
my secret heart I'm afraid I had already started to call her 
that-looking straight into my face with her blue eyes, so 
utterly honest that she was never in her life to be a good 
liar, my instinct was to be as honest as she was, and tell her 
the truth. But how could I? I could not, clinging still as I 
was to a sort of blind loyalty to my wife, or was it that I 
feared to tell the truth lest Chloris, who now proved to be 
much more knowledgeable about witches and witchcraft than 
I had ever dreamed, confirm the inner fears that were begin­
ning to ride me? 

With as good an appearance of casualness as I could muster, 
I laughed the point off, saying that I'd come across the sug­
gestion in an article I had read somewhere on the prevalence 
of ancient beliefs-and the conversation passed on to other 
things; although I suspected then, and I know now, that 
Chloris was not deceived by m.y story. 

But with the wisdom of a woman, she did not press the 
subject further, seeing that for some reason or other I had 
decided against telling her the truth about the origin of my 
strange question-for strange it was, coming from me, and 
cost her many an hour's anxiety as time went on. Yet it was 
Rena who solved the problem for her-and that within a 
few days. 

One of the things that Chloris had come to ask me was to 
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invite Gilda and me to come to dinner with her and Aunt 
Mary. They were inviting my father too, and one or two other 
close friends. They were looking forward to giving us a real 
Greek dinner, now that Rena, Queen of Greek cooks, had 
returned; and I had, of course, accepted with great pleasure; 
but I had to remind Chloris of Gilda's dislike of salt. Could 
she teach Rena how to make sauces without salt for Gilda­
and to leave the salt out of a portion of whatever main dish 
she would be preparing? Chloris nodded. She had taught 
Louise, the French woman who for the months that Rena 
had spent in Greece, had taken her place, to make a certain 
percentage of dishes, sauces etc., without salt, although 
Louise had pooh-poohed the idea at first and declared that no 
good cook could possibly cook without salt; but she had given 
in at last, with a Gallic shrug of contempt, and Gilda had 
been able to enjoy in comfort the meals she took at Aunt 
Mary's flat. Not that she went there very often-only often 
enough to avoid giving the impression that she was not 
anxious to go. 

Chloris had suggested that when we came to dinner, we 
should bring Noel in his Moses basket, which we could easily 
carry between us. Aunt Mary adored babies, and always com­
plained that there were too in any stairs in our house for her 
to climb up to the second floor, on which Noel's and his 
nurse's rooms were situated; but I hastily quashed this idea, 
knowing what Gilda's reply would be, as it had been before, 
when taking Noel out with us had been suggested. 

"Good heavens, no ! Have the women cooing and purring 
over the baby instead of trying to make intelligent conversa­
tion? And having to bother about feeding and perhaps chang­
ing him, in the middle of a social evening when one was 
expecting to enjoy oneself? He'd far better stay with Irina, 
his nurse-after all, what are we paying her for?" 

So one evening a week later we set out for Aunt Mary's 
flat, and found there awaiting us my father and two or three 
pleasant friends of Aunt Mary's, plus a young man. A brother 
or a cousin of one of the said friends, who was plainly in-
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fatuated with Chloris, who was looking quite lovely in a sea­
green gown with her Roman pearls; the presence of the young 
man, I regret to say, annoyed me so much that it quite spoilt 
my evening. And hard as I tried to tell myself that I was 
being a churlish fool and had no earthly business to be jealous 
of a fellow who was plainly as civilized as I was, probably 
as well off, and plainly free to fall in love as and when he 
would, it did no good. I remained secretly resentful and ill­
tempered the whole evening, although for convention's sake 
I did my best to maintain a fa~ade of ordinary good cheer. 

The pre-dinner drinks were already waiting on the little 
coffee-table before Aunt Mary's sofa, and as we sipped our 
excellent cocktails, mixed by Chloris, who had learned the 
art from her father, and chatted amongst ourselves, I gathered 
that the young man, whose name was Theo Neale, worked 
on Eve's World with Chloris as their star photographer­
which fact, as you may imagine, did nothing to commend 
him to my favour. It brought him altogether too close to 
Chloris ! He was, I gathered, trying hard to persuade her to 
pose for him in advertising such things as cigarettes, gloves, 
perfumes and so on, saying what was nothing but the sheer­
est truth, that she would make a far more attractive picture 
than most of the girls who did the posing up to date. 

I had joined them, driven by a sort of instinctive impulse, 
almost the moment we had entered the room, and I had not 
missed the oblique glance that Gilda had sent me as, the 
moment I had settled her on the sofa beside my father and 
put a cocktail in her hand, I had slid away and gone towards 
where Chloris and her companion were standing. 

Now I had not seen Rena that evening, as she was busy in 
the kitchen preparing the dinner and Chloris or her attend­
ant, young Neale, had let the guests in; so that the climax of 
the evening came as a great shock to me, as to everybody 
else ! We had all had our drinks and were chatting cheer­
fully together when the door opened, and Rena, looking smart 
in a new brown poplin frock with a handsome embroidered 
apron over it of Greek handiwork-one of several that she 
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had just brought back from Greece-appeared in the door­
way. 

She surveyed the group of guests with a shrewd eye in the 
moment before she spoke the magic words "Dinner is ready, 
Kyria"-and then suddenly I saw her eyes light upon Gilda, 
sitting talking to Aunt Mary on the sofa. That evening my 
wife had chosen to wear the bizarre but effective sheath gown 
that she had made out of furniture brocade in golds, greens 
and reds, and her red hair tonight she had arranged so that 
it stood out in a sort of ruddy halo about her thin face with 
its amazing green eyes; she was laughing and talking, and I 
doubt whether she had even glanced up to look at Rena. 

But Rena had seen her, and I saw her eyes widen, and 
her mouth too, in an expression of utter horror-and without 
a word she slid to the floor in a dead faint! 

Needless to say we were all in a tizzy to see Rena flat on 
the floor ! Chloris set down her drink and rushed to Rena's 
side while Neale and I followed suit, and together we lifted 
the woman, meaning to lay her on the sofa-but even as we 
did so she regained her consciousness, though she was still 
plainly dazed, and held on tightly to my arm as we steadied 
her. My father, who had rushed for the brandy the moment 
he saw Rena collapse, brought a glass and held it to her lips 
while she drank, shuddering as the strong spirit stung her 
tongue and throat. Gilda and the rest were staring, astonished, 
as she stood, still shaky but rapidly regaining her self-control, 
and muttering her apologies, turned to leave the room; but 
Aunt Mary intervened. Leaning on her stick, she came to­
wards Rena, and her .kind face was wrinkled with great con­
cern. 

"My dear Rena, whatever happened? Did you feel ill?" 
Rena shook her head and made some reply in Greek of which 
I only understood a few words, and Aunt Mary frowned, dis­
tressed and puzzled. 

''If you're feeling really ill, Rena, you must go to bed a~ 
once," she said. "I'm sure, now the dinner is ready, we can 
manage somehow, Chloris and I." 
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"And the rest of us!" put in one of the younger women 
eagerly. "We'll all help, won't we?" There was a consenting 
murmur from the other women, but Rena shook her head. 
There was no need for the Kyrie to trouble themselves ! She 
was quite all right now. She could not understand what had 
happened to her to make her faint, but she was perfectly well 
now and only anxious to get on with her work. And the 
dinner was waiting, so would the K yrie enter and begin to 
eat it? 

She was plainly determined not to be regarded as an in­
valid, and after one or two anxious protests on the part of 
Aunt Mary, we all entered the dining-room and the meal 
proceeded in the normal way. It was, as always, an excellent 
meal and I enjoyed it, although I found myself speculating 
curiously as to the reason for Rena's curiously sudden and 
complete collapse. It was just after she had caught sight of 
Gilda, whom she had never met before-you will remember 
the reason for that. Rena had had to rush back to Greece 
over some family trouble soon after Aunt Mary and Chloris 
had come to live in London, and had stayed there so much 
longer than she had intended that it was only recently, after 
the birth of Noel, that she had had a chance of meeting my 
wife. But why on earth should this, her first sight of Gilda, 
affect her so immediately and so strongly? While I ate my 
dinner I found myself puzzling more and more over this 
point. I wondered, as Chloris flitted in and out of the room 
helping to change plates, bring in dishes and so on-anything 
to help the Greek woman of whom they were so fond­
whether Chloris could find out something of the reason? 

There would be no chance as yet, of course, while the 
bustle and excitement of serving dinner was in progress; but 
afterwards I was certain that Chloris would be as keen as I 
was to try and find out the reason for her servitor's sudden 
collapse. I told myself that the very next chance I got I 
would ask Chloris what Rena had said, and had to leave it at 
that. 

After dinner, two of the women suggested to Chloris that 
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they helped her wash up the things and put them away, thus 
enabling Rena to go to bed, and she thanked them and 
vanished into the kitchen; only to appear looking disappoin­
ted. It appeared that Rena would not hear of such a thing, 
though she had said that she thanked the K yrie very much 
for their kind thought. 

So there was nothing to be done, and we settled down to 
spend the rest of the evening amusing ourselves. Which meant 
that Aunt Mary and three of her contemporaries, including 
my father, went into the corner of the room and settled down 
to cards while the rest of us watched television-fortunately 
that night there happened to be a programme on that we all 
liked watching, for which I was glad. For still puzzled as I 
was about Rena's collapse, I would have found it difficult to 
spend the rest of the evening making artificial conversation, 
as I had done at dinner. 

The party broke up early; everybody, I think, feeling that 
it would be kind to leave betimes, since plainly both Chloris 
and Aunt Mary were still anxious about Rena, and one of 
them kept on visiting the kitchen to see how things were 
going on. As along with young Neale I was picking my hat 
and coat up in the hall, I saw that the kitchen door was 
ajar and that Rena was standing there watching the guests 
depart-and deliberately I ·hung back while the others de­
parted one by one. 

Gilda was the last of the women to emerge from Chloris' 
bedroom, which was always used as a ladies' cloakroom when 
they gave parties, and she came into the hall srnj]jng and 
chatting to Aunt Mary as she thanked her for the evening's 
hospitality. I stepped forward reluctantly-now Gilda had 
come I had to leave, of course-and as I did so, Chloris joined 
us from the drawing-room where she had been bidding good­
bye to my father, who was leaving with us. 

My father moved towards the front door, Gilda and Aunt 
Mary with him, all talking together, and stood talking for 
a moment waiting, I knew, for me, as I was driving the car. 
But before I could move, Chloris, who had halted by me, 
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turned as a quick step came behind her-it was Rena, slipped 
out of the kitchen. She was wearing a deeply-concerned ex­
pression on her lined face, and as she laid her hand on her 
young mistresses' arm I could see that it was tense with 
anxiety. She spoke in an urgent whisper in Greek. 

"K I I I A I I ,.. I I I I"* upcx uou, 1tpooe:xe:. U'ITJ 'YJ yuvcx1-:,ucxt µcxytooix . 

* "Kyria, Kyria, be careful of that woman! I tell you she is a 
witch!" 



7 
Chloris Talks to Me 

Now I must make it plain that although I don't speak 
Greek, at the same time, having something of a flair for lan­
guages and having visited Greece several times, I had a cer­
tain superficial knowledge of the language. Enough to know, 
at least, that Rena was delivering a warning of some sort; and 
since her gaze had been fixed on Gilda's red head as she stood 
in the doorway with her back to us, it was plain that the 
subject of her warning was, in fact, Gilda. 

Actually, had she spoken Choctaw, her meaning would 
have been plain, simply from the urgent expression on her 
face, the pressure of her hand on Chloris' arm-but what 
did she mean by the last word in particular? 

The moment she had spoken my father called me to hurry 
up, and Rena hastily withdrew-but all the way home I was 
puzzling over that word, and determined to find out what it 
meant. I knew that my father had a Greek dictionary-he 
had, in fact, one of most languages, as the world of antique 
specialists is an international one, and fine linguist as he was, 
he often needed a dictionary to help him answer some of the 
letters he received from all sorts of odd corners of the world. 

I had retained the sound of the word pretty clearly in my 
mind, trusting to this, ran a word to earth in the dictionary 
that to me seemed to answer to the sound that was in my 
memory-and the translation of the word was "witch"! I 
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was thunderstruck-and yet I know that in some queer way 
I was not altogether surprised. I wrote it down in the note­
book I always carry about with me and, tucking it into my 
pocket, told myself that I must have a talk to Chloris as 
soon as possible. By this time so many disquieting and un­
easy things were at war in my mind that I felt I couldn't 
bear it alone any longer, and simply must talk to somebody 
-but at that time I was diverted for several days at least 
by my father's having yet another and, it seemed, more 
serious heart-attack; and not only that. The baby Noel did 
not seem to be making the progress that he should. Instead 
of his little body filling out and growing plump and healthy, 
he was over-thin and oddly somnolent, spending overmuch 
time asleep and taking little or no interest in his food, though 
by this time he was weaned and put on to the usual soft baby 
foods, and should have begun to show at least some sort of 
an appetite for them. 

During the past two months or so I had begun to hope 
that Gilda was developing a real interest in her child, as now 
Noel was put in his carrying-cot to sleep in her room while 
his young nurse, Irina, went out for a couple of hours for a 
walk in the fresh air. This had been decreed by Dr. Barton, 
who had taken notice of the girl's pallor, insisted on examin­
ing her, and discovered that she was thoroughly anaemic and 
run down. She needed, he said, to be out more in the fresh 
air-and when Gilda rather acidly pointed out that the girl 
took Noel out in his pram every morning, Dr. Barton retorted 
that that was not enough I The girl was on duty then. It 
was only right and fair that she should have two hours off 
duty every afternoon, and get out and about by herself; 
during which time, as Gilda, like most Latins, took a regular 
siesta from two o'clock until three or four, the child could be 
left with her in her room until the nurse's return from her 
afternoon outing. 

Gilda protested that she did not sleep for two hours I Upon 
which the doctor retorted that in that case, she could have 
the baby in her bedroom while she slept; and if then she 
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wanted to go on with her work, what was wrong with moving 
the child in its cot with her into her workroom, and making 
him com£ or table there? 

There was plainly no gainsaying this, and so it was 
arranged. Irina, the little nurse, rapidly gained strength and 
colour from her outings in the fresh air; and if she slipped 
into a cinema when it was raining, who shall blame her? 
At least she was off duty and amusing herself, which is as 
important for the mental side of anyone as for the physical. 

The baby did not seem to me to change very much. He 
remained oddly pale and limp, and had little energy-I never 
remember him kicking and gurgling as most babies do. But 
my father, I'm thankful to say, got over his latest heart­
attack quite well; and as then he was obliged to run over to 
Paris to attend an important conference, I determined to seize 
my chance. When his house was empty but for the old house­
keeper who had looked after us both for so many years, I 
would ask Chloris to meet me there for a drink and a talk. 

It was obviously impossible to ask her to my house for 
this, because of Gilda; and as for going to her flat, there was 
dear garrulous Aunt Mary, and Rena-and much as I liked 
Rena, I would not put it past her to do her share of listening 
at doors. And as I was the husband of the woman whom she 
plainly distrusted, listening would certainly be the order of 
the day had I gone to the Ionides' flat ! 

Chloris at first tried to evade coming, suspecting (as she 
told me later) that I had heard and understood something at 
least of what Rena had said to her, which she was reluctant 
to tell me. 

But I wasn't going to be put off; and when I :finally bluntly 
said that I thought the welfare of both my father and the 
baby largely depended on our having a frank talk, she gave 
in, and arrived one nippy November day, straight from her 
office, with a briefcase that was obviously full tucked under 
one arm. 

That day she had on an ivy-green woollen outfit trimmed 
with black fur, and a tiny glengarry-type cap of the same 
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fur perched on her charming head; and she looked, trite as the 
comparison is, as pretty as a picture. As she walked into my 
father's cosy study with its blazing fire-it was from him 
that I had learned to love a real fire rather than the artificial 
ones of glass, steel and so on so popular these days-I felt 
my heart leap into my throat, and my instinct was to go 
forward, take her bodily into my arms and kiss her till she 
was breathless! 

I think it was at that moment that I realized that I was 
in love, truly and desperately in love, with my step-cousin; 
but needless to say, I pulled myself together and contenting 
myself with a warm shake of the hand, helped her off with 
her coat, gave her a cigarette, and poured out a sherry for 
her. Under her coat was a matching dress of green woollen 
material, which was cut with a high ·neckline to it, on which 
I congratulated her, for it was now very cold weather, and 
one needed all the comfortable woollies one could put on. 
Chloris smiled and plunged into a long and quite amusing 
story about her work in the office at Eve's World, and I 
listened politely for awhile while I sipped my own cocktail 
and munched salted nuts; but I was not going to be put off 
indefinitely. And at last I interrupted. 

"Come off it, Chloris," I said firmly, "I'm glad you are 
getting on so well in your job, but you know as well as I do 
that that isn't what I asked you here to discuss. Come on­
come clean! If I don't talk to somebody and try to clear 
things in my mind, I shall go crackers-and you are the only 
person to whom I can talk. You know that, don't you?" 

There was a pause, and Chloris nodded. Setting down her 
glass, her clear blue eyes met mine frankly. 

"Yes, I know it. And for my part-even though I'm sorry 
it hurts you-I want to talk about it too. There are a lot of 
things that have been worrying me for some time past. .. ! " 

"If," I said, and I'm afraid my voice sounded rather harsh. 
"If you are afraid it may hurt me because its Gilda we must 
discuss-forget it! It is Gilda, and as her husband I suppose 
I'm being a heel to discuss her at all. But with you, I can't be 
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anything but truthful ! And the truth is that quite apart 
from the worrying sort of things you mean-and I've had 
more of those than you can guess-I've known for months 
and months past that my marriage to Gilda was a terrible 
mistake. I was mad about her, then, physically speaking, 
and she worked on th~t, as she wanted an English ?usband 
who had a good position and plenty of money. But she never 
cared a button for me personally, and that I know." 

Chloris looked at me pityingly. 
"I'm sorry," she began, but I rushed on. 
"Don't be sorry-I don't deserve it! I was a bloody young 

fool blinded by passion, and I've earned all I'm getting, be­
lieve me ! But what is worrying me more than anything else 
is that both my father and the baby seem in some odd way 
to be suffering-and yet I can't imagine now that Gilda can 
have anything to do with this? Although I've already begun 
to realize that that wife of mine does seem to have some odd 
powers or other that most women don't have .... " 

Chloris looked at me directly. 
"You heard what Rena said to me?" she said bluntly. 

"Just before you left, I mean?" 
"I did," I said, "and though I don't speak Greek, as you 

know, I know enough to know that she was warning you to 
be careful-and that she called Gilda .... " 

"She called Gilda," said Chloris calmly, "a witch! And 
frankly, Keith, fantastic as it sounds, I believe that that is 
what she is ! " 

Yes, that was the word I had found in the dictionary. 
"Witch!" 

There was a moment's stringent pause. The coals fell to­
gether in the deep :fireplace with a faint crash as Chlori and 
I stared at each other. I poured out two fresh drinks, and 
pulling up a chair, sat down. 

"Now we've got the truth!" I said grimly. "And a few 
months-even perhaps a few weeks ago-I'd have laughed at 
you and at the whole thing as impossible! But-not any 
more! Now I'm going to fill in the gaps I left in my talk 
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to you the other day-gaps which I left out of a sort of blind 
loyalty to Gilda-and in your turn you've got to tell me all 
you know! Not only what you know, but what you suspect 
-and what Rena has told you." 

Sipping her drink quietly from time to time, Chloris listened 
as I told her of the tiny envelopes containing hair and nail 
parings, of the little black book, and some at least of what 
that contained. I even told her of my own two queer dreams 
-and in the end Chloris nodded her head gravely. 

"Yes-it's as I feared," she said. "Oh, I know witches are 
regarded now as just bits of superstition and not real at all­
but Keith, it isn't true_! Witches do exist! You see, I'm 
Greek, and I've spent many years in Greece, where such 
things as witchcraft are still believed in. And I've feared for 
some time past that Gilda was a witch because of something 
I saw one day when I called at your house to -return a book 
I'd borrowed." 

Stubbing out her cigarette she went on. 
"You know, Keith, witchcraft never really dies-it only 

changes its outer aspect, or goes underground for a time­
but it doesn't die. It can't, you see? Magic is simply the know­
ledge of how to call into action certain little-known laws of 
nature, and all down the ages a few people have known how 
to do that, though it takes much patience, time and study. 
Some people use these powers well and wisely, for the benefit 
of humanity-and that is white magic. But others use them 
for their own greedy ends, to gain money or revenge, or power 
over others-and then it becomes black magic ! But in them­
selves these powers are as neutral as, say, electricity; it's the 
way in which they are used that makes the magic of them 
black or white." 

"I see," I said slowly. "But tell me when you first began 
to suspect Gilda? " 

"I think," said Chloris reflectively, "that it was really Rena 
who got me thinking about it first? When she came back 
from Greece I had to show her how to cook certain dishes 
and sauces and so on without salt, because of Gilda, and she 
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was very puzzled at that. You see, Rena is a woman from 
Thessaly, and from the Dark Ages Thessaly has been regarded 
as the home of witches-though why, I've never known. 
Rena knows all about witchcraft, and she told me that no 
witch would ever eat salt or cross cold iron or running water. 
I told her that Gilda was forbidden to eat salt simply because 
it was bad for her anaemia, and that shut Rena up for a 
moment. Though, to be honest, Keith, I've never believed 
much in that story? My father was a doctor, and I'm dead 
sure that avoiding salt isn't a cure for anaemia-so I put it 
down to a crank of Gilda's and thought no more about it. 
Though it stuck in my mind as a rather uneasy sort of puzzle." 

I told her about the odd death of Signora Bianchi, who 
might have married old Pirelli, and Chloris nodded again. 

"According to the old books on witchcraft-and recently 
I've been reading up a lot about it-that could have been 
done by making a clay or putty or plasticine figure of the 
person concerned, saying certain words over it, and drowning 
it in a cup full of water," she said. "You didn't find any such 
figure, but that doesn't prove that there wasn't one! It would 
have had bits of hair or nail parings in it, of course-and 
that would be easy for Gilda to get, because I remember she 
used to do Signora Bianchi' s hair and hands sometimes. 
Br-rh ! "She shivered. "Isn't it awful to think of!" 

"Making a sort of poppet out of clay would be child's play 
for Gilda," I said grimly, "she's made several, human figures 
-for fun, she always says, as she never makes one for show. 
But go on, Chloris ! You turned Rena and her suspicions off 
for the moment. It wasn't until Rena saw Gilda for the first 
time that night we came to dinner here and Rena fainted, 
that she recognized her, or thought she did, as a witch!" 

Chloris nodded. 
"That's true," she said. "Red hair and green eyes-that's 

another mark of the witch, at least according to Rena. When 
I saw Rena in the kitchen after she had got over her faint, 
she told me at once that she was sure Gilda was a witch!" 

"And it seems," I said grimly, "that Rena was right. ... " 
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For a long time. we sat looking at each other soberly, then 
Chloris laid her soft hand on the top of mine. I gripped her 
hand hard as I spoke, and my voice sounded harsh in my ears. 

"Chloris-what are we going to do? If this utterly fan­
tastic thing is true, and I'm married to a woman who has 
evil powers that have been known and dreaded all down the 
ages, the thought terrifies and sickens me ! If I could I'd pack 
my bags and run-leave her tomorrow-the mere thought of 
having to live in the same house with her now makes me 
shiver. But, there's the child .... " 

"Because of the child, you can't leave her," said Chloris 
levelly. "Maybe some time later on things will fall out so 
that you will be able to leave her-but you daren't do any­
thing precipitate now, or she will guess that you either know 
or suspect what she is. And knowing what we do of what she 
may be able to do-of what we fear she has already done-we 
simply can't risk that! But I hope"-she paused a moment 
and flushed but went on courageously. "I do hope that you 
aren't sleeping with her?" 

"Oh no-it's months and months now since all that 
stopped," I said hastily. "Since long before Noel was born we 
haven't lived together-physically, I mean-and thank good­
ness she doesn't seem to want it any more." 

"That's a great relief to my mind," said Chloris. "You sleep 
in the little dressing-room, don't you?" I nodded and she 
went on. 

"I'll bring you something made of iron that you can keep 
above the dressing-room door so that she can't cross the 
threshold, and that will help to protect you ... and I'll get 
a cross for you to wear also." 

"Will that really help?" I asked rather doubtfully. She 
nodded. 

"Oh yes! No matter how smart cynics try to decry and 
belittle the Cross, its a Sign potent for power, and has been 
for thousands of years before Christianity took to using it as 
a symbol-but for the moment, more than that we can't do. 
For the moment, you'll have to stick it out, I'm afraid." 
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"I can see I must," I said unhappily. "Apart from anything 
else, I can't leave Noel with her-I don't believe she has a 
shred of real love for him, Chloris ! But I have, and I simply 
couldn't leave him in her hands." Chloris looked at me soberly 
and nodded. 

"You're right," she said. "I'm not dear yet-though I hope 
I will be in time-quite what her attitude towards him is, but 
it's certainly not the usual attitude of a mother towards her 
child. And somehow I'm feeling that those odd di-earns of 
yours have some connection with a child-if not this child, 
then with another-and that somehow, for some reason, Gilda 
broke a vow a long time in the past; in an earlier life, a vow 
connected with a child, and incurred a curse because of this 
that is still resting on her." 

I stared at her, astonished. 
"My goodness, Chloris!" I said, "that's uncanny-it seems 

to fit what I remember of those gruesome di-earns. But how 
d " o ••.. 

"I might as well admit it," said Chloris with a rather wry 
smile, "my mother was a wonderful natural medium, and 
I've inherited a good deal of her gift though I don't often 
talk about it." She drew a long bi-eath. "And it was thanks 
to this gift of mine that I saw something at your house that 
day when I was returning a book that's worried me ever 
since!'' 

"Then go on and tell me about it," I said firmly. 
She drew another long breath and began. 
"You know, you'd been worried for some time past because 

the baby didn't seem to be picking up and growing plump 
and strong and full of life, as normal babies do." 

"You're right," I interrupted. "And Dr. Barton's been 
rather worried, I know-or at least puzzled-but go on ! " 
Chloris nodded and went on. 

"Well, as I said, I had to go to your house to return 
a book I'd borrowed, and when I got there I found the front 
door not quite latched, so I walked in. It was after lunch, the 
time when Irina went out for her two hours off as Dr. 
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Barton had ordered-she must have left the door ajar with­
out realizing it-and Gilda would be having her usual siesta; 
so I stepped in as quietly as possible so as not to awaken 
her. I left the book I'd borrowed on the hall-table; but as it 
happened, I wanted to go to the toilet, which is on the same 
floor as Gilda's bedroom, as you know. I went very quietly 
up the stairs and into the bathroom, and as I left I heard a 
faint whimper and paused to listen. Now, I was just outside 
Gilda's room, and it was a hot day-this was back in the 
summer, and her door was open to let as much draught 
through as possible, and I peered in. I could see where Gilda 
lay asleep in the bed, and beside the window was the baby's 
carry-cot where Irina must have put it when she went out. 
The blind was down, but the curtains weren't drawn so I 
could see quite plainly-and I stood and gaped! For believe 
it or not, I could see a long thin pale ribbon like a shadowy 
tentacle just unrolling itself from Gilda's body, from the 
region of the solar plexus-and reaching across the room, 
it fastened itself on the body of the baby ! " 

"My God!" I jerked out, "how horrible!" Chloris nodded. 
"I knew instinctively what it was-it was what one might 

call a psychic pump, and it was drawing vitality from the 
baby's body to feed it to Gilda's! God knows how often this 
must have happened since Irina went off in the afternoon 
and left the child near its mother, where this devilish thing 
could easily get at it. Is it any wonder that Noel looks 
frail and listless and doesn't get fat and hearty like a normal 
baby?" 

I stared at her. "But what," I exploded, "what on earth 
are we to do ? " 

"I had to break the thing off somehow," said Chloris, "so 
I made a miaow like a cat and knocked a book off a little table 
that I could just reach which was standing just inside the 
door-and then I tip-toed off down the stairs as softly and 
quickly as I could! Evidently Gilda was in a deep sleep, as 
she only began to wake when I reached the bottom of the 
stairs-I heard her say in a sleepy voice "Satan, is that you?" 
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So she plainly thought the noise I'd made was her cat, and I 
made my getaway all right." 

"I never heard of such a thing ! " I muttered and Chlori~ 
shook her head. 

"The Ancients knew all about it," she said. "About how, 
I mean, older people could sustain their vitality by drawing 
on the bodies of the young-which is the real explanation of 
the Bible story of how King David, when he was ageing and 
growing weak, bade his people 'send for a young virgin to 
lie in his bosom!' Most people think that this meant sex, and 
would say 'nasty old man'-but it doesn't! He wanted a 
strong young body on which he could draw for fresh vitality, 
to give him renewed strength-and I'm glad to say that 
modern doctors now disapprove most strongly of grand­
parents sharing a bedroom with their grandchildren, as of ten 
happened in Victorian days. They realize that this 'pumping' 
can and does go on, though it can only be actually seen by 
clairvoyance, as I saw it-so I'm thankful they are all now 
against it. Now you know the worst, Keith-and I must go. 
Yes, I know it's a terrible thing we are up against! But at 
least, now we have been honest with each other and can 
stand together and face it-and I'm sure, defeat it in the end." 

Note by Author 
The above may well be doubted by my readers-but I assure 

you that I myself, on one memorable occasion, have seen the 
"psychic pump" at work. One thing I would like to stress, 
which is that, normally speaking, this is quite innocently 
done and means no harm. It is the instinctive reaching out of 
a body that lacks strength towards one that possesses it in 
plenty. It is only in cases like Gilda's that it is deliberately 
used- which makes it evil. 
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8 
Gilda Goes Awo/ 

IT was only a few days after that momentous talk I had with 
Chloris that Gilda had a letter from her father in Milan that 
made her sit up and frown heavily. 

We were at dinner together. Gilda did not get up for break­
fast, but had hers in bed, and I always had lunch, with or 
without my father, at some restaurant near our place, as 
with the heavy traffic it would have been too much to try 
and get home for lunch. I was increasingly thankful, these 
days, for the fact that for two meals at least I need not meet 
Gilda; for since I discovered what she was I had found my­
self shrinking more and more from her. 

Despite the incessant endeavours of my sophisticated 
modern self to belittle and diminish what Chloris and I had 
discussed, I simply could not dismiss what seemed, despite all 
modernity and scepticism, to stick out a mile; and that was, 
deride the idea as I might, that the woman I had married did 
possess some strange, uncanny and alarming powers that she 
was ready and willing to use for her own ends, in the most 
remorseless way! 

I looked across the table at Gilda, sitting there with her 
red hair turned to a halo under the electric light, and found 
myself considering whether, in contrast to the saints who wore 
golden haloes, those who gave themselves to the devil were 
adorned with red haloes! I dismissed the picturesque but un-
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comfortable idea, and asked what her father had written to 
make her look upset? 

Gilda threw over the letter to me and said as I picked it 
up, "Damn it ! This would happen now, just as I'm working 
to get things ready for my Show I" 

The letter was written in an obviously shaky hand, and 
was brief, merely saying that he had had two or three attacks 
of fever lately, had now been put to bed and was in the doc­
tor's hands; but that she was not to worry, as he was being 
well cared for and had everything he needed. Signora Moreno 
was most kindly looking after him, as Gilda knew he detested 
professional nurses, and as the signora had herself been a 
nurse in her youth, she knew well how to care for an invalid. 
The short letter ended with love to her, to myself, and above 
all to Noel, the little grandson whom Antonio had never yet 
seen .... 

I handed the letter back to Gilda with the remark that 
anyway, her father seemed to be in good hands; and she 
scowled afresh. 

"That Moreno-widow Moreno," she exploded. "Dio mio, 
another of them ! She has been, like the Bianchi woman, run­
ning after my father for years past, and now Bianchi's dead 
she's seizing her chance ! " 

She brooded heavily for a moment, and then got up from 
the table. 

"Keith, there is nothing for it. I shall have to go to Milan!" 
"But why?" I protested. "Your father's letter doesn't sug­

gest that he is in a very dire state-in fact he doesn't say 
what is wrong, except a fever, and that's pretty vague. There 
are so many sorts of fevers in Italy." 

But Gilda set her lips in a way I had good reason to 
know. 

"Nevertheless, I must go," she said, moving towards the 
door. "I'm sure I'm needed there--though it goes against 
the grain to leave London just now, when I'm preparing new 
models for my Show. Oh curse these women who can't stop 
chasing my father!" 
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Needless to say, she went off-that very day, after a hasty 
packing of a couple of suitcases with the help of Irina. She 
caught an afternoon plane to Italy, and I must confess to a 
feeling of lightness and relief as the door closed behind her, 
of which I suppose I ought to be ashamed. 

In the exuberance of my spirits, I went up to the nursery 
and had a look at Noel, sleeping peacefully in his cot. I felt 
a fresh pang of anxiety as I noted his pallor. He was getting 
on for a year old now and surely, if all I had heard of normal 
children at that age was right, he ought to have been show­
ing more energy, restlessness and interest in the strange new 
world about him. As far as I could see, he spent most of his 
time asleep, though apparently he ate his meals with appetite, 
and if bright things or things that shook or rattled were 
shown to him, he would show a momentary interest and reach 
out to touch them; but if he were put down to crawl about, 
he generally curled up and went to sleep, and he had shown 
no signs of trying to walk or talk, though I was told that at 
a year old many children tried to do both. 

Dr. Barton talked a lot about him being a "late developer"; 
but somehow that didn't satisfy me, and as I stood gazing 
down on the sleeping form of my little son, I remembered 
with an inward shiver Chloris' grim story of the waving 
tentacle that had teached out from Gilda, his mother, and 
fastened on him ! Since my talk to Chloris, on her advice I 
had joined a library that had a section devoted to books on 
Spiritualism, folklore, magic and so on, and had borrowed 
various books from it and read these secretly-needless to 
say, hiding them carefully from Gilda. Luckily I had to carry 
a brief-case to and from the office very often, and this had 
a lock; so I was able to hide the books in this. And all that 
I had read confirmed and explained what Chloris had told me, 
so that my uneasiness grew stronger each day, and I welcomed 
Gilda's departure with almost hysterical thankfulness. At 
least, for a time the "pumping process" by which, I gather, 
Gilda was drawing vitality from the tiny helpless body 
to feed her own-must cease, and the atmosphere of the 

96 

n 
in 

lo 

!w 

~ 
ov 

ino 



house would feel clean and clear as it never did when she was 
there. 

Needless to say, I rang Chloris at once, and she consented 
to come round for a drink and chat, though it could not be for 
two or three days, she said, as she had been paid the com­
pliment by Mrs. Bruce of being invited to accompany her 
over to Paris for three days to see and report on the dress 
shows there. So I had to possess my soul in patience until she 
returned, and was comforted through the days by seeing both 
my father, who had had two or three more attacks of heart­
trouble lately, very much better and more like his old self; 
and to my delight and satisfaction, even within only three 
days the baby Noel seemed vastly improved all round! His 
young nurse, Irina, who adored him, reported to me that he 
was crawling about the nursery now quite vigorously, and 
trying to play with his cuddly toys and even burbling and 
bubbling with his soft mouth in the obvious endeavour to say 
something, even if it were quite unintelligible. Moreover, I 
could see, for I visited him every day, sometimes twice a day, 
that his little face now had more colour, his eyes were brighter, 
and now plainly took notice of the world round him; and as 
I hugged him and muttered a prayer of thanks to God-to 
which I added the second prayer, which I know was rather 
cruel, that old Pirelli might be ill enough to keep Gilda away 
for a very long time. 

However, my waiting came to an end after four days, 
and Chlmis came, as she had promised, when she had 
finished her work at the office, and as we saluted each 
other, I had to suppress another frantic desire to seize 
her in my arms and kiss her. Needless to say, I did noth­
ing of the sort, but poured her out a sherry, as she poured out 
stories of her three days in Paris; which had been, as I was 
sure they would be, a riproaring success. One item of news 
she told me, certainly, I could have done without, and that 
was that that Neale fellow had persuaded her to pose for a 
colour photograph that was to appear on a forthcoming cover 
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of Eve's World; but since Chloris herself was as pleased as a 
child with a lollipop, I pretended to be equally pleased, and 
all was well. 

She asked me if I had had reports from Milan, and I said 
I had only had one letter, to the effect that old Pirelli was 
worse than Gilda had expected, and she had called in another 
doctor, an old friend of hers. Also that she had sent Signora 
Moreno flying and instituted herself nurse instead, which did 
not surprise me at all-and Chloris listened and nodded. 
When was Gilda returning? She had not said, and I did not 
know-and as I spoke Chloris drew from under her arm a 
long thin thing that looked like a stair-rod wrapped in news­
paper, and laid it carefully on the table. She also opened· her 
handbag and drew out a little jeweller's box of white card­
board. 

She handed me the box. I opened it, and inside lay a fine 
silver chain, coiled round a little silver cross on which the 
figure of Our Saviour stood out in moulded relief. It was a 
beautiful little piece, and as I looked at her she said. 

"This is for you to wear, Keith. Always. You can put it on 
now. As you don't sleep with Gilda any more, she is not likely 
to see it. It has been blessed by being dipped in holy water 
and left all through one night on the High Altar of a great 
church-and it is strong to guard and help. So whatever you 
do, don't take it off." 

I looked at her curiously. 
"Why are you afraid for me?" I asked. 
"I'm not-at the moment," said Chloris bluntly. "Frankly, 

you're worth more to Gilda, whose God, we both know, is 
money and the power it brings, alive than dead, since you're 
bringing in the cash that runs this place and buys her mink 
coats, and a new car when she wants it, and all the rest! But 
I don't trust her-and I'd feel happier and know you were 
safer if you wore it. Promise me you will?" 

Needless to say, I promised, and undoing my collar and 
tie, I slipped the chain round my neck and felt a little thrill 
of satisfaction as the silver cross slipped into its proper place 
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on my chest. Then Chloris unrolled the long thing wrapped 
in newspaper and showed me something that looked precisely 
like a stair-rod-a narrow length of iron about a yard long 
-and showed it to me. 

"I want you to let me put this above the lintel of the door 
that leads from Gilda's room into the little dressing-room 
where you sleep now," she said. "I know that she doesn't 
often come into your dressing-room, but this will prevent her 
coming at all. It's iron-cold iron- which no witch can cross. 
Cold iron and running water, the two barriers that are proof 
against all witchcraft-and I want to see this in place before 
I leave tonight. Can do?" 

"We'd better go upstairs, as though we were going to see 
Noel," I said thoughtfully. "Because if Irina saw us putting 
the rod up, she might tell Gilda-she's fascinated by Gilda, 
like a rabbit by a snake-and that would never do! I tell you 
what. We'll go and see Noel-who, by the way, is very much 

· fitter and brighter since Gilda left." 
"Of course," interjected Chloris. "What else did you ex­

pect? Come on! We'll go and see the baby, and while you 
talk to Irina, I'll say I want to go to the bathroom and slip 
along and put this in place above the dressing-room door." 

Well, that was that, and I admit that I felt happier when 
the rod was in place and the little silver crucifix resting on 
my chest; even though I felt the latter was scarcely necessary 
since, as Chloris had said, I was the main source of the money 
she worshipped, Gilda was scarcely likely to do me any harm 
personally. 

She continued to stay away until one day, about three 
weeks after she had left England, I received a telegram saying 
that Antonio Pirelli had died! A letter followed saying that 
his feverish illness had developed into a really serious matter, 
and at last, despite the assiduous attentions of the doctor­
the new doctor, whose name I think was Chiozza, that Gilda 
had called in-he had died. The letter contained also the in­
formation that Gilda would now have to remain in Milan 
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until her father's will was proved and his affairs settled 
up. 

· I took the letter along with me that night to dinner with 
Chloris, my father and Aunt Mary; and after I had read it out, 
Chloris and I exchanged a long and meaning look with each 
other while our elders exclaimed and commiserated. Both of 
us, of course, were wondering the same thing-was Pirelli's 
death a natural thing or had Gilda, driven by her terror of 
being ousted from her position of her father's heiress, "assis­
ted" his death in some subtle and sinister way of her own? 

Terrible as it sounds to suspect a daughter of conniving 
at her father's death, I had long realized that as some children 
are born blind or deaf, Gilda had been either born without 
the power to love, or had stifled and strangled it long ago, 
perhaps many lives and centuries ago; and there was no gain­
saying the fact that Antonio Pirelli's death was amazingly 
convenient for her_! There was no possibility now of her 
father's marrying again and possibly producing a young 
family whose claim would certainly outweigh hers after his 
death. Now she was "sitting pretty" as the saying goes! 

She could sell the business, which would fetch a good sum, 
as the old man had been well known and trusted and his 
stock was a fine and varied one; or she could keep it going 
and put in a good manager-possibly Andrea Morena, son 
of the Widow Moreno of whom she had spoken so scorn­
fully. He had been Pirelli's chief assistant for years, and was 
an excellent judge of ceramics, as of other things, and a 
thoroughly reliable man ... but a second letter from Gilda 
put paid to that idea. 

It appeared that without telling her-at which I did not 
wonder, for her wrath would have been great, and old Pirelli 
was patently afraid of his daughter-some months before his 
death the old man had taken Moreno into partnership with 
him; and so Gilda would be staying in Milan longer th'1:n she 
had meant. She fully intended to squeeze Moreno out some-

. how and get the whole business into her hands, and that 
might take time. She had originally intended remaining there 
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until the funeral was over and the will proved, but now she 
could not say just when she would be able to return, though 
I could be sure she would be back for Christmas-even if she 
tried to rush back to Milan afterwards to tie things up. As 
it was now only early November, my heart frankly leapt with 
satisfaction to see myself allowed another spell of freedom; 
and as both my father and the baby Noel were now fine and 
improving daily in health and strength, my feeling that both 
their ailments were due in some mysterious way to Gilda was 
confirmed. 

My father had not had a single heart-attack since she left 
London, while before he had had them, I know, two or three 
times a week; though he did not always tell me when they 
occurred when I was not with him. And as far as my little 
son Noel was concerned, it was astonishing how he had im­
proved! He had grown plump and rosy, kept trying to talk, 
and far from falling asleep when he was put down on the 
floor, he would crawl around most energetically, and was 
now even trying to haul himself into a semi-standing position 
by catching hold of the legs of chairs or tables. 

I knew it was sheer madness to see too much of Chloris; 
but I simply could not resist the temptation to make use of 
this unexpected spell of freedom, and I know she felt the 
same, so in sheer recklessness we saw each other as often as 
possible. 

I took her to the theatre, we met often after she left the 
office for cocktails, she came to my house and played with 
Noel, whom she adored, and often we went dancing together; 
although this last was the hardest test of all, for the feel of 
her warm supple body moving dose to mine in time to the 
music, of my arm round her waist and her soft cheek dose 
to mine used to go to my head like wine, and it was all I 
could do sometimes not to squeeze her so tightly that she 
couldn't have gone on dancing, I had deprived her of breath ! 

My father, wise and diplomatic as he always was, said 
nothing, though I know he was well aware that I was seeing 
Chloris dangerously often; though I don't think Aunt Mary 
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ever realized this. Chloris had lots of friends and, as she after­
wards told me, used to fib quite frankly when she was going 
out with me, and tell Aunt Mary she was meeting some 
woman friend or other. 

So the time went on, and about halfway through December 
a triumphant letter arrived from Gilda saying that though 
she had had to pay Moreno more than she thought fair, he 
had sold his share of the business to her, and now she was in 
sole possession ! She was arranging to sell the shop and its 
contents right away, and proposed to take fl.ight for England 
within the next three days. 

The delirious time of freedom with Chloris was over-and 
I did not dare to look at her as I broke the news. We had 
been dancing at one of the fashionable restaurants in London 
and she looked lovely, as always, in a "picture" frock of sea­
green taffeta stamped with silver flowers, with a pair of silver 
"tassel" earrings that, greatly daring, I had offered her as a 
birthday present. As I told her my news she was silent a 
moment, then sighed. 

"Well," she said, "it was inevitable that she should return 
some time, though one couldn't help wishing that this lovely 
time could have lasted longer." 

I laid one hand on her warm bare arm, and she did not 
draw it away. 

"It has been a lovely time, hasn't it?" I murmured, and 
she nodded. 

"Oh yes-the loveliest time I ever had in my life ! But 
now-let's go, Keith. I don't feel like dancing any more." 

I nodded, beckoned the waiter for my bill, and together 
we left the crowded brightly lit room. The doorman got us a 
taxi, and when we were safely inside I simply couldn't help 
it-I turned and gathered her into my arms and kissed her 
desperately, kissed her as I'd wanted to for untold weeks, 
while her arm slid round my neck and she returned my 
kisses with all her heart until at last she drew away, breath­
less, and tried to sit upright. I let her go sufficiently to do 
that, but retained my arm round her waist and in the dark-
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ness of the taxi we sat soberly and regarded each other. I 
spoke first, hoarsely, and finding my voice not quite under 
control. 

"I shouldn't have done that, I know-but I bloody well 
couldn't help it!" She nodded and spoke in a whisper. 

"I know, my dear-but I'm not going to say I'm sorry! 
I've wanted you to kiss me for weeks past-and that's the 
truth ! " 

"I suppose you know I'm madly in love with you?" I said, 
and she smiled a crooked little smile. 

"If you want the truth, Keith, I think I've been in love 
with you since I was quite a little girl," she said. "So now we 
know the truth, and there it is. But oh God, where can it 
lead? Nowhere, since you're married to Gilda!" 

"And Gilda would never divorce me," I said grimly, "since 
I'm the man who brings home the bacon she loves so much ! 
And besides, there's the child .... " 

Chloris shook her pretty head and then turned and buried 
it on my shoulder. I heard the sound of a small sob as she 
answered. 

"There's no hope, Keith-I never had any, anyway! We 
must just try and be content to be friends, and see each 
other as often as we can without causing comment that might 
get to Gilda's ears. Don't forget that though she doesn't love 
you-I don't think, poor soul, that she's capable of loving 
anybody, really-you are her possession and she would be 
furious if anybody tried to take you away; and though up 
to date I don't think it's occurred to her to think of me being 
anything except a sort of cousin-cum-adopted-sister of yours 
-well, I don't like to think of her wrath if she ever suspected 
we were in love ! " 

"You mean she might turn these evil arts on you," I said 
and Chloris, sitting up, tried to pat her rumpled hair and frock 
into place, for the taxi was just turning into the street where 
she lived. 

"She might try," she said, "but luckily Rena is experienced 
in this, and always keeps a spray of garlic and rosemary in my 
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room-and I wear a crucifix like yours every day. If I take 
that off to put on a necklace. I link it round one ankle under 
my stocking, so I'm never without it." The taxi stopped and 
she turned her dear face to mine with the impulsive inno­
cence of the child she still was in many ways. 

"Kiss me good night, here, Keith, and don't get out-and 
don't forget that although I let you kiss me tonight, and I'm 
not sorry, you must not conclude, whatever opportunity may 
come our way, that I intend things to go further than that. I 
adore you, and if ever there's a chance of our getting married, 
I'll marry you with joy ! But-I will not be your mistress; 
so if I'm not always as-as forthcoming and responsive as I 
was tonight-don't think I've changed inside. I shall not 
change-but things must stop at a kiss, or I'll have to cut 
down our meetings." 

I nodded-what could I say ?-and brushed her soft mouth 
tenderly with mine; saw her get down from the taxi, mount 
the steps to the front door of the block of flats where she 
and Aunt Mary lived, and the taxi moved away. And I sat 
staring before me, seeing nothing but a long stretch of dreary 
years spent with a woman whom I already feared and could 
all too easily learn to hate .... 
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9 
Gilda Returns and Satan Shows his Power 

GILD A returned home some two weeks before Christmas, in 
a mood that puzzled me. She showed no particular signs of 
sorrow over her father's death, while on the one hand she 
was jubilant, the sale of her father's business having realized 
more than she had hoped for; and on the other hand, she 
showed irritation that she had been forced to buy young 
Moreno out of the said business ! Although I soon found out 
that she had actually got him to sell her his share in the 
business for very much less than he had asked at first. 

The young man was, I gathered, engaged to be married; 
he had, I know, always been in some considerable fear of his 
employer's formidable daughter, and so had been willing to 
forego what was plainly his due in order to get rid of her, 
and of any need to see her in the future. For if he had hung 
determinedly on to his half of the business, as he might well 
have done, certainly Gilda would have been flying over to 
Milan a dozen times a year, keeping an eye on things; and 
as I already knew that she did not get on with Moreno, who 
had, it seemed, proved proof against the physical blandish­
ments she at first tried on him, that would certainly have re­
sulted in constant friction between them. I suspected also an­
other reason for his giving up what was, after all, a position 
worth a good deal in the business world. I knew that in Italy 
the existence of witches and witchcraft called there "le Vecchia 
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Religione", though officially denied by the church, is still 
strongly believed in by many of the working-class people, 
and for all I knew, by some of the more educated too; and it 
was more than possible that Gilda's queer looks and above all, 
queer ways, might well have brought her under local suspicion 
as a Strega, or witch. If that were so, it would probably be 
young Marena's francee who had talked him into accepting 
a much smaller sum than he had originally hoped for~ when 
he consented to sell out to Gilda. His girl-friend might well 
have believed in Gilda's uncanny powers-women are more 
apt to cling to ancient superstitions than are men-and told 
him that it was wiser to take what he could, and get out while 
the going was good! Anyway, the duel had ended in Gilda's 
getting her way, as she was in the habit of doing; and in 
consequence she arrived back in what was, for her, high 
spirits. 

I did not see her greeting of Noel; but when I asked her 
at dinner that night if she wasn't pleased to see him looking 
so pink and plump, she looked sideways at me and pursing her 
lips together, shook her head. No, she didn't think she was 
all that pleased. English people were far too fond of fat babies, 
which didn't necessarily mean good health! She found Noel 
far too fat-at which, annoyed, I contradicted her, and said 
I had never seen him look so bonny and well since he was 
born. 

She looked hard at me, but made no direct reply except 
to ask after my father; and when I said, on a note of triumph 
that I couldn't quite conceal that, like Noel, he had been 
better, during the two months of her absence, than he had 
been for ages, she smiled oddly and said that that proved, 
didn't it, that I had been making a fuss about nothing when 
I thought he had heart trouble? 

I had no reply to this, and she went on, giving me a vivid 
description of her father's funeral, of the appearance of the 
widow Moreno, draped in black as though she was really his 
widow, at the church, of young Moreno's tiresome behaviour 
and final surrender, and many other things while I ate my 
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dinner and ruminated gloomily on the change that must now 
take place in my life, for the past two months so free! ' 

I asked Gilda about her father's illness and death, and she 
was rather evasive. 

Oh, it had been pneumonia, the result of a long-neglected 
chill, and he had not really been ill for very long before he 
died. She hadn't been satisfied with the old doctor who was 
looking after him, and had called in her friend, Dr. Chiozza, 
who was young and brilliant. He had been most assiduous, 
calling every day, sometimes twice a day-but it had been 
no use. Old Antonio had died quite peacefully. Dr. Chiozza 
had signed the death certificate, and the funeral had gone off 
quite smoothly. Curious, I asked her point blank whether her 
father's death had upset her, and she stared at me in silence. 
Then she said in a repressive sort of voice that of course it 
had-did I think she was so unnatural a daughter that she did 
not sorrow for her father? Though actually, she had seen 
little of him for years and so the loss did not affect her as 
badly as though she had been living with him. Now she was 
glad, really, that it was all over and she could dismiss Milan 
from her thoughts for ever ! 

Now she must work hard to complete her preparations 
for the Show she was planning in the spring ... so she went 
babbling on while in my heart, burdened not only with 
misery, knowing how little I now dared to see of my darlipg 
Chloris, I was conscious of an increasing fear and anxiety 
about the future, which lay so plainly in the hands of this 
terrifying woman I had married. 

I would have given worlds to pack my bags and leave her ! 
But that meant leaving Noel, the tiny son who had already 
curled himself so :firmly round my heart, and that was plainly 
impossible. 

As she talked I found myself wondering if I could possibly 
:find some means of terminating the afternoon sessions that 
the child spent in a cot near his mother's bed while his nurse 
went out for her official two hours off-and found no answer. 
Irina had been ordered to go out each afternoon by the doctor, 
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and what more natural thing could there be for the baby, 
in her absence, to be put in his mother's room while she took 
her siesta? Hopeless to try and explain to anybody like 
Dr. Barton the grim business that Chloris had seen, which 
got going directly the door was closed on the mother and 
child! 

I found myself wondering also whether Pirelli's old doctor 
would have signed the death certificate, with its innocuous 
announcement that pneumonia was the cause of death, as 
easily as this Dr. Chiozza had done. 

I dimly remembered meeting Chiozza once or twice when 
I had been in Milan, also hearing an argument between Gilda 
and her father in which she had tried to persuade him to 
shelve his own doctor, who was his own age or considerably 
older, and take on the younger man-and being much an­
noyed because Antonio had flatly refused. Chiozza I remem­
bered as a plumpish young Italian, very highly qualified, it's 
true, but plainly completely under Gilda's spell. So she had 
won out in the end, as she generally did, and my heart sank 
even lower at the realization that as far as I could see we 
were all helpless in her hands. Now she was talking glibly 
about Christmas and the smart parties she meant to give. A 
big cocktail-party to which all the leading people in London's 
artistic circles would be invited, and a special dinner to which 
the best-known critics and their wives should come . . . 
watching her animated face I asked rather sardonically "And 
what about the traditional family Christmas party, eh? You 
should know what sticklers we British are for that sort of 
thing!" 

Gilda looked at me steadily across the table, then smiled. 
"Of course," she said, and her voice was at its most dulcet. 

"I shall do the accepted thing ! Invite your father and Aunt 
Mary and Chloris and any other relatives you think you 
ought to invite, to a dinner complete with turkey and saus­
ages with pudding to follow-ugh, how I hate that stodgy 
mixture of fruit and flour and sugar you call a Christmas 
pudding !-and I intend to give very handsome Christmas 
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presents this year. I've brought some back from Italy-but 
to Chloris, since she has been looking after you so nicely 
in my absence, I mean to give my Humming Bird." 

I looked up from my plate sharply. Did that oblique crack 
about "Chloris looking after you so nicely," mean anything, 
or didn't it? And what did she mean by giving Chloris her 
humming bird, the best piece out of all the new models she 
had been making during the past six months? Certainly, all 
her work was fine, original, colourful and brilliantly executed 
-but I felt that the humming bird was the best thing she 
had done up to date and was sure to be the star turn at her ' 
show in the early spring. 

"D'you mean that, really?" I said cautiously. "I thought 
that was to be the centre piece at your Exhibition?" 

Gilda shrugged her shoulders and carefully selected a tan­
gerine from the heaped dish of fruit that after removing our 
sweet plates, Maria had just placed on the table before us. 

"Why not?" she said. "I could still show it. I don't suppose 
Chloris would mind lending it to me for the few weeks that 
the Show will last?" 

"I'm sure she wouldn't," I said, and I know my tone 
sounded puzzled, for puzzled I was. Gilda was not notable 
for her generosity, and though she was always polite and out­
wardly friendly to Chloris, I had an inner feeling-possibly 
born of my own feeling of guilt about Chloris-that she did 
not really like her any more than she liked Aunt Mary. I 
shrugged my shoulders and sat silent until Gilda had :finished 
her tangerine, got up from the table, and led the way into 
the drawing-room for coffee. I made to turn on the television 
set, but Gilda told me that it was out of order and the man 
couldn't come to put it right until the next day. So feeling 
thoroughly disgruntled-as an entire evening spent making 
conversation with Gilda was just what I wanted to avoid­
I sank into an armchair and sprang to my feet with a curse 
as the cat Satan, upon whom I had all but sat, slipped away 
from the chair with a yelp and a spit of fury. 

Gilda held out her arms and he fled into them, and she sat 
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stroking him and watching me with a faintly malicious smile 
on her lips as she did so. 

"You hate Satan, don't you?" she said, and I fidgeted un­
comfortably. I did hate the brute, of course, but I did not 
want to admit this openly, so I hedged. 

"I certainly don't like him much," I said, "but then I don't 
care for cats as a race. I'm a dog-lover-and I'd like a dog, 
only you told me you couldn't get on with them." 

"Nor can I," said Gilda calmly. "They're a dull, bovine set 
of brutes, while cats are intelligent to a degree. Satan, for 
instance, understands far more than you realize." She sat 
tickling the cat under its lifted chin, and now the creature 
was purring with pleasure as she went on. "Now, I can in­
fluence Satan into doing anything I want him to do. He's 
been with me for months and months now, and there's a very 
close link between us." 

"What do you mean?" I asked idly. I wasn't really inter­
ested, but one had to talk about something, and Satan was a 
safer subject than many I could think of. Gilda smiled and 
went on tickling the cat. 

"I mean what I say," she said after a moment. "I've only 
to tell Satan to do something and he will do it. Shall I show 
you?" 

"If you like," I said suppressing a yawn. "Suppose you send 
him to fetch something from the dining-room-I know!" I 
felt in my coat-pocket. "I've left my lighter there-I know I 
had it when I went into dinner, as I lighted a cigarette from 
it just before we came out. I must have left it on the table." 

"That's easy," said Gilda, setting the cat down on the floor. 
Lifting its head so that it was looking directly into her eyes, 
she stared at it for a moment, then murmured some words 
I couldn't cat~h and released the beast. It wandered out of 
the room, and after a moment's wait it returned-and by all 
that's wonderful, in its mouth it carried my lighter! 

Now I was really surprised and sat up _and stared as Gilda 
taking the lighter from the creature's mouth, handed it over 
to me with a triumphant smile. 
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"Good Lord!" I ejaculated. "Now that is interesting, Gilda l 
How on earth did you tell the creature what to do?" Gilda 
shook her head, but her lips bore a faint smile of triumph. 

"Don't you know I'm a witch?" she said teasingly, and J 
averted my eyes, for I was startled. Had she, in some un­
canny way, divined the grim suspicion I had discussed with 
Chloris? Or was she merely mocking me, in the half-serious 
half-malicious way typical of her sense of humour? 

"Don't be silly," I said. "You're playing with me-but I 
should really like to know just how you did it? And what you 
said to Satan under your breath before you sent him out of 
the room?" 

She looked at me and now her smile was definitely mali­
cious. "Let's call it a trick of the trade, shall we?" she said. 
"In Italy I've often been called a strega-a witch-as accord­
ing to them, everybody who had red hair and green eyes is 
a witch! So for the present let me live up to my name as 
one! Let's say that I muttered a spell over Satan so that he 
knew what he was to look for-anyway, he found it, so there 
you are!" 

"If it's only a trick, it's a damn clever one," I said. "Now 
make him do something else. There are three cushions on the 
sofa, now. Make him go and sit ,on one particular cushion­
say the middle one, the red one ! " 

Gilda nodded, lifted the cat's chin-it had taken refuge, 
after delivering my lighter, on her knee-looked into its eye~ 
raised to hers, muttered again some words I couldn't hear 
and set it down on the floor on its feet. It paused for a 
moment, looking round the room; and then I'm hanged if it 
didn't go straight for the sofa, jump up on it, and g01ng to 
the red cushion, curled itself up on it and laying its chin on 
its paws, seemed to look at us as we watched with, it seemed 
to me, the shadow of Gilda's derisive smile in its slitted eyes. 
Now I was really startled. 

"Now that's amazing!" I said. "Try it again, Gilda-you 
know, you're beginning to make me think you really are a 
witch, watching this damned cat of yours!" 

111 



"Now I'll make him walk the maze/' said Gilda, her green 
eyes fixed on the black heap curled on the cushion. "Come 
on Satan, I've something else for you to do." 

Half reluctantly, it seemed, Satan uncurled himself from 
the red cushion, stretched, yawned and, jumping down, came 
obediently to his mistress and climbed upon her knee. Once 
more she went through the same odd business of fixing the 
cat's eyes with her own, murmuring something to it and set­
ting it down-and then began the oddest and in many ways 
the most uncanny per£ ormance I had ever seen ! 

One of the many foreign treasures that I was proud to 
possess was a lovely Chinese carpet that had been sent to me 
from Pekin as a wedding present-and it bore a curious and 
ancient pattern strongly resembling a maze. A circular net­
work of interlacing whorls and loops and lengths of narrow 
colour like a tangle of ribbons; a tangle difficult to analyse 
but which, mysterious as it seems, when analysed resulted in 
a perfect piece of intricate and beautiful design. 

Now Satan was pacing this pattern, following, I could see, 
one particular red line, with the greatest care, pace by pace, 
evidently following some definite plan or other, until at last 
he arrived at the end of the tangle of lines and loops and 
twirls, and sat himself down on the red boss that was the 
middle with an air of calm triumph that was positively human. 
I looked at Gilda and she nodded at me-and at that moment 
her green eyes wore the self-same look of triumph I had 
glimpsed in the cat's. 

"You see?" she said, and rising to her feet picked up Satan 
and turned towards the door. "I told you so-cats are un­
canny beasts. Satan found the way to the centre of the maze 
without difficulty-I told him to do so. He'll do any mortal 
thing J. tell him-and if you think its witchcraft, you can 
think it if you like, I don't care! And now I'm going to bed 
early-there's something I want to read. When you come 
up, come into the dressing-room quietly,. will you, in case I 
drop asleep? " 

I nodded and bade her good night. But I sat alone for a 
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long time staring at the fire. The whole uncanny experience 
had startled and shaken me a lot, and it had gone far towards 
confirming me in the belief I had discussed with Chloris­
that Gilda had indeed, in a great measure, the powers that 
had once distinguished the evil women known as witches. It 
remained for a future day to prove just what she could do 
via Satan .... 

Needless to say, I told Chloris about Gilda's intention of 
giving her such an unexpectedly handsome present, and she 
was as SID-prised as I; but she promised she would lend it to 
Gilda for showing at her Exhibition in the spring, and thanked 
me for telling her, so that she could in her turn give Gilda 
a present that would not compare too badly with the Hum­
ming Bird. 

This turned out to be a handsome flagon of Gilda's favourite 
French perfume, which Chloris brought with her to the 
"family" Christmas dinner-party that Gilda had promised to 
arrange-which she did for Christmas Eve; and as usual with 
Gilda's parties, it went off very well. Gilda's presents for 
everybody were set in their places and very gay they all 
looked, especially the Humming Bird, which stood on its 
blackwood pedesta_l in Chloris' place, dominating the table 
by its beauty and it s vivid colouring. Gilda had given me a 
new cardigan that morning and I had given her a string 
of amber beads that she had long coveted-every sort of amber 
was represented in it, for amber does not only come in the 
usual honey-yellow colour, as most people think. You can 
find, if you take the trouble to look, red amber, brown amber, 
even green amber, sometimes pale olive and at times almost as 
dark a green as agate; so Gilda was pleased, and therefore in 
her most gracious mood. She gave my father a handsome new 
leather wallet with his initials on it in gold-though I knew, 
when he thanked her for it, that nothing would divorce him 
from his old wallet of ostrich-skin that he had bought in 
South Africa and used ever since; and she gave Aunt Mary 
a delicately lovely fichu of old Breton lace, with which she 
was enchanted, promptly putting it round the shoulders of 

113 



the black velvet gown she wore and wearing it there for the 
rest of the evening. 

But the bulk of the praise and admiration went of course 
to the Humming Bird, and after dinner, when we all went 
into the drawing-room for our coffee, Chloris carried it with 
her and set it on the mantelpiece where, reflected in the large 
mirror behind it, it perched, looking down on the room with 
a disdain that was justified by its beauty. 

I was handing Chloris her cup of coffee when she said 
"I'm wondering where it would look best. Where de., you 
think, Aunt Mary? In the drawing-room? But you've got 
such a crowd of lovely things there already .... " 

Gilda, who was pouring out the coffee, looked up sharply. 
"Oh not there!" she said firmly. "I can only really see it in 

one place, and that's on the top of the Regency escritoire in 
your bedroom, Chloris." 

Now, this escritoire had been one of the many pieces of 
furniture that my father had given Aunt Mary and her step­
daughter when they came to London, and it was a charming 
piece indeed. A tall narrow affair in walnut and rosewood, 
looking like a chest of drawers, but with the middle section, 
which was carved to look just like the three centre ones of 
a tall range of drawers, actually pulling out and down to 
form a desk, with a group of little inner drawers and shelves 
above and behind it for notepaper, stamps and the other im­
pedimenta needed on a regular writing-table. Chloris had 
fallen in love with it at sight, and it had been placed in her 
room, where she used it regularly; though not for her typing, 
as the jutting-out piece of wood that formed the desk, despite 
the two struts that pulled out to support it, was not strong 
enough to carry the weight of a modern typewriter. 

I could see what Gilda meant. I knew that Chloris had 
mentioned several times that she was looking out for a spe­
cially bright and colourful piece of china to set on top of the 
escritoire. Most of the rest of the furniture in Chloris' room 
was Regency, the bed one of those with charmingly curved 
sides that are known as berceau beds, the dressing-table a small 
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cabinet of rosewood with metal mounts like the bed, and the 
three matching chairs also of the same period and of dark 
polished wood; and I could see where the room, with its hand­
some dark furnishings, could do with a gayly coloured piece 
or two of china. At present the escritoire bore a handsome 
Ming plate set upright on a carved wood stand. But that 
wasn't quite what Chloris felt the room needed. 

"Yes, it would be lovely there," she agreed with Gilda. 
"But somehow it seems a shame to maroon it in my bedroom, 
where only the favoured few who are allowed in can see it ! 
I've a feeling it ought to be somewhere where more people 
can see it-that's why I suggested the drawing-room. And 
I still think. . . . " 

Gilda interrupted quickly. 
"Oh, but," she said, "you yourself said that the drawing­

room was crowded already." She handed Aunt Mary her 
coffee with her most charming smile. "Indeed, your drawing­
room is a positive mine of interest, Aunt Mary, with such 
wonderful things collected from all over the world-it always 
fascinated me! But amongst so many treasures, I'm afraid my 
poor little Humming Bird would be completely swamped­
and I'd be much happier to think of him reigning all alone 
in Chloris' lovely room! Now promise me you'll put it there, 
Chloris, or I'll never forgive you ! " 

Laughing, Chloris promised-and just then three of Gilda's 
many friends came in for coffee. She often invited a few 
favourites in for coffee and drinks after dinner, saying she 
liked seeing people, but she didn't see why she should feed 
them every time; and the rest of the evening passed off in 
talk, some music, as two of the newcomers, a husband and 
wife, people called Letsome, were professional singers, plus 
an interesting display of what I suppose must have been 
sleight-of-hand by another man. His name was Vronski, I 
gathered-either a Russian or a Pole-and he certainly had 
a remarkable gilt of some sort, though today I'm not really 
certain of what sort it was. 

He could, and did, make things disappear from one's pockets 
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and reappear in a far corner of the room; and a little table on 
which he laid one hand, the fingertips only, proceeded to 
jump about, balance on one of its four slender legs and hop 
and jerk as though trying to dance; and he read hands too­
seemingly with uncanny correctness, or so his "sitters" de­
clared. 

I didn't really want my hand read; but as I passed where he 
was sitting, to go to the corner cupboard when we kept most 
of the drinks, to find a fresh soda water syphon, he had just 
concluded giving a reading to Mrs. Letsome and was sitting 
back listening to her flattering encomiums on his gifts. As he 
passed he caught my hand and held it, turning it so that he 
could see the palm. Reluctantly I turned-after all, he was 
my guest and one couldn't be directly rude-and he took my 
other hand and studied them both intently. 

The whole room was silent, interested, watching him, and 
when after a moment he closed my two hands together, palm 
to palm, and gave them back to me without a word, there 
arose a general protest. 

"Oh, Mr. Vronski, you must have seen something-tell us 
what you read in Keith's hand?" "Go on, tell us, no matter 
what it is" and so on, and the odd little man smiled and shook 
his head. By this time I myself was feeling curious-for by 
the very intentness of the way in which he had studied my 
hands I was sure he had read something in them. So I added 
my voice to the general protest, and at last he answered 
briefly enough. 

"An interesting life, Mr. Randolph, but as yet hardly 
begun." 

"What on earth do you mean?" I asked puzzled. 
"What I say-as yet hardly begun. Before you lie two 

deaths-perhaps three. If three-then you will begin to live ! " 
I looked as the rest of us did, puzzled. 

"But what does that mean?" I began, but he shook his 
head again. 

"Don't ask me what I mean," he said. "All I can do is to 
say what I see in a person's hand-and that is what I see in 
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yours." His eyes, strange eyes, dark brown with a luminous 
gleam in them, stared into mine. "All I know is that this is 
true. Up to now you have not fully lived as a man-as a 
child, yes, and I think rather a spoilt child-but that is dif­
ferent. Until and unless you are free-and this you will not be 
until three deaths happen-you will not function completely, 
as a whole man." 
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IO 
I Visit Dr. Vronski 

THE odd little man would say no more, but turned to Gilda, 
who had been listening avidly, and asked her to sing for him 
a Russian folk song he loved. Gilda, whose repertoire of folk­
songs in various languages was a large one, consented at once, 
and the rest of the evening was spent in music. But what 
Vronski had said to me stuck oddly in my head; and when, 
on saying good night, he shook me by the hand and looked 
me hard in the eyes and said he wished me good luck, I sud­
denly felt that I wanted to see him again and talk to him~ 
but in private. 

All I knew of him was that he had known Gilda years 
ago when he was spending some time in Italy-he was an 
archaeologist of considerable repute as well as a student of 
psychic research; but he had been a friend of her father's 
rather than of hers, as he was a man well into his sixties, 
at least. The Letsomes were friends of his, and Gilda had run 
across him very recently while he was having tea with them, 
and invited him to accompany the Letsomes to our house for 
after-dinner drinks. Needless to say, I didn't ask her for his 
address, or she would at once have wanted to know why I 
wanted it! But I was pretty sure that it would be in her add­
ress book, as Gilda was meticulous in such matters. Moreover, 
from a purely business angle, she never failed to make a note 
of the address of any person who might possibly be of use to 
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her; and V ronski in his own line was, I gathered, quite a 
famous man. 

I was right. The address was there-a flat in a block down 
Battersea way. So when the Christmas festivities were over 
and we had settled into the New Year routine, I rang Vronski 
from the office and asked if I could come and have a chat 
with him sometime? His voice in reply sounded puzzled at 
first, but when I gave my name it cleared at once. Yes, of 
course he remembered me and the charming evening he had 
spent at my delightful house with my accomplished wife, who 
sang so beautifully the songs of his childhood in Russia­
songs of the old Russia now, alas, vanished ! He would be very 
pleased to see me. But-and now his voice became decisive­
if I wanted him to explain further what he had seen written 
in my hand, it would be a waste of time for me to come; he 
had no more to tell me than what I had already heard. 

I hastily assured him that that was not why I wanted 
to see him. I merely wanted a general talk about the things in 
which I knew he was an expert; and after a moment's pause 
he agreed, and fixed a date-a date a fortnight ahead, as he 
had, he said, to go over to Paris for a special conference that 
was being held there. So I hung up the telephone, made a note 
of the date and went back to work; but my mind was not at 
ease, for my father had started having these mysterious heart 
attacks again I 

He had had one, a bad one, in the office the very first day 
he had started work again in the New Year; and though, as 
usual, when we had administered the remedies the doctor had 
given us and made him lie down and rest on the comfortable 
old sofa in his private room off the office, after half an hour 
or so he was quite all right, the suddenness with which these 
attacks had begun again, after Gilda's return from Milan, 
set my mind thinking along very ugly lines indeed ! 

What if my father were to die? That might well be the 
first of the three deaths that Vronski had seen in my hands ! 
He had seen two deaths about which he seemed to be certain, 
while about the third death-that death that in some 

119 



mysterious way was to bring about my "freedom"-he had 
been a good deal less certain than about the first two. Regard­
ing the rest of what he had said, I had given a good deal of 
thought to this, and I thought I knew what he meant. 

It was certainly true that in many ways I had been a spoilt 
child, and kept so by a very indulge!}t father-kept so for 
too long. I now realized that my impulsive marriage to Gilda 
had been rather the act of a greedy child than that of a 
responsible man; and I also knew that since the marriage I 
had grown sharply and painfully out of being a child, and 
now the pains of manhood were heavy on me whenever I 
looked at Chloris, the woman that I knew I loved with a 
depth and steadfastness that Gilda had never awakened within 
me. But what did Vronski mean when he talked about my 
"not being free" until the third death? This was beyond me, 
and after much anxious thought I gave up the idea of solving 
the riddle, and spent the fortnight that must elapse before I 
could see Vronski in hard work and in anxious watching of 
both my father and my son. 

Was it my imagination, or was Noel, after a few days, 
beginning to lose his rosy colour and chubby outline as my 
father's health was plainly dwindling? Now badly alarmed 
about his condition, my father's secretary Miss Ambrose, who 
had been with him for many years and was devoted to him, 
now kept me informed of the occasional heart attacks he had 
when I was not there to see; and as the number and fre­
quency of these seemed to increase I grew more and more 
worried. 

Time and again I told myself that I was allowing my fears 
-yes, and the superstitions I had been studying and discus­
sing with Chloris-to influence me into morbid imaginings 
that might well be simply that-morbid imaginings! And 
yet, try as I would, I could not help connecting with Gilda, 
my wife, my father's increasingly frequent heart attacks, and 
the growing pallor and lassitude that were now plainly replac­
ing normal health in the child who during Gilda's absence 
had grown so plump and vigorous ! I was not the only one 

120 

fo 

ti 
I 



who noticed it, and indeed, it was Chloris who at last voiced 
my own fears one day after she had paid us a visit, and 
according to her usual custom had run up to the nursery to 
see and play with Noel. On coming down to the drawing­
room where Gilda and I were having pre-dinner drinks, she 
said bluntly to Gilda. 

"Noel's looking pale today, Gilda-are you having the 
doctor to him? He doesn't look half as well as he did, and he's 
lost his old energy and seems lethargic?" 

Gilda smiled her cat's smile as she poured out a sherry for 
Chloris. 

"Oh, Noel's all right," she said easily, "If he were really 
ailing, of course I should send for a doctor at once. If he is 
looking pale it is probably because he's been eating too many 
sweeties-Keith will give them to him, though I tell him not 
to of ten enough ! " 

I glanced at my wife but said nothing, though the accusa­
tion was definitely false. Mindful of a baby's delicate tummy, 
I rarely gave Noel anything to eat, and then only a tiny 
piece of barley sugar or some: other sweetmeat of which the 
doctor approved. So the matter passed off; but my heart sank, 
seeing that Chloris had noticed, as I had, the change in my 
little son's health. Where, where was this ghastly business to 
end? 

Why I should have got an idea that a talk to the odd 
little bearded man I had only once met might help me to 
come to some decision, I did not know; but I did, and awaited 
the date he had given me with impatience during the fort­
night that had to elapse before his return from Paris. At last 
the day of my appointment came, and after I had finished my 
work in the office I hailed a taxi and set out to find his flat. 

He lived in a tall, rather shabby and certainly unf ashion­
able block of flats in Battersea; but the flat itself, when he 
admitted me, though again shabby, was comfortably fur­
nished, warm, and lined on every wall with books, and the 
mantelpiece and a set of shelves in one corner bore a plentiful 
array of fascinating curios; it was plain that the little man 
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was not only widely read, but much travelled. I doffed my 
coat, at his suggestion, and sat down in a scuffed but com­
fortable leather airmchair by the fire while he faced me in 
my chair's fellow, and indicated with a wave of his hand the 
little coffee table that stood at his elbow, bearing a beaten 
brass tray that bore a varied array of bottles and glasses. 

"You will take a drink, Mr. Randolph?" he asked. "I have 
here vodka, slivovitz and a variety of foreign liqueurs-or 
would you prefer the British whisky and soda?" 

"I think I would," I said rather diffidently, and he nodded. 
Smiling and rising, he produced a bottle of whisky and a 
syphon from somewhere in the background and set them 
down beside me with a glass. 

"Help yourself, now, while I have some of my favourite 
slivovitz-plum brandy." He poured a tot of the purple 
coloured liqueur into an acorn-shaped glass of cut crystal, 
smelt it, sipped it and setting it down, spoke bluntly. . 

"Now let us get down to what you call brass tacks, Mr. 
Randolph. What can I do for you? For I know very well that 
you've not come to see me simply because you think I am 
a nice chap and want to meet me again ! " I flushed, for there 
was a faint bite in the little man's tone-yet what he said 
was true. His English was well nigh perfect but for a faintly 
foreign stress here and there, and his eyes were fixed on mine 
-I nodded. I would have to "come clean"-illbred though he 
might think it in me to discuss my wife. 

"You're quite right," I said. "I believe you used to know 
my wife in Italy-and I'm worried about her, Dr. Vronski." 

He nodded in his turn. 
"I did know her, but never very well," he said, "I was a 

friend of her father's mostly. I met him when I was in Milan 
going in for a course of special studies, and we met and liked 
each other-and so I saw something of his daughter. That 
was when she was a young girl, before her first marriage." 

"What were you studying?" I asked. He looked at me 
oddly. 

"I am by profession an archaeologist," he said. "But I take 
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an interest in many other things. In particular I am inter­
ested in psychic study-in what I suppose you might call 
magic." My heart leapt high. 

"That's what I wondered," I began. "Well, I meant that 
I believe my wife is-or was-interested in all that too. Was 
she when you knew her?" 

There was a long pause while he sipped again at his brandy 
and stared into the fire. 

When at last he spoke it was slowly, almost as though he 
was choosing his words carefully. 

"See here, my son-you will forgive me calling you that 
for I am certainly old enough to be your father? Why do 
you ask these questions? Do you fear that your wife may be 
what you call interested in magic?" 

I nodded and he went on thoughtfully, still staring into 
the fire. 

"This I do not, of course, know. All I know of your wife in 
these later days is that I was pleased to meet her again some 
days ago, at the house of my friends the Letsomes, and pleased 
to come to her house, where she was a charming hostess and 
seemed glad to receive me. You will, I hope, understand that 
when I used the word 'Magic' I do not of necessity mean 
what is called the black magic?" I nodded and he went on. 
"You know that all magic is simply calling up and making 
use of powers little understood of ordinary people, and that 
these powers are in themselves neutral, neither good nor evil. 
It is the use to which they are put that makes black magic or 
white!" 

"Yes, I do understand that," I said, remembering my talks 
to Chloris. "But I don't like the idea .... " He smiled dryly. 

"You don't like the idea of these powers being used at all I" 
he finished. "But you cannot stop that, my son! All down 
the ages certain people-ambitious people, greedy people, 
vengeful people, alas, as well as students who seek knowledge 
for its own sweet sake-have learnt to call them up and use 
them, and, I fear, all too often for mean and evil ends. Now, 
it would not surprise me to :find that your wife knew how to 
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get in touch with these powers, though naturally I do not 
know in what way she might wish to use them." He paused 
and took another drink,·then went on slowly. 

"All I know is that when I was in Milan all those years 
ago, one of the things I went there to do was to join a Group 
that worked there at that time specifically for the study of 
magic-though I did not tell Antonio Pirelli of this. Students 
of the Mysteries learn early to hold their tongues ! " He smiled 
dryly. "This Group was operated by a fine man, half-Russian, 
half-Italian, called Geronimo Lesando, and his wife Isolda. 
And it was here that I met your wife, who was then only 
about eighteen, one of the younger group of students that 
went to the meetings of this Group. I was interested in her, 
as she was-as she still is-an attractive woman, and such 
women are rarely drawn towards the serious and difficult 
study of magic; and when I saw that she was a bosom friend 
of Isolda' s, I felt oddly disquieted. I knew and trusted 
Geronimo-but I did not trust his wife ! " Here he paused 
and seemed to consider a moment before going on. 

"How shall I say this, to. be strictly fair? But when one 
has been an ardent student of psychic matters for many years, 
one develop~ what you could call, in your way, a 'hunch'; 
and while at the meetings of the Group at Geronimo's house 
that I attended, Isolda was the perfect hostess and partner to 
her husband, yet all the time I felt a certain sense of with.: 
drawal, shall I say, towards her." He paused again and went 
on. 

"She was a small, black-haired woman with a curious scar 
down one cheek-the result, she said, of a serious accident 
when she was a child-and she had a powerful, almost hyp­
notic personality that charmed and held many members of 
the Group ... and when later on I hear rumours that Isolda 
had formed a small group of her own, independent of her 
husband, I began to feel somewhat worried. For I could not 
imagine why Isolda should form a group without her hus­
band, and without informing him-for he, it was plain, knew 
nothing at all about this, which fact I and others established 
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by means of discreet questioning ! If Isolda was running a 
secret Group unbeknown to her husband, it was pretty 
obvious that the work of that Group was likely to be work 
directed to no good end-and as I suspected that the girl 
Gilda would be a member of Isolda' s Group, I grew very dis­
quieted. But there was nothing that I could do-and as I left 
Milan shortly afterwards, I can tell you no more." 

I rose and held out my hand. 
"Nevertheless, you have told me much, Dr. Vronski," I 

said. "I had no idea that my wife's interest in the study of 
magic dates back so far-and I have never heard her speak of 
anybody called Lesando, though I know many of her Milan 
friends. Let's hope it has all faded out now." 

He looked at me. 
"Yet you do not think it has, or you would not have 

come to ask me questions about it!" he said shrewdly. "And 
as far as that goes, I know that Isolda Lesando is in London 
now, though whether she is living or merely staying here, I 
do not know. I heard that after the death of her good husband 
she left Italy-and I saw her, though she did not see me, 
crossing Oxford Street only a few days ago ! " 

"Good God!" I said startled-and then told myself not to 
be a fool. I remembered that I had had to look up in Gilda's 
address book the telephone number of the Letsomes, as Celia 
Letsome had left a silver cigarette lighter of hers in our draw­
ing-room after the visit that she, her husband and Vronski 
had paid us; and I was quite certain that there had been no 
"Lesando" among the "L's" there. 

"Well, if she is, I'm sure my wife isn't seeing her," I said 
firmly and held out my hand. "Anyway, thank you for see­
ing me Dr. Vronski, and I hope your vision of three deaths 
ahead of me isn't true!" 

He shook my hand gravely. 
"It is true," he said sadly. "I read these things, but I cannot 

always explain them-two deaths, alas, are certain for you, 
yet three deaths are better, as with the third death will come 
-release ! Remember that, my son-and cling to prayer and 
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to your belief in the good in man, which comes from God. 
You should wear a protective amulet such as a crucifix." 

I nodded. "I do," I said. "I'm not a Roman Catholic, but a 
friend who knows my anxiety about my wife gave me a silver 
crucifix and made me promise to wear it." 

He smiled. "She-it was a woman, I guess-is right," he 
said. "And now, my son, good-bye. God bless you and keep 
up your heart, whatever happens." 

I needed his good wishes, for when I got home there was 
an agitated message awaiting me on the pad in the hall-a 
message from my father's secretary. My father had had a 
severe heart attack in the office-he had stayed late there 
working after I had left-and though the doctor had been 
sent for and all possible remedies applied while they awaited 
him, my father had died ! 
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I I 

The First Death 

NEEDLE s s to say, the shock and horror of this news sent 
the thought of Gilda and everything else right out of my head. 

I raged furiously against the Fates who had forbidden me 
to be present at my father's passing, though both the doctor 
and Miss Ambrose, my father's secretary, told me that I could 
have done nothing and he would not have had time to speak 
to me. He had been perfectly all right during the daytime, 
had even been discussing going to a play that he wanted to 
see, and had told his secretary to ring me up about this on 
the following day and find out whether I and my wife would 
care to come with him; in which case she was to book a box, 
and a special table at the Savoy Grill for supper afterwards. 
But soon after taking him in his usual five o'clock cup of tea 
into the office, Miss Ambrose had heard the sound of a fall 
and rushing in, had found my father lying unconscious be­
side his desk, having fallen out of his chair. 

He was still alive then, and breathing faintly, and soon 
after the doctor arrived, at a run, for he was very fond of 
my grand old father, as indeed were most people. But there 
was nothing he could do, and very soon my father died, 
quietly and without regaining consciousness! so I could not 
have done anything had I been there. And yet I raged and 
cursed that I was not there, and at first blamed it all on poor 
Vronski, whose appointment with me had been the cause of 
my leaving the office earlier than my usual time. 
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For at least two weeks I was not only badly shocked and 
grieved, but too rushed with arrangements for my father's 
cremation and the settling of his affairs to have time or in­
clination for worry about anything else. 

As may have been gathered from the earlier part of this 
chi-onicle, my father and I had a peculiarly close and happy 
relationship, and I missed his comradeship, his gentle humour, 
his kindly understanding, more and more each day. Having 
lost my mother as a mere baby, I had grown up with my 
father in a companionship that seemed to combine that of 
father, mother and friend alike; I knew very well thaJ I 
should miss him all my life, and my sorrow was deep and 
painful, as may be imagined. 

And all the time there rang at the back of my busy and 
confused mind Vronski's words "two deaths lie before you!" 
And lo and behold, here was the first death! The little man 
had been right. And the second? 

I would not let myself dwell on the possibility of the second 
death, but drove grimly ahead with the necessary arrange­
ments, noting with a certain sardonic amusement that Gilda, 
who had never liked or appreciated my father, nevertheless 
bore herself with the correct amount of sympathetic under­
standing; donned the requisite black, much as she hated it, 
for the cremation service, treated me with unusual considera­
tion and, as might have been expected from so superb an 
actress, showed herself, to the eyes of the world at least, in 
every way the ideal wife to a sorely bereaved man. Chloris 
and her stepmother, Aunt Mary, came to the service, and I 
could see, from theiI pink rimmed eyes and sober demeanour, 
that my father's death had shocked and distressed them also. 
I had no chance, of comse, of speaking to Chloris until the 
funeral arrangements and the business of proving my father's 
Will and so on could be settled; but I had every intention 
of doing so as soon as the ciicumstances made it possible. 

Actually, the business side of things was settled quickly 
and easily. My father had left a simple will, leaving the 
business as well as his property to me, barring various odd 

128 

~ 
no 

WO 

for 

sue 1 

ner 

~ 
n11t , 

latn 

citn 

Ve~ 
~· 
hen , 



personal articles to his closest friends, and a few legacies­
one, I was glad to note, to Miss Ambrose, who had been so 
good and faithful a secretary to him for many years. She was 
no longer young, and this legacy, which was a handsome one, 
would, carefully invested as it was, provide her with a com­
fortable basic income so that in future she need only take 
such work as she chose, and could do this in the comfort of 
her own home. 

As I sat talking to our lawyer, I could not help thinking 
bitterly of how pleased my wife would be at the death of my 
father! She had itched, ever since our marriage, for my father 
either to retire or, better still, to die, so that the whole of the 
very prosperous business known as "Randolph & Son" would 
be in my hands, and my income correspondingly doubled or 
trebled! And straight on the heels of this, there came to me 
a mental shock so sharp that for the moment I lost hold of 
what the lawyer was saying. Could it be possible that Gilda, 
my wife, had had some hand in this grimly-sudden death of 
the man she had always wanted out of the way? I answered 
mechanically as Foster talked on, though at the moment I 
hadn't the least idea of what he was saying, until with a 
great effort I pulled my attention back to him so that he 
noticed nothing. After the interview was over and he had 
left, I sat still for a moment, staring before me. 

Why the thought that Gilda, with her strange and alarm­
ing powers, might have used them against my father, should 
have come as a shock to me I can't think, now. After all, I 
was pretty sure that the death of Gilda's first husband, 
Quarenghi, had been no mere chance; and there had been 
the mysterious death by drowning of the woman Pirelli 
had planned to marry, as well as the death of Pirelli himself 
-ghastly as it was to imagine that a daughter would do 
anything to bring about the death of her father! 

But by this time I knew that Gilda's only real passion in 
life was for money and the power it brought with it-and 
there was no blinking the fact that all these three deaths had 
been very much to her advantage. 
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At last I told my secretary, Miss Burton, a quiet, efficient 
little woman who had worked for me for several years, that 
I had an attack of neuralgia coming on, and proposed to go 
home and take something to relieve it, and keep quiet for 
the rest of the day; it was then only about fivC: o'clock and 
early for me to quit the office-but I simply had to get away 
by myself for awhile and try to straighten out my thinking. 
Putting on my hat and coat, I went off to the Green Park­
a place where I of ten took refuge, as it was near to Bury 
Street and I loved the great trees, the ducks and geese on 
the lake, and in the summer the gorgeous beds of flowers; 
and as I strode, I tried hard to decide whether I was allow­
ing a childish belief in ancient superstition to tie up with 
Gilda's undoubtedly queer ways in such a fashion that I was 
persuading myself into suspecting all sorts of terrible and un­
likely things about her; or whether ... and it was my mental 
hesitation before that "whether" that finally decided me into 
going home to try and find out some definite proof one way 
or another about Gilda. 

I remembered thankfully that she had told me she would 
be dining out with the Letsomes-she had suggested that I 
came with her, but I had hastily invented a dinner with a 
business friend and had, in fact, intended to dine at my Club. 
Glancing at my watch, I saw that it was now nearly seven 
o'clock and, as the Letsomes dined early, Gilda would have 
dressed early and taken her car out for her daily spin before 
arriving there; the house would be blessedly empty but for 
Maria and Irina, who did not count. Leaving the Park, I 
hailed a taxi and within a quarter of an hour was letting 
myself into my home-the home that I had planned.so hope­
fully, that now seemed more like a prison than the happy 
centre of my life, as I had once dreamed ! 

Hanging up my outdoor things I went into the drawing­
room, poured myself out a stiff drink and then hunted out 
Gilda's address book and went carefully through the "L" sec­
tion again. I had a strong feeling that if she had been on such 
close friendly terms as Vronski had described with the woman 
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called Isolda, when she lived in Milan, the chances were that 
if Isolda had come to live in London, they would get in touch 
with each other; especially as both were interested in the same 
uncanny studies. But there was no "Lesando" there and I 
hesitated-then, struck with a sudden idea, I turned to the 
section devoted to those names beginning with the letter "I". 

I was right. It was there! Simply "Isolda" minus any sur­
name or any address; merely a telephone number and a few 
words scribbled alongside the name in Gilda's hand. "Every 
third Friday at 7.30 p.m." What could those meetings be but 
gatherings of Isolda's own Group-and the odds were, that 
she would be using that Group as she had done before in 
Milan, for the study and, I felt cer tain, the practice of Black 
Magic! But again, of this I had no solid proof, and short of 
going to one of the Group meetings, I was never likely to 
know what went on at them. 

Angry and disheartened, I returned the book to its usual 
place and, going into Gilda's workroom, stood for a moment 
looking about me. As I stared, I remember sending up a strong 
mental prayer that somehow, in some way, I might be guided 
into finding some real proof of Gilda's doings so that I could 
know whether my fears that these doings were deliberately 
and intentionally evil, were justified, or not ... and to this 
day I feel sure that that prayer of mine was answered, in the 
strangest way. 

For a few minutes I wandered vaguely round the work­
room, eyeing its usual clutter of day, tools, painting materials, 
jars filled with brushes, cloths both wet and dry, the wet ones 
shrouding some model or other on which Gilda was still 
working, so that it would be kept damp. Today there were 
no new models arranged on the table, the new ones were 
still baking in the kiln; yet I wandered about still, wonder­
ing why I did not leave the place, and yet urged by some 
strange inner impulse to stay there and continue my appar­
ently purposeless meandering. 

I looked through the row of books on the single bookshelf, 
and noted that they were all concerned with the making or 
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collecting of fine china and porcelain-I don't know quite 
what I expected to find, as Gilda was far too clever a woman 
to allow an array of books on magic to be there on display 
in her workroom. There were two or three hooks on the wall 
on which hung two overalls, one stained and smeared with 
clay, the other comparatively clean; and in one corner there 
was a large waste-paper-basket brimming with oddments. I 
pulled this out and, setting it on the table, picked out and 
examined one by one the bits and pieces with which it was 
filled. Odd pieces of paper, cigarette stubs, scribbled notes, 
apple cores, a few sweet-wrappers and many scraps of clay; 
two or three little bundles of newspaper which, when I un­
wrapped them, contained bits of broken models that had 
evidently not pleased their maker, who had scrapped them 
and started again; I knew what a perfectionist Gilda was 
about her work, and it was one of the few things that I still 
admired about her. 

There was a handful of ravelled wool and a few bits ot 
dress material and more torn paper, newspapers and other­
wise, but nothing else. Disappointed, I pushed the rubbish 
back into the wastepaper basket and went to put it back in 
its corner. Then as I set it down I saw that another little 
bundle of crumpled newspaper was just peeping out from 
beneath the edge of the long velvet curtain that had hidden 
it until my moving of the basket had pulled the curtain aside. 
Evidently Gilda had thrown whatever was in the paper bundle 
carelessly so that it did not fall into the basket, but beside 
it, and it had been hidden by the curtain until by chance I 
had moved the curtain. I stooped to pick it up, thinking it 
would be another discarded model, broken into bits and 
wrapped in paper-but the thing felt oddly solid and heavy 
in my hand. Curious, I opened it and saw something that set 
my heart beating like a mad thing ! 

It was the clay model of a man, and plainly of my father ! 
The clay was still soft, it had not been baked, and it was 
about five or six inches high. The face was indefinite, but the 
head was bald, with a tonsure of dark hair round the skull, 
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and a short beard covered the lower half of the face-both 
just what my father had worn. The figure had on dark trou­
sers, but wore one thing that made its identity definite; for 
dinner at night my father still kept up the now old-fashioned 
habit of ·changing for dinner-he always wore a maroon­
coloured velvet coat. And the figure wore a coat of precisely 
the same maroon! But that was not the worst. As the evil 
thing lay on the palm of my shaking hand, I saw that through 
the soft clay of the body, just where the heart would be, there 
was thrust a long blackheaded pin ! 

It would be quite impossible to attempt to describe the feel­
ings that overcame me as I stared down at the little figure 
in my hand. I had wanted and prayed for proof-and here it 
was! Proof final and undeniable that the woman I had maI­
ried was a witch, and that she had used one of the accepted 
forms of black magic in order to encompass the death of my 
poor father .... 

As I stared at the figure in its maroon-coloured coat, with 
the ring of dai-k hair about the base of the scalp and the short 
pointed beard that was so typical of my father, I felt a dozen 
warring emotions fighting within my breast. I knew that for 
months past now I had known the truth, but refused to re­
cognize it-partly because my sophisticated mentality, as a 
modem young man, fought against accepting the idea that the 
sinister beliefs-and practices-of an older day were not dead, 
but very much alive indeed; and partly out of a sort of be­
lated loyalty to Gilda, the Gilda I had first known and loved, 
or thought I loved. I knew only too well now, by painful 
experience, that that Gilda, compound in my besotted mind 
of every charm and virtue imaginable in a woman, had never 
existed except in my fervid imagination, stimulated by in­
fatuation; and yet something in me fought hard-and up to 
date, successfully-against the idea that she was . . . well, 
what she truly was. 

Now I knew, and there was no sense in trying to deceive 
myself-indeed, to do that would be to lay myself open to 
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trouble, as the only safety for me lay in facing the truth. 
Here in my hand lay the proof that Gilda was a witch to her 
bone and marrow, and would always be ! Had been, I guessed, 
in many earlier lives. I had always had a sneaking interest 
in the ancient doctrine of reincarnation, and could not but 
recollect that in the second dream of mine, where I sensed 
rather than saw a great gathering of people somewhere in 
the open air-in a forested glade, I thought-when I heard 
Gilda, the Gilda I knew, yet a Gilda I did not know, answer 
an interrogation from a grim and terrible Voice! Somehow 
I felt that this dream had taken me back to a scene that had 
actually happened some time in the Middle Ages and, I 
thought, in France ... but I pulled myself together fiercely, 
for this was no time to let myself go wandering down vague 
avenues of speculation. Gilda might be returning any moment, 
and if she found me with this day puppet in my hand .... 

I flinched away from the thought, wrapped the puppet 
carefully in a piece of tissue paper, thrust it into my pocket 
and left the room, dosing the door carefully behind me. 

I went direct to the telephone-somehow I must find 
Chloris, I knew, and for the time being, at least, avoid meet­
ing Gilda. For I was afraid if I met her in the mood I was in 
then, that I would find it hard to prevent myself doing or say­
ing something that would warn her that I knew what she had 
so carefully tried to hide from me-indeed, in the black fury 
I was in at the moment, I would have taken the greatest 
pleasure in seizing her by the throat and throttling the evil 
life out of her! I realized that for a time at least I must give 
myself a chance to recover from the shock, and pull myself 
together before I met her. As I took up the telephone, the 
drawing-room door was open and I saw through the chink 
that Irina, who had had her supper with Maria in the kitchen, 
had evidently finished her supper and was going up the stairs. 
I called out to her. 

"Irina! Would you please put out the small brown leather 
suitcase that I use for short visits in my bedroom? I shall be 
packing a few things, as I have an urgent call to go to the 
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Midlands and must leave tonight, the minute I've made this 
telephone call. So please tell your mistress I've been called 
away on business and may be away a few days. Say I'll tele­
phone her when I shall be returning." 

Irina nodded and went on up the stairs, and within a few 
moments I heard Chloris' dear voice on the telephone. 

"Hullo Keith? You sound upset, somehow? What's hap­
pened?" 

"I want to tell you about it," I said carefully-for it might 
be that Irina, or Maria, both of whom spoke English, were 
listening, and I had no desire for my movements that night 
to appear other than what I had already described! "I have 
to catch a train after dinner to the Midlands-I've got to go 
north on urgent business, but I must see you before. It's 
important." 

"I see," said Chloris. "In that case, you'd better come here 
and have some food with me-I shall be alone, as mother is 
in bed with a slight chill. Come right along and spill the 
beans!'' 

"I'll come," I said thankfully. "Give me half an hour-I 
must pack a few things into a suitcase that I'll bring with me. 
So long, bless you ! " 

As the taxi rolled me along about twenty minutes later I 
sent up my mental thanks for the lucky chance that Aunt 
Mary was in bed so that Chloris and I would be alone; and 
when I went into the Ionides' flat and Chloris, her charming 
face bearing a faint frown of concern, opened the door to me, 
I sent up another-a prayer of thanks that I had in Chloris 
a sure haven of refuge from the storms and stresses of my life 
with Gilda ! I set down my suitcase and she raised her brows 
-we were so closely en rapport that increasingly of ten I 
found her echoing my thoughts be£ ore they were really for­
mulated. I nodded, looking at the suitcase as I doffed my hat 
and coat. 

"You're right, it's camouflage," I said briefly. "I'm not 
going anywhere, actually-but I had to get out of the flat 
until I'd got my balance back. I've been knocked clean off 
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it I Give me a strong drink, my dear, and take one yourself­
you'll need it ! " 

She nodded, and I followed her into the drawing-room. 
Here without a word she poured me out a strong whisky and 
soda and a sherry for herself, and indicated the seat beside 
her on the sofa beside the fire. 

Sitting down I drank off a good half of my whisky and set 
the glass down with a sigh of relief. 

"Chloris," I said, "I'm running away-for the time being 
at least. I've reached a stage where I simply can't meet Gilda 
until I've got myself completely in hand again!" Chloris 
looked at me steadily. 

"I think you are wise," she said. "And you want to tell 
me what caused this ! But you'll have to keep it now until 
after dinner's served because Rena will be in and out. I can 
see that it's something serious and to do with Gilda. How 
long are you going to stay away from her?" 

"At least for several days," I said. "Luckily Gilda was out 
when I returned from the office and I found-well, I'll tell 
you what I found later. I told Irina to tell Gilda I had to rush 
up to the Midlands to see a special sale there where I might 
pick up some good things, and I packed a bag and here I am." 
Chloris got up and, going over to a low carved Canterbury 
that held an array of magazines, fished one out and, coming 
back, held it out to me. 

"Here's where I'm going to be very useful to you," she 
said. "Haven't you seen the advertisement of Lord Perrott's 
collection in here? I've heard you and your father mention 
him as a discerning collector who had some good stuff, and 
apparently he's decided to get rid of some of his things." 

It was a copy of the antique dealer's favourite journal, the 
Collector, and I am ashamed to say I had been so busy that 
month with my personal troubles that I had not bothered to 
glance at the new number which she handed to me; and there, 
sure enough, on one of the inner pages was the announce­
ment that Lord Perrott, the wellknown collector, had decided 
to sell some of his treasures. Anybody interested was advised 
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to pay a visit to Harlsden Manor, Perrott's place in Stafford­
shire, without delay, as his taste was wellknown and there 
was bound to be a rush. I put down the paper with a sigh 
of relief. 

"That's solved my problem-thanks to you-and it's in 
the Midlands too, by luck!" I said. "I can drop Gilda a card 
from Harlsden when I am there, and that will prevent her 

. asking any awkward questions. I'll sleep tonight at the Club 
and catch an early train tomorrow up to Staffordshire." 

At that moment Rena announced dinner, which, Chloris 
said, she insisted on serving in the usual way, although Aunt 
Mary was ill in bed, and very good it was; onion soup, which 
I loved, though Gilda always swore it was a vulgar taste; 
spaghetti with Bolognese sauce, made as only Rena could make 
it, and a mushroom souffle to top up with. And afterwards, 
settled comfortably in the drawing-room, Chloris having paid 
her stepmother a brief visit to see that she was all right, we 
sat facing each other on the sofa. 

I drank my coffee and the tiny glass of green ouzo that 
accompanied it-the Ionides, naturally, liked Greek drinks 
and always had a bottle of ouzo, the resin-flavoured liqueur, 
on hand, and I had learned to like it in Greece-and spoke 
decisively. 

"Chloris, you remember how often we have discussed the 
possibility of Gilda's being a witch?" 

Chloris nodded without speaking, her eyes on mine, and 
pushing my hand into my pocket, I fished out the little packet 
I had carried since my tragic discovery of it. It was now 
carefully wrapped in a clean handkerchief, and as I unrolled 
it and held it out, I felt again a wave sweep over me of the 
blind fury I had felt when I first saw it. My dear old father, 
so kind, so gentle, so wise, so patient with my youthful 
cranks and stupidities and extravagances! The wave passed, 
leaving me with a sense of unutterable sadness, and Chloris, 
as she saw and recognized what I was showing her, put her 
hands to her mouth, grew white and uttered a wordless 
cry. 
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"Oh, oh ! " There was a pause, and she spoke, her horrified 
gaze riveted on the puppet in my hand. "Keith, I can't believe 
it! And yet, there's the proof! She killed him, in the ancient 
traditional way .... " 

"And if killing her in return," I said savag~ly, "would do 
any good I'd strangle her, the fiend, with my bare hands! 
But ... that would only satisfy my personal hate of her, and 
nothing else." 

"And you mustn't let your hate of her make you act with­
out thinking," said Chloris hastily. "Because she holds the 
safety of Noel in her hands-and that's why you can't either 
show her you know, nor leave her, or she would take it out 
on Noel!" 

"I know," I said grimly. "But listen while I tell you how 
I found this." Rising, she poured both of us out another dose . 
of ouzo-and I'll bet she needed it as much as I did !-and 
when she sat down, I told her the story of how I had been 
hunting for Isolda Lesandos' address and found it, at least 
found that Gilda knew her telephone number. Then how I 
had, by sheer accident, found the clay figure of my father, 
which she had evidently thrown into the corner, thinking it 
would fall as usual into the wastepaper basket always kept 
there--and Chloris listened in silence, only nodding now and 
then, but never once taking her blue eyes from mine as she 
listened. When I had finished she spoke reflectively. 

"I know she has a friend called Isolda," she said, "though 
I've never met her, and I don't think she comes to your place. 
I think Gilda goes to hers. At least, I remember, after your 
last cocktail-party, Aunt Mary and I were the last to leave. 
I'd said good-bye and you were trying to get a taxi for Aunt 
Mary, and I'd found I'd forgotten my gloves and went back 
to the drawing-room to get them-I remembered I'd put them 
on the piano. I stepped in softly, as Gilda was telephoning­
her back was to me, and I heard her talking to somebody 
she called 'Isolda', I remember the name, as it's rather an 
unusual one. She was discussing some meeting or other that 
she was going to at Isolda's flat. ... " 
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"Probably one of these damn Black Magic evenings she 
goes to regularly," I said, and Chloris went on. 

"Well, anyway, I heard her say 'Isolda' two or three times, 
but nothing else of importance, and in any case I wasn't wait­
ing. I picked up my gloves and crept away without Gilda's 
ever knowing I'd been in the room-as you know, the tele­
phone's at the far end of the room, and her back was towards 
me." 

"Well," I said, "Vronski is right! I went and had a talk 
with him, you know, though he wasn't much use to me; he 
only knew Gilda as a girl of nineteen. But he did say that 
even then, Gilda was a friend of Isolda's, who was the wife of 
an advanced magician-a White one, though-and that he 
knew that Isolda was running a secret group of her own that 
was anything but white, and that Gilda belonged to it!" 

"Are you going to destroy the puppet?" Chloris asked. 
"Not on your life!" I said grimly. "I'm keeping it so that 

one of these days, when I feel it's safe to defy Gilda, I'm 
going to confront her with it ! Because however cleverly she 
may try to deny it, it's a solid proof that she is a witch and 
that she used witchcraft to destroy my father!" 

I re-wrapped the pitiful little object in my handker­
chief and thrust it into my pocket, and Chloris rose to her 
feet. 

"All right-but don't do that until you're sure that nobody 
is in danger from her. And yet. ... " suddenly her soft arm 
went round my shoulders and she pressed her cheek to mine 
bent towards her. "Oh, Keith, I love you so much that even 
while I realize that you are the last person she is likely to 
hurt, I still fear for you ! And tonight, seeing that horrible 
tangible proof of her evil powers-my fears are shaking me 
terribly! Thank heaven you're getting away from her for 
at least a few days!" 

At her touch everything else went out of my head, my lips 
found hers, and for a few minutes we clung to each other 
in passionate silence, heart beating on heart, lips together as 
though nothing could ever part them again-and then, softly 
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but firmly, Chloris pushed me away from her. She laughed 
tremulously as she did so. 

"Yes, I invited that, I know, and I shouldn't have done so! 
It only makes it worse having to keep you at arm's length, as 
I must do, if I stick to my principles as I mean to do ! " 

"I only wish," I said thickly, for I was still quivering with 
the passion she had awakened in me. "I only wish you'd 
let me make love to you properly ! There are times when--" 
but she laid a perfumed hand quickly on my lips to silence 
me. 

"Don't say it!" she said. "Do you think that I don't wish 
the same sometimes? _Of course I do ! I'm a normal woman, 
and young, and you are my man and I love you, and I want 
nothing more intensely than to give myself to you! But 
not now, Keith, and maybe never, unless we can marry and be 
together for always. And whether Gilda would ever permit 
that, only God knows-and He won't tell! Now get your 
things on and take your bag, my dear, and go to the Club­
and tomorrow take an early train to Harlsden, and good luck 
to you. I hope you find some lovely things in the Perrott col­
lection." 

lllHi 
fl~! 
Oort 
O~· 

an1 t 
an~ a 

a~~ 
fumot 

lllucn 
lllore. 

' 
a~ct 
lllin~ I 

to~. 
%no; 



12 
The Truth Comes Out 

MANY times during the ensuing week did I thank Chloris for 
her interest in the Collector-an interest that had, of course, 
developed through her contact with my father and me­
that had led her to notice the advertisement of Lord Perrott's 
sale; I would probably, sunk in the slough of my own troubles, 
not have bothered to look at it, though that very copy con­
taining the advertisement was at that moment lying on the 
table in my drawing-room. 

My visit to Staffordshire proved more than worthwhile, for 
I bought a number of covetable pieces, furniture and glass 
and china, for Bury Street; and Lord Perrott, whom I had 
met several times in London when he came to Bury Street-he 
had known my father for many years-was charming to me. 
Once he invited me to lunch with his family-they occupied 
only one wing of Harlsden Manor, which was far too big for 
any modern family to live in unless they were millionaires­
and again to dinner, along with old Paul Bristowe; which was 
a great compliment to me, as Paul was one of the world­
famous experts in antiques, while I was still one of the very 
much younger set. I was much flattered at this, and even 
more at Bristowe's attitude to me, which was more than kind 
and encouraging; so one way and another, the week kept my 
mind well away from the terrible problem of Gilda and what 
to do abo1;t her; so that by the time I travelled down to Lon­
don once more and took a taxi from the station to my home, 
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I was at least thoroughly in control of myself once more and 
ready for anything that I might have to face. 

Yet the hardest thing I ever did in my life was to sit that 
night opposite Gilda at dinner, and listen and respond to her 
talking ! Luckily she was full of talk, having met that after­
noon, at a friend's house, the representative of a wealthy and 
prominent Manchester firm who, she thought, would be will­
ing to consider arranging for her to have an Exhibition of 
her ceramic work in Manchester one day later on in the year, 
when her London Show should be over. The friend she was 
visiting had several of Gilda's best pieces in her possession, 
and the little man had been very much impressed. 

When he left he had expressed his full intention of press­
ing his employers to arrange a show at their large gallery in 
Manchester; so Gilda was in high spirits, and I doubt whether 
she even noticed how little I myself talked .... Though she 
may, indeed, have grown accustomed to my comparative 
silence, as since my suspicions about her had first awakened 
I had grown increasingly ill-at-ease with her, and found mak­
ing ordinary conversation-which I tried hard to do when­
ever Maria or others were in the room, lest the suspicion 
arise that my wife and I didn't "get on"-more and more 
difficult. 

I was thankful that that night there was .a T.V. show on 
of an opera we both liked, so that there was no need to try 
and keep up any conversation after dinner; and I was even 
more thankful when the end of the show came and Gilda, 
picking up her cigarette case and her lighter, rose to her feet 
and announced her intention of going to bed. I nodded and 
bade her good night-we had long abandoned the casual 
touch on the cheek that passes as a good night kiss for so 
many married couples. She left the room and I heard her light 
steps ascending the stairs to the bedroom above. 

A short time passed, and I was idly watching a sports pro­
gramme that didn't interest me, and wondering whether I 
could possibly summon up sufficient independence of mind 
to try and read a book, when there was the sound of a shrill 
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scream from above and a thud, and I sprang to my feet. What 
on earth had happened? Within a moment I was running up 
the stairs, and as I reached the landing I saw that Irina, 
Noel's nurse, who had gone to bed, had plainly been awak­
ened by the screams and had, like me, come out to see what 
had happened. 

Her wide scared eyes met mine, and I remember realizing 
what a young thing she still was, despite her nursing train­
ing, with her fair hair in twin plaits, and her thin young 
neck rising from the collar of her blue dressing-gown. 

"It's Madame," she whispered. "What has happened to 
her? Dio mio, what a shriek!" 

As she was talking we both made for Gilda's room out of 
which, as you know, the smaller room, originally the dressing­
room, but now my permanent bedroom, led. Gilda had plainly 
begun to undress, for her frock lay across a chair and her 
shoes had been kicked off-but she lay unconscious close to 
the door of the dressing-room; and remembering what Chloris 
had placed above the door there, I had no need to inquire 
what had happened! For some reason Gilda had wanted 
something out of my room, so she had tried to pass under the 
iron rod; and its power, inimical to all witches, had struck her 
down. 

Here, if I needed it, was fresh proof! Without a word 
Irina and I lifted her, carried her to the bed and laid her 
down upon it, and while I spread the coverlet over her, Irina 
went about the room picking up the discarded frock and shoes. 
But even as I drew up the coverlet I saw Gilda's eyes open 
and :fix themselves on me. They rested there for a moment, 
and then she realized the presence of Irina in the room and 
called out her name sharply. I moved to leave her, meaning 
to go and get a glass of brandy, for she looked terribly white; 
but she clutched the sleeve of my coat and clung fiercely to 
it as she called again. 

"Irina! Drop what you're doing and come here!" 
With open mouth the girl put down the shoes she had just 

picked up and approached the bed as Gilda spoke again. 
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"Irina ! Go and feel under the carpet in the doorway of the 
dressing-room and see if you can find anything hidden there?" 

Still gaping, the girl obeyed, while I stared down at my 
wife, suddenly beginning to realize that she suspected the 
truth-and when Irina, after fumbling on the floor for a 
moment, declared that there was nothing under the carpet, 
Gilda snapped out. 

"Then look over the door-quick ! Along the lintel ! " And 
before I could draw a breath Irina reached up-she was a tall 
girl-on tiptoe and touched something lying along the lintel 
that fell with a clatter at her feet. It was the iron rod! 

I stood frozen into immobility as Irina stooped to pick it 
up and made to approach the bed; but Gilda cried out loudly. 

"Don't come near me-don't, I tell you! Take that thing 
downstairs and throw.it away-into the dustbin, out into the 
road, I don't care where-but get rid of it, d'you hear?" 

The urgency in her voice was patent, and Irina, plainly 
now badly frightened, fled away through the dressing-room 
door carrying the iron rod-and Gilda, releasing her hold on 
my sleeve, sat up, swung her legs on to the ground and stood 
upright, facing me. I stood rigid, and set my teeth. Best have 
it out now, since events had forced my hand! 

For a moment we stood facing each other in silence and 
then Gilda gave a bitter laugh of mockery. 

''Who gave you the idea of trying to bar the witch from 
your room, my handsome young husband?" she said. "I'd 
have found it out long ago had I felt sufficiently drawn to 
you to want to come into your room, but I didn't. It's a long 
time since I lost interest in you as a lover." 

''It's of no importance how the rod got up there," I said 
steadily. "Maybe I put it there myself. I've been reading up 
a lot about you and your kind these past months, and I know 
it would be a barrier you couldn't cross." She shrugged her 
shoulders and moved across the room. 

"Cold iron-cold iron and running .water," she muttered. 
"Both barriers to us, and always have been ! So you know 
what I am?" 
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HYes," I said steadily. 
Putting my hand into my pocket, I fished out the little 

packet containing the puppet figure of my father, unwrapped 
it from the paper around it and held it out in the palm of my 
hand. 

"I've suspected for a long time that you were a witch," I 
said, "and here is the proof of it! I found it a week ago near 
the wastepaper basket in your workroom. Are you going to 
try and deny that you did this? Made a day puppet of my 
father and then stuck pins into it through his heart so as 
gradually to kill him?" As she was silent I went on. "I've 
known, of course, for ages that you wanted him dead so 
that the business came into my hands-and here is the proof 
that you succeeded. You killed him-you fiend in human 
form!" 

Gilda looked at the little figure in my hand for a moment 
without speaking-then she shrugged her shoulders and 
looked me in the eyes; and so help me God, I blanched, for 
I never saw in any other human creatures eyes the sheer evil 
that flamed in hers! But then, again, she wasn't human ... 
not as we understand humanity, at least. ... 

"So you found that ! " she commented. "Serves me right for 
not clearing out my wastepaper basket myself-I suppose 
Irina didn't do it thoroughly. Yes, of course it's true! I mar­
ried you because I wanted a well-to-do English husband-I 
could have married again in Milan, but there had been talk 
when Quarenghi died, and I was not popular. They know 
more in Italy than you bovine English do about witchcraft, 
and they suspected me; so I knew it was better to go to an­
other country to find a second husband." 

"Did you kill Quarenghi," I asked, "and your father too, 
and that woman your father planned to marry? I found in 
your drawer those envelopes with hair and nail parings, and 
that black notebook too .... " 

Gilda smiled. 
"I don't have to answer your questions," she said regally. 

"Let the past hold its own secrets! But as you found that day 
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figurine, I'll admit that I used my ancient knowledge to get 
rid of your father, and I did it for the reason you guessed. I 
want to be rich-really rich-and with your father out of the 
way, I can be! That business of yours is booming, and if you 
will only listen to me it can be extended .... " 

"I'll listen to yon about nothing," I cried. "You're an evil 
woman and I hate and dread you, and if it wasn't for .... " 

"I know," said Gilda. "If it wasn't for Noel! Don't ever 
forget, my so-clever Keith, that if you should be such a fool 
as to -try and leave me and take the child with you-which 
I know is in your mind-that I have taken the precaution of 
keeping snippings of Noel's hair and nails, .also of yours! 
And though I should not kill you, since it is from you that I 
must get most of the money I need and mean to have, don't 
forget than I can do you harm-and how would you like to 
be afflicted with some loathsome skin-disease the doctors 
couldn't cure? And don't forget either, that if you leave me 
and take Noel with you, I'm perfectly capable of striking at 
him wherever he may be, no matter how far away! And," 
she went on relishingly, enjoying the sight of my stricken 
face "make no mistake, I should enjoy it! How would you 
enjoy seeing Noel suddenly crippled by some awful bone 
trouble-or losing his sight, or the power of speech that he's 
only just developing?" 

"You are a heartless, bloodless fiend," I said hoarsely, 
" d " an .... 

Gilda laughed. 
''Do you expect sloppy songs of earthly mother-love from 

a witch?" she demanded. "Let me tell you, Keith, I come of a 
long line of witches, and I'm proud of it-followers of our 
Lord Lucifer, in Whose Hand lies the earth and all that per­
tains to it! You can worship that bloodless Saviour of yours 
if you like, and look forward to going to that bread-and­
butter heaven after you've denied yourself every exciting and 
amusing activity possible on earth! I .prefer my own God, 
Who has given me in countless lives past what He always 
promises his followers. Riches and power enough to get them 
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all the wonderful things they want on earth-and He will 
see that I get them in this life, if I do His Will ! " 

But I felt I could stand no more. Blindly I turned towards 
the door, averting my eyes from the face of the woman who 
recited the damned creed in which it was plain she entirely 
believed, and she laughed again, the harsh mocking laugh of a 
devil from hell. But before I left I had something else to say. 

"Listen to me!" I said hoarsely. "It's true that because of 
what you might do to Noel, I can't leave you and take him 
with me, or by God, I would go tomorrow ! But this at least 
I can do. You will tell Irina tomorrow that because he is get­
ting to a restless age and disturbs you, you will not have him 
left in your bedroom tomorrow afternoon, or at all in the 
future-I know what goes on when he is alone with you then, 
and don't expect me to tell you how I know, for I will not! 
But unless you do this-and if at any time harm comes to 
Noel that I can trace back to you-then I swear I shall cut 
down your allowance by at least half; and moreover, I shall 
refuse to pay the rent of the gallery here in London, and the 
Manchester gallery too that is proposing to show your things 
in the spring." Now for the moment at least she was im­
pressed, as I had expected. With her passion for money, this 
was the only threat that had the least power to move her. I 
waited by the door for a long moment, and then, turning 
with a shrug of her shoulders. she snapped out an answer. 

"Very well-I can do without the damned brat now ! I've 
got plenty out of him-and there are other ways. And now 
go! Go and tell all this to that milkfaced Chloris of yours! 
Dear me, do you imagine I don't know what's been happen­
ing between you? I always carry my crystal ball with me 
when I travel, and in it I've watched you time and again 
when you've been with her-dancing, dining, making sheep's 
eyes at each other ! " I whirled round on my heels and spoke 
thickly. 

"Chloris is the only decent influence in my life now my 
father's gone!" I said. "And if you dare harm a hair of her 
head I swear I'll strangle you, Gilda-I swear it ! " 
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She shrugged her shoulders again and laughed contemp­
tuously. 

"Harm her-why should I? She keeps you occupied and 
out of my way, and that suits me all right-and do you 
imagine that if you go to bed with the silly girl, that it will 
disturb me?" 

"I don't," I snarled. "Chloris is what you and your kind 
will never understand-~he's a good girl. ... " 

"You can go play with her, in bed or out, all you want," 
said Gilda, "and as long as she doesn't interfere with my 
plans she will be safe. Otherwise .... " 
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The Second Death 

I HAD hoped that my threat of cutting down the supplies of 
money on which Gilda had counted so much would bring 
her more or less to heel; and certainly, for several weeks after 
the scene between us described in the last chapter, in which 
at long last the truth lay naked and undisguised between us, 
she behaved with great discretion. Visited Noel more often 
than usual; went out of her way to be amiable to me, went 
out but little, except for her evening "breather" in her car, 
and worked hard at preparing new models for her show. 

I had told her bluntly that the less I saw of her the better; 
but for the sake of appearances, we had, some nights in the 
week, to dine together, though on those occasions I tried 
to have somebody else come to dine, as I found it the hardest 
thing in the world now to sit tete-a-tete with my wife, making 
ordinary conversation with her, for the sake of Maria and 
Irina ! Yet sometimes this had to be done, for the last thing 
I wanted was an obvious break that would cause talk; and 
knowing how servants gossip one with another, we had to 
keep up the conventional attitude of a reasonably happy 
couple before them, at least. 

One thing for which I was thankful was that Gilda obeyed 
me in dropping the habit of Noel's having his afternoon sleep 
in her room while she had hers-or was supposed to have it. 
She told Irina that now Noel was growing older he burbled 
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and whimpered or cried out sometimes in his sleep, and this 
disturbed her; so she had decided to let Maria have charge 
of the baby during the two hours that Irina took off every 
afternoon. Maria, who adored the baby, was delighted at the 
idea; and now, on her way out every afternoon, Irina would 
bring down Noel's carry-cot, put it beside the kitchen fire 
opposite the comfortable wicker chair in which Maria would 
sit knitting, deposit Noel safely in the cot, tuck him up, and 
go out; and seeing this, I was satisfied. How could I have 
dreamt of the dire result of my plan for the child's safety? 

Chloris, to whom of course I recounted the painful scene 
when the rod was discovered, was deeply sympathetic, but 
agreed with me that I had done all I could and must now 
simply sit back and await events-always the most difficult 
thing to do! She rejoiced that the afternoon arrangements 
concerning the baby had been altered, and, like me, felt the 
worst danger to Noel was now past and over-how bitterly 
wrong we both were! . 

Since now Gilda knew all about our feelings for each other 
and apparently did not care one way or the other, Chloris 
and I saw no reason why we should not meet for dinner now 
and then; and even go dancing, though this had to be care­
fully rationed, as though Gilda did not care a button for me, 
she was exceedingly jealous of her prerogative as a wife. For 
me to be seen too often escorting a pretty girl would inevit­
ably have given rise to the usual gossip, which she would 
resent; and I feared lest her resentment might be "taken out" 
on Chloris, in some unpleasant way. I knew that my beloved 
was well protected; but by this time I had good reason to 
fear the evil powers of the woman I had married, and I 
dreaded the possibility of these being brought into play against 
Chloris. Gilda did not want me herself; but she would strongly 
object to the world at large seeing me apparently attached 
to the heels of another woman, since this would reflect upon 
her own powers as a woman-and this her vanity would 
never endure ! 

So Chloris and I limited ourselves very severely as regards 
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dancing, dining etc., in places where Gilda's fashionable 
friends were likely to foregather, and when we went out 
together chose small and unfashionable places-and so for 
some weeks life went on. You couldn't call it smoothly, speak­
ing mentally at least, for whenever I was with Gilda I was 
conscious of being ever on guard, alert for danger of some 
sort-though I couldn't possibly have said what; and under 
cover of the bright, brittle manner that she sedulously kept 
up, I knew she was watching me with the sharp intentness of 
a crouching cat. But somehow we kept up appearances before 
the eyes of the world at least; and luckily I was extremely 
busy then, as my father's death had brought a shower of 
letters, telegrams, orders and even visits from colleagues of 
his all over the world; and while I was intensely proud of this 
proof of the respect and admiration in which he was held 
in his chosen profession, I was deeply anxious to show myself 
at least a reasonably worthy successor to him, as I was the 
product of his training and had spent my life in his shadow. 
I'm glad to say that apparently I succeeded in this, and many 
new orders and even new clients came the way of "Randolph 
& Son"; and I visualized the happy time, far in the future, 
when Noel would be old enough to be trained by me as I had 
been trained by my father, and the name above the door of 
our shop in Bury Street, "Randolph & Son" would once again 
have its true meaning. 

So one way and another, life went on, and I was thankful 
to see that Noel was regaining his old colour and energy­
when one night I had yet another dream! 

Nowadays I kept the door between the dressing-room where 
I slept and Gilda's room permanently locked-not that I 
thought she would ever be likely to come in, as these days it 
was plain that she wanted to see me as little as I wanted to 
see her; just enough to keep up appearances in the social 
world, that was all. But somehow I felt happier with the door 
locked, so that I couldn't even hear her moving about or smell 
the strong Eastern perfume she used; and one night I had 
returned from the office not only very tired, but with the be-
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ginnings of a nasty cold on me, and had gone up to bed early, 
only to find myself awake in the early hours of the morning, 
sweating with fear and shaking from head to foot ! 

I had found myself once more standing somewhere in a 
copse of tall trees. I could smell the faint scent of grass and 
pine trees and other wild things, and I could see, between the 
branches that arched over my head, glimpses of a dark-blue 
night sky sprinkled thickly with stars. I was not alone, for 
I could hear and sense round me the stealthy movement of 
many people, though I could see nothing more definite than 
an occasional dark cloaked and hooded figure-and I am now 
glad that the sight of That Which Spoke was hidden from 
me. 

But I could hear what It said clearly enough. 
It said. "Daughter, do you hear me?" And lo, in return 

I heard the voice of Gilda! Again, where she was I do not 
know-but her voice was there, replying to That Which 
Spoke. 

"I hear you, Master, and I know what you would say to 
me." The Voice spoke, and I shuddered at its grim ruthless­
ness. 

"The sacrifice is still delayed, daughter, and already we 
have waited overlong." 

"I know, Master," said Gilda submissively. "I would have 
brought it to you before, as I promised, but in the earth-life 
I am forced to lead, there are difficulties ... I have dealt death 
to the older Randolph, at least." 

The Voice interrupted, and in it there was a note of sharp 
contempt. 

"What use was that to Me? He was what the foolish world 
calls a good man, so that on death he went to the Enemy's 
camp, and there he abides, and neither I or my legions can 
hope to reach him! But I still await, and I demand, the sacri­
fice you ought to have made so many centuries ago, and must 
make now in compensation for your failure then .... " 

"I know Master, I know." Gilda's voice was shaky but 
determined. 
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''I swear to you, by the faith in You that my fathers held 
and to which, as you know, I cling, that the sacrifice shall 
be duly made-and soon-!" Then there arose a distant thun­
derous sound like the exulting cry of a myriad voices, gloat­
ing, triumphing, that so frightened me that I awoke sharply 
and, as I said, found myself sweating and shaking in sheer 
terror. 

I told myself it was only another nightmare of the sort 
I'd had before; but that was little comfort, and besides I had 
a nasty hunch that somehow it wasn't entirely a dream­
though if it wasn't, I couldn't give any explanation as to 
what it might be. 

I got up and poured myself a drink from the little corner 
cupboard in which I kept a small supply of drinks mingled 
with odd medicines such as aspirin, cough mixture, stomach 
tablets and so on, and at last got off to sleep again. 

But next day I was preoccupied and worried, couldn't get 
the memory of the thing out of my mind; also this cold was 
bothering me, and as towards the end of the morning I was 
running a temperature, I decided to go home and if things 
got worse, to send for Dr. Barton. 

Needless to say, the last thing I wanted to do was to spend 
the day at home, as that would mean lunching with Gilda; 
but luckily I found that she was lunching out. So I had my 
meal alone, saw Irina bring Noel's cot down and put it in 
the kitchen, settle Noel cosily in it and then go blithely out, 
just as Gilda came back. Hearing her key in the lock, I had 
hastily retreated into the drawing-room where, I had told 
her on the telephone, I should probably spend the rest of 
the day working with my secretary after lunch, and taking 
large doses of the medicine that Dr. Barton had prescribed 
for my cold. 

Peeping through the chink of the drawing-room door as 
I held it an inch or so ajar, I saw Gilda greet Irina briefly, 
shut the front door behind her as the girl went out, and then 
stand still for a moment or two, her eyes fixed on the black 
shape of Satan, her cat, who was stealing down the staircase 
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to greet her, as he always did. Then she went softly to the 
kitchen door; peeping inside it, she then turned and picked 
up Satan, who was close on her heels, and holding him in her 
arms, whispered something, or seemed to, into his ear. Then 
she put him down and he disappeared into the kitchen. She 
stood for a moment watching where he had vanished round 
the door and then, smiling a little satisfied smile, turned and 
ascended the stairs to her room. I watched her, feeling puzzled. 
As a rule she and Satan were virtually inseparable, and he 
always slept at the foot of her bed while she took her siesta; 
and I wondered why, on this occasion, for some reason she 
had chosen to send him into the kitchen? 

Looking back at that moment, I marvel that I did not 
suspect her evil design. But I only felt rather puzzled, dis­
missed the thing as another of Gilda's vagaries, and betook 
myself to the sofa where I pulled a rug over myself and 
settled down to sleep until Miss Burton came at four o'clock. 
I had told her not to come until then, as Dr. Barton, who 
had given me a medicine that contained, among other things, 
something to keep my nerves quiet, and told me that a long 
sleep after lunch would do me good. He said that I was far 
too nervy, and he supposed it was the worry and shock of 
my father's death. I had to suppress a wry grin, thinking 
how he would stare did I ever tell him the real reason for 
my nerviness! 

I slept for a couple of hours, and then woke to the sound 
of a ringing scream ! It was Irina, just returned from her 
afternoon's walk-I sprang from the sofa and rushed into the 
hall to see the girl clinging to the handle of the kitchen door 
in shaking hysterics. All I could make out were screams of 
"the baby, the baby!" and something about a cat-and when 
I rushed into the kitchen I saw Maria, grey-faced with horror, 
staring as though transfixed down at the carrycot, which was 
on the floor of the kitchen opposite to the chair in which she 
had been sitting-and there, curled in• a black heap, flat on 
the face of my little son, was Satan! 

I pounced to seize the brute, but he was too quick for 
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me-I would have strangled him, the black devil, with my 
bare hands had I got hold of him-but he was gone like a 
flash, past me and out of the door, as I lifted from the cot 
the body of my child ! Dead ! Suffocated by that fiendish cat 
Satan ! As Vronski had foretold, the second death was 
here .... 

By this time Maria, thoroughly awake and realizing that 
it was because of her falling asleep that the child was dead, 
had added her shrieks and wails to Irina's, and I rushed out 
into the hall, the baby in my arms, and bawled wildly for 
Gilda to come down. But the noise had already awakened her, 
and she came to the top of the short flight of stairs that led 
from the drawing-room floor up to the bedroom floor; and 
seeing me standing there with Noel in my arms, she stopped 
stock still, one hand on the balustrade, and stared down at 
me. 

Just what I said I don't know, I was too distraught, but 
something about the cat and our baby, and with her eyes 
still fast on me, she came slowly down the stairs. As she came 
down Maria rushed out of the kitchen, and seizing her arm, 
began to pour out a torrent of excited Italian, explaining, pro­
testing, imploring forgiveness, mingled with hysterical blub­
bering, and Gilda, pushing her aside, came over to me and 
stood looking down at the dead child in my arms. She did 
not attempt to touch it, but her face and her lips were set hard 
and in her green eyes there was a strange light. ... 

"What is this hysterical fool bawling about?" she said 
abruptly. 

"Noel is dead," I said, "suffocated by that infernal cat of 
yours! Maria had charge of Noel in the kitchen, he was sleep­
ing there in his cot, and she fell asleep-and Satan crept in 
and curled up on his face, and when Irina came in she found 
him dead ! But wait . . ." a sudden wild hope seized me. 
"There may be time yet. ... " 

Rushing into the kitchen I pushed aside Irina, who was 
sitting at the table with her head in her hands, now weeping 
wildly, I laid the limp body of the little son I loved on the 
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table and tried to revive him with the kiss of life-but though 
I worked on him for over ten minutes, it was hopeless! 
There was no sign of returning life, and at last I stood up­
right again, realizing that I was merely wasting my time, 
and spoke dully. I realized that there was silence around me 
now. Both the maids had gone, and Gilda stood by the door 
watching me. 

"It's no good," I said. "He's gone--dead ! Do you realize, 
Gilda, that our son-the little boy who was our great hope 
for the future-has been killed by that bloody cat of yours? 
My God, if I can only catch him .... " 

"If you catch him, I give you permission to kill him in any 
way you please," said Gilda calmly. "But where he is I don't 
know-and in any case, the poor creature only fallowed his 
instinct to go and curl up in a place that was warm and 
comfortable .... " 

I fairly howled at her. 
"God in heaven, can you try to make excuses for the brute? 

If you can do that, with the body of your child lying dead 
before you through that cat, you-you not only aren't a 
mother, you're scarcely a woman, even ! " 

Not even then did it occur to me to connect her whisper 
to Satan in the hall, as she held him in her arms, and his dis­
appearance into the kitchen, with the pitiful limp shape on 
the table, lying white as wax in a tangle of blankets ! Per­
haps it was as well I did not, as in my frantic grief and rage 
I might well have tried to wreak that rage upon her as I 
would have wreaked it on Satan, had I caught him. But she 
laid a cold hand-cold as ice it was, but steely-strong as her 
glance that met and held my eyes-on my arm, and spoke 
with a voice as cold. 

"You're getting hysterical too, Keith-and what is the 
use of that? This is a truly terrible thing, I agree. I feel it 
deeply, though to show my feelings outwardly has never been 
my way. It is all the fault of Maria, who slept in her chair 
instead of keeping watch over the child as she was supposed 
to do. Tomorrow I shall give her a month's notice. I would 
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send her packing today-but maids who are good cooks are 
not easy to get .... " 

"I don't care if they are not!" I said hoarsely. "Maria goes 
tomorrow, if I have to throw her out myself-and if you 
won't do the cooking until you can find another maid, we'll 
eat out. I won't have that woman one hour longer under my 
roof than I can help ! " 

Gilda gave a faint shrug of her shoulders. 
"As you will, Keith-though I suppose it doesn't strike 

you that in that case a lot of housework will fall upon my 
shoulders just at a time when I am least fitted to shoulder it 
... and it may be some time before I can find another suit­
able maid. There will be poor Noel's funeral to arrange for, 
as well as the work I must do for new models for my 
Show ..•. " 

But this was more than I could stand. Turning on my heel, 
I snarled at her over my shoulder. 

"Damn it, you aren't human, Gilda! Here is your child 
lying dead before you, and all you can talk about is your 
Show and the difficulty of getting maids ! Things have been 
getting thin between us for months past, and now this is the 
end. I'm doing the arranging about Noel, since you never 
cared _a damn for him, and I did-and now I'm going to ring 
up the doctor." 

The papers, of course, went to town on the story, and head­
lines about "Tragedy of young antique expert's child", "Baby 
suffocated by cat", "Cat kills Child" and so on, were splashed 
on every newsheet. Reporters swarmed all over the place, 
and there was a general demand for Satan, whom the papers 
wanted to photograph; but luckily for him he could not be 
found, as I should certainly have killed him had he been 
caught. We were showered with letters, telegrams, telephone­
calls of sympathy from all sorts of people, strangers as well as 
friends, and I seemed to go through my days in a dream until 
the body of my little son was cremated as my father's had 
been. 
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All through, Gilda. consummate actress as she was, con­
ducted herself, from the outward point of view at least, pre­
cisely as a bereaved mother should, looking pale and pict­
turesque in drooping black and saying all the things that a 
mother in that position was expected to say; but I knew very 
well that there was no meaning whatever behind what she 
said! I never saw her shed a single tear, though at the cre­
mation service, and especially afterwards, when we went to 
see the colourful litter of flowers wreaths, sheaves, crosses and 
the like that had been sent by kindly friends, I noticed that 
she made great play with an embroidered and scented hand­
kerchief ... and the reporters spoke admiringly of the tragic 
figure of the desolate mother. 

I went through the whole thing like a wooden image, only 
longing for it to be over so that I could fling myself headlong 
into my work and try to forget the chubby, laughing little 
soul who for only just over a year had meant so much in my 
life. 

But life had not finished dealing me dire blows-not yet! 
Less than a week had passed since the cremation, and in a 

measure I had begun to settle down a little. Maria had gone, 
and Irina too, and in her usual amazing way Gilda had man­
aged to find another cook, a fat, bovine Russian woman; also 
a daily woman to help her, as in these days apparently cooks 
were rarely willing, as in older times, to do much about the 
house outside their usual cooking and care of the kitchen. I 
was going about my business dully, but so far more or less 
efficiently, and as usual, Chloris had proved a tower of 
strength. 

Both she and Aunt Mary had been inexpressibly shocked at 
Noel's tragic death-but as Aunt Mary said, Maria had been 
at fault to go to sleep instead of keeping watch, and children 
had been killed in that way before. Which was why no baby 
should be left sleeping in a pram or cot, or anywhere, unless 
something-a piece of net or veiling of some sort-was so 
arranged as to prevent any cat from coming near .... 

I had flown to Chloris, needless to say, for help and corn-
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fort the moment things were over, and it was thanks to her 
steadying influence that somehow I managed to take up my 
work again more or less successfully-but this was not for 
long. I had a sudden attack of neuralgia one afternoon and 
decided to leave the office and go home-I knew I had some 
Faivre cachets there that had always cured my neuralgia; and 
on arriving back at the house, was thankful to find that Gilda 
was out. 

I found and took the cachets, and decided to lie down on 
the drawing-room sofa for awhile until they got to work. 
When the pain had stilled I meant to go out and dine at my 
Club and perhaps wander round to Aunt Mary's afterwards 
-these days I went to great lengths to avoid Gilda, and it 
was working in my mind that sooner or later I must leave her. 
My last reason for staying with her had vanished with Noel's 
death. I didn't think she would care, as long as I went on pro­
viding the cash that meant so much to her; but for the 
moment I was so exhausted by the shock and grief of my 
double loss that I felt I simply could not face any definite 
move that would mean a showdown with Gilda. 

I shook up the cushions on the sofa and prepared to lie 
down, then saw that in taking up one of the cushions I had 
exposed a sheet of letter-paper that had somehow got beneath 
the cushion; it was a large square of paper scribbled over in 
a firm handwriting, in Italian, and as I looked at it the sig­
nature sprang, as it were, out of the sheet and looked at me. 
"Isolda" ! 

So there it was-the proof that the woman Isolda, whom 
Vronski had suspected of dealing in Black Magic, was a friend 
of my wife's! Sitting upright, I read the letter-and my heart 
sank within me as a stone sinks to the bottom of a fathom­
less well. 

It was part, the latter part, of a longer letter, and roughly 
translated, it read like this. 

" ... glad that you have at last had the courage to carry 
out the promise made so many centuries ago. At my Group 
the other night the Master Himself spoke, and said that you 
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had made the sacrifice of your child at last and so fulfilled your 
vow broken so long ago. You are back in His favour once 
more, and can count on endless worldly successes now that 
you have done your long-delayed duty. How wonderful of 
you to have had the deed done by that cat of yours, whom 
you have ·so cleverly trained! Now no suspicions can pos­
sibly rest on you-and to slip a sleeping draught into your 
fat cook's after-lunch tea so that she fell asleep, was a master­
thought ! Yes, I can well imil;gine the fuss and excitement it 
must have caused-but now · you have the field clear before 
you, and only that weak fellow you married to handle. You 
must come to our next meeting, when it is possible the Master 
Himself might speak and tell you His approval-until then, 
your friend Isolda." 

Sitting like something frozen, I read and re-read the letter, 
and reading it wondered why, knowing Gilda's power over 
Satan as I had reason to do, I had never suspected that in doing 
this vile deed, Satan had merely been obeying the orders of 
his mistress. I don't know how long I sat there; I was stunned 
'with sheer horror, I think. All I know is that at last I went 
to my desk, wrote a brief note to Gilda saying that things 
were at an end between us. I would continue to provide 
adequately for her, but I did not wish to see her again. She 
could explain our parting as she chose to her friends. I did 
not care what she said-nor what they might say. All I knew 
was that I could never live with her again. I had decided to 
go and live in an hotel until I found a suitable bachelor flat; 
and if she wanted to know the reason, let her read this sheet 
of paper that had evidently fallen out of her bag or pocket 
on to the sofa, where I had discovered it! 

I stuck the note up where she could not fail to see it; went 
up to my room, packed a suitcase with things that I should 

. immediately need, and walked out into the night. 
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I Break Down 

I TH o u G HT, when I spoke to the driver of the taxi which 
I caught a few yards outside my door, that I gave him the 
address of my Club; but evidently the one thought that was 
paramount in my mind was Chloris and how to get to her, 
for when the taxi slowed down and stopped, it was outside 
the entrance to the old Victorian house in which the Ionides 
lived! 

The man looked round, evidently surprised that I did not ' 
get out; but I was so startled and confused that I sat there 
for a moment staring, bewildered-and just then Chloris, re­
turning from her work at the office, came up and turned to 
mount the steps. But seeing the halted taxi, she turned to 
look at it, and saw my face staring at her from inside it-
a face (she subsequently said) so deadly white and haggard 
that she was frightened-she came running to the taxi cry­
ing out my name. 

As she dragged open the door I tried to speak, but suddenly 
could not, and everything went black-and when I awoke I 
found myself in bed in the spare room at the Ionides', with a 
pair of borrowed pyjamas on, my forehead wet and my feet 
resting comfortably on a hot-water bottle ! 

Dear Aunt Mary, recovered from her temporary illness, 
was bustling about the room and Chloris, sitting on the edge 
of my bed, was renewing the coldwater bandage on my head. 
She smiled as I looked up at her and spoke softly. 
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"Don't worry, Keith, about anything! You fainted in the 
taxi and the taximan and the hall-porter here managed to get 
you out and carry you up here, where Aunt Mary and I put 
you to bed. D'you know, you are running quite a nasty tem­
perature, and I've sent for Dr. Barton?" 

I shook my head vaguely. I felt awful, that I knew, and the 
vague woolly feeling in my head was the worst ! I tried to 
explain and apologize, but they wouldn't let me talk, and in 
a few moments Dr. Barton arrived and took charge of the 
situation. 

He gave me a strong sedative, and told me to keep quiet and 
stay in bed; and when I began to protest and murmur about 
a hospital or Nursing Home, he pooh-poohed it. I couldn't be 
moved, with the temperature I was running, so for the time 
being at least I must stay where I was lucky enough to be, 
and sleep as much as I could, which I soon would do, under 
the influence of the injection he had just given me ... and 
he was right. Almost before he left the room I was asleep, and 
slept for all of twenty-four hours; which, the doctor said after­
wards, probably saved my brain from a serious collapse, as the 
deaths of my father and my child coming so close together, 
and the last in so peculiarly horrible a fashion, had dealt me 
a shock that had gone close to causing me a real mental break­
down. 

In any case, I was really ill for some time with what in 
Victorian days would have been termed brain fever; and I 
suppose that it was understandable enough, having regard to 
what I had been through in the shape of nervous strain and 
shock during the past year. The kindness of those two darling 
women was beyond praise ! I had a nurse for the first week or 
two as I was running a continuous temperature and was de­
lirious now and then, and Dr. Barton would not hear of 
either Aunt Mary or Chloris sitting up at nights with me; 
which apparently the nurse had to do at first, as I was so 
restless and noisy ! Talking and muttering, she told me after­
wards, incessantly about "witches and devils" and "curses and 
enchantments-enough to make your blood run cold, if you 
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believed in such things." Luckily Nurse Lindsay didn't! Being 
a practical, hard-headed young woman, she discounted all my 
delirious talk as figments of a restless imagination; afterward 
I used to wonder what on earth she would have said had I 
ever told her how painfully true were at least some of the 
uncanny things of which I must have talked? 

No news from Gilda; but I did not expect it. I was sure 
she would know where I was, through the crystal ball she 
owned, and through which, she had boasted, she could keep 
watch on me wherever I might be. I knew something of what 
she was doing, from what Chloris told me she got from Rena, 
who was by way of being friendly with Irina; Irina had 
apparently returned to Gilda, whom she had always adored, 
as her personal maid. 

The date of Gilda's Show was near, and she was working 
hard preparing models for it, also going out and about and 
entertaining a good deal-probably in order to show people 
as a whole that she was far from wearing the willow for a 
husband who had left her! She had told Irina that I had 
treated her very badly, and she was glad to be rid of me; 
what further details of my supposed bad treatment of her 
she spread around London amongst our friends, I neither 
knew nor cared. 

Naturally, I realized as soon as I was well enough to realize 
anything at all, that in leaving Gilda so soon after the death 
of our child I was sticking my neck out, and in the eyes of 
the conventionally-minded I could be nothing but a brute and 
a cur; and knowing that Aunt Mary's having given me haven 
must inevitably mean that both she and Chloris would come in 
for much of the blame attached to me, I told them that as 
soon as I could be moved I ought to go to a Nursing Home. 
But Aunt Mary would not hear of it; and in this, rather to 
my surprise, Dr. Barton agreed. 

"Everybody knew that I had fled to Aunt Mary's. The 
damage was done!" he said bluntly. Actually, the only real 
way of stopping further gossip and scandal would be for me 
to return to my own home and be nursed by Gilda-which 
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I refused even to consider, with a violence that shook him a 
good deal ! But he listened carefully when I told him what 
was nothing but the plain truth-that for over a year now my 
wife and I had been completely estranged, and had only re­
mained together for the sake of the child; and that I had no 
intention, now or at any future time, of returning to her. 
Our marriage had been a tragic mistake, and but for allow­
ing her every generous allowance I could make, I never wished 
to see her again; nor did she wish to see me. Maybe (I said) 
the blame was mainly mine and if she said so, I would not 
argue with her! I begged the doctor to do his best to circulate 
what I had said amongst our mutual friends; and to his credit, 
he agreed and loyally carried out his promise. 

When I got well enough to see my intimate friends I told 
them all the same story, and also my faithful little Miss 
Burton, so that my staff understood the position-and as I 
found that most of them except one or two men who had 
fallen for Gilda's attraction, sympathized with me, I felt re­
lieved. 

The moment I was well enough to discuss business, I had 
sent for Miss Burton, and from my bed dictated a letter to 
my Bank, instructing them to pay the rent and rates etc. of 
my home, also to pay into Gilda's account a more than hand­
some sum per month for her living expenses. She already had 
a generous settlement, made on her marriage to me; and I 
dictated a letter to her in which I told her that I was willing 
also to continue her dress allowance, and would pay for the 
hire of the Gallery she wanted for her Show. But (I said) that 
was all she could expect. 

I added that I had long felt, as she must also have done, 
that our marriage was no longer a happy one, and now that 
our child was dead there was no longer any reason to try 
and keep up a fac;ade for the sake of the world at large, for 
whose opinion I did not care a damn. If she was in any diffi­
culty regarding money, or anything else, she was at liberty 
to consult my lawyer, and I would ·pay her bill with him; 
but outside this, there was no point in our meeting again. 
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I had no answer from her; but I had not expected one. I 
had done what I felt was my duty towards her, and now 
what I wanted to do was to get back my health and 
strength; and in time-I hoped-manage to bribe or persuade 
or bully, if I could, Gilda into giving me a divorce. It would 
have to be an arranged divorce, that I knew, as I would never 
drag Chloris through the publicity of a case in which she 
figured as co-respondent-but those details did not worry me 
for the moment; I was too thankful to be free from the woman 
who now really appalled me to think about anything else ! 

As soon as I was really beginning to get over my break­
down, Dr. Barton told me he wanted me to go into the coun­
try to convalesce and get really strong again; but Aunt Mary 
suggested that a better idea would be for me to accompany 
her and Chloris to Spain, where they had planned a summer 
holiday; an idea which rejoiced me, needless to say-and so 
it was arranged. I spent two of the happiest weeks of my life 
with those two darlings, at Marbella, on the Costa del Sol; 
and during that time we got down to serious discussion of the 
future. 

Aunt Mary knew by this time, of course, how we felt about 
each other, and hoped and prayed almost as fervently as we 
did that Gilda might, some time later on, be persuaded into 
divorcing me so that we could marry. The only thing I could 
think of that might really sway her our way was money; 
and well as I was doing, I could not s~e any chance of her 
consenting to release me except by the payment of a sum so 
huge that it would cripple me for the rest of my life, even 
prevent my marrying-which would delight her catlike 
cruelty, of all things ! 

But meantime, although my "second", Martin Palgrave, 
plus the faithful Miss Burton, had with the utmost gallantry 
kept the flag flying at "Randolph & Son" during my absence, 
I must, now I was fit again, get back as soon as possible, to 
take at least some of the burden off their shoulders. I wrote to 
Miss Burton on the eve of my return to London, telling her 
to hunt up a good estate agent and see what she might find in 
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the shape of suitable bachelor flats; but until I found a suit­
able one, Aunt Mary insisted on my going back to the spare 
room I had occupied at the maisonnette she shared with 
Chloris. 

Much as I longed to close with the idea, I protested that I 
didn't think it was wise. Already it was widely known, 
amongst Gilda's friends at least-which meant mine as well 
as others unknown to both of us-that immediately upon 
leaving my wife I had fled to Chloris' home. The fact that I 
had collapsed on her doorstep and been conveyed to bed a 
very sick man would only be known to a few, and quite 
possibly not believed by them, people's minds being so con­
stituted that they tend always to believe the worst instead of 
the best of their neighbours ! The fact that Chloris was my 
cousin and well and truly chaperoned by her stepmother 
might have mitigated things to a certain degree; but the fact 
that it was now a matter of four or five weeks that I had 
been with them, and during that time I had made no personal 
contact at all with my wife, would not please my judges; so 
I said that perhaps it would be better if now I was well again 
I took refuge at my Club, when we got back to London, until 
I could find a flat that suited me. But Aunt Mary was very 
dogmatic about this. 

"All right," she said. "I could go to the Club sometime, 
if I liked-but she saw no point in rushing there at once ! 
Better come back to her for at least a few days, and while I 
was there, try to work out which pieces of my personal furni­
ture I would want to take over from my house into my new 
flat, when I found one I liked? As to worrying about people 
gossiping about my having taken refuge with her and with 
Chloris-well, perhaps that was unfortunate; but it had hap­
pened, hadn't it, and there was no use getting bothered about 
it ! I'd fallen ill on her doorstep, and nothing would have 
prevented her taking me in and looking after me! So that 
was that. Let people talk-they would soon find something 
else to gossip about!" 

Aunt Mary's refreshingly commonsense point of view de-
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lighted me, and needless to say I went back with them and 
took up my abode, for a time at least, in the pleasant little 
spare room I had occupied while I was so ill. 

I had no intention of staying there indefinitely, of course. 
When I succeeded in :finding a flat I liked and could make 
arrangements with Gilda about removing such furniture as 
I might need from our home-using my lawyer, of course, to 
deal with her, as I had no intention of making any personal 
contact with her if I could avoid it-I would move out, and 
live as a bachelor once more; only hoping that this stage 
would be a temporary one and that somehow I would be 
able to win my freedom and the right to marry the girl I 
adored. 

I managed to get my clothes and the papers from my desk 
at home, by telling Miss Burton to write to Gilda saying I 
needed them, and if she would give instructions to Irina to 
pack them into such luggage as I had left behind me, I would 
arrange for one of my clerks to collect them at a time that 
suited her, and deliver them to me. Which was duly done; 
and the first night or two after our return to London I spent 
with Chloris and Aunt Mary, making lists of my pet pieces 
of furniture that I would need-if, that is, Gilda would con­
sent to releasing them-in the furnishing of my flat. Glass, 
plate, china, linen, I would leave to her, and buy new stuff 
for myself; Chloris and I might have been planning to pur­
chase these things for our own home as we discussed what 
would be needed, colour, shape, quality. Indeed, I am sure 
that at the back of both of our minds was the feeling that 
perhaps-and perhaps !-we might be doing that. ... 

The date was fast approaching when Gilda's Show was to 
be held at the most fashionable Gallery in the West End, and 
I was faintly puzzled that up to date she had made no 
approach to Chloris regarding borrowing her finest model, the 
Humming Bird, that she had given Chloris as a Christmas 
present. I mentioned this to Chloris, but she did not pay much 
attention to it. Probably, she said, Gilda had produced some­
thing that she considered far finer than the Humming Bird, 
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handsome as that was. She was glad she hadn't wanted it, 
though. 

She had grown used to the gleaming patch of vivid colour 
that the creature made, perched on the top of the tall Regency 
escritoire opposite her bed, and would miss it if it were not 
there. It was such a lovely piece, though, that she was really 
surprised that Gilda had not wanted to borrow it for her 
Show .... 

It was not long before we knew why Gilda had left the 
Humming Bird where it was .... 
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The Flash in the Dark 

Now before I can tell you of this happening, I must outline 
to you the way in which I came to see it all-the beginning, 
so to speak, of the end. 

The room I was occupying in the Ionides' flat was an attic 
room; one of two attics, the smaller of which was used as a 
bedroom for Rena, and the larger as a spare for any guest 
who might be staying. As I have already described, the floor 
below held Aunt Mary's room and Chloris' and the bath­
room, and the floor below that, the main floor, held the draw­
ing-room, a tiny hall and small dining-room, and of course 
the kitchen. 

Now for some reason, on each side of the short steep flight 
of stairs that led from the bedroom floor to the attics, a small 
window had been inserted in the wall, high up, possibly to 
give a little light on the staircase, which was dark but for the 
electric light-very likely the house had been built before 
the invention of electric light. One window gave upon Aunt 
Mary's room and the other upon Chloris'; and at the risk of 
being accused of becoming a vulgar Peeping Tom, I used some­
times, when Chloris had gone to bed early and I went later, 
to stand on tiptoe and try to catch a glimpse of her as she 
moved about her pretty bedroom preparing for bed. Frankly, 
I never succeeded in seeing very much. Not only was the 
window small, but the glass in it was an inferior sort and 
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rather blurred; all I could see was part of her bed, the tall 
bulk of the Regency escritoire against the wall opposite it, 
and part of her dressing table, with the dressing stool before 
it. Most of the room was not visible from the angle at which 
the window was set, and I knew that in the wall under the 
window was the door into the bathroom where, Chloris had 
told me, she usually dressed and undressed; so except for an 
occasional passing glimpse, I saw little of her. And yet out of 
sheer habit I found myself standing on tiptoe every night as 
I passed the window, and little as I could see, I would kiss 
the palm of one hand and lay it upon the glass of the lower 
part of the window feeling, in the foolishly-sentimental way 
of a young man blindly in love, that somehow, in some way, 
that kiss might reach her in spirit, though not in body. 

I was actually doing that one evening, rather late, when I 
caught a curious flash through the glass-a rainbow coloured 
flash it was, brief and then gone. I stared, and saw it come 
again and yet again, as though some mischievous child was 
flashing a pocket torch off and on, though no torch that I 
ever saw had a many-coloured flash. It came again and, 
startled, I stood on tiptoe to try and see further; but that 
failed and, going up to my room. I caught up the fat copy· 
of a book on antique silver that I had been studying that 
lay upon the table beside my bed, and coming down again, 
stood on the book and peered down into Chloris' room. 

Now I could see considerably more of the room, about half­
way up to the bed from the foot-end, where my blessed girl 
was lying asleep-or so I hoped-and as I looked down, I 
caught again that odd darting glimpse of colour, seen like a 
passing lightning-flash, then gone again. 

It seemed to come across and across her bed, and for some 
reason it worried me, although I kept on telling myself that 
it could only be something reflected from the street outside­
for Chloris always slept with her curtains open, though Rena 
shook her head and muttered warnings about the danger of 
sleeping unprotected under the moon. For two or three 
minutes I watched, and the odd flashes came and went, and 
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then it struck me that as the Ionides' maisonnette was at the 
top of a tall old Victorian house, it would surely be impos­
sible for anything in the street below to be reflected-not 
once, but several times-in a room so high up? 

Just then I heard a sort of little cry or whimper and saw 
the bedclothes stir, and knew that Chloris had awakened­
and running down the stairs, I knocked at her door. Her cry, 
faint as it was, gave me a sufficient excuse, and when she 
opened the door, looking quite adorable in a flimsy pink night­
gown trimmed with Greek lace, she looked at me in astonish­
ment, and darting back into her room, re-appeared huddling 
a quilted pink dressing-gown over her nightgown. I laughed, 
and yet I loved it-the curious mixture in Chloris of a modern 
young woman tackling a modern job in a completely satisfac­
tory way, and an old-fashioned girl with, at times, almost Vic­
torian reactions, made, for me at least, an unusual and heady 
sort of attraction. 

"It's all right, I'm not going to rape you-though I'd like 
to very much, all the same ! " I said. "But I was going up to 
bed, heard you cry out, and wondered if there was anything 
the matter?" 

Her hand was at her throat as she answered. 
"I thought it was Mother or Rena-I'd been asleep for ages, 

I thought, and yet it isn't really late. I awakened because I 
felt something prick me-like a wasp sting, or something 
like that." She took her hand away and, turning her face to 
the light, I examined the long white throat before me-and 
lo, its pallor was marked by a tiny red mark, like a pinprick ! 
As I stared, she touched her cheek with one finger, and I saw 
that just beneath one eye there was a second little puncture­
the sort of miniature wound that might be left by a stinging 
creature of the wasp or mosquito class. I was confounded, for 
it was only early spring, and even in high summer, mos­
quitoes are not so plentiful in London that they tend to attack 
people in their homes ! 

"Does it hurt?" I asked. She shook her head. 
"No, not now. I felt the sting once and thought it was 
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part of a dream until it came again, near my eye, and then 
I woke up and jumped out of bed-and that must have been 
when I cried out. But what on earth is it? It doesn't itch or 
anything at all now." 

"Then it can't be a ~osquito bite," I said, "because those 
itch like blazes-don't I know it, I've been stung by the brutes 
of ten enough when I've been in mosquito country ! But if it 
isn't a mosquito, what on earth can it be?" Our talking had 
now aroused Rena, who appeared from her room, a fearsome 
apparition in a red woollen dressing-gown and ancient felt 
slippers, with her gaunt face hooded in a green woollen shawl. 
Chloris recounted the adventure to her and showed the marks; 
Rena frowned heavily, and then went off down to the kitchen 
regions to fetch the Flit gun, with which she proposed to 
fumigate Chloris' room right away, to rid it of whatever un~ 
welcome insect had attacked her beloved nursling. 

When she had vanished down the stairs I took Chloris 
· into my arms and held her tightly for a heavenly moment, 

and then tore myself away and went upstairs to my room; 
for I knew well than Rena would not leave Chloris' side now 
until she had seen her safely asleep again. In the morning, 
with careful make-up and an extra spot of powder on, there 
was no sign of the mysterious stings; and as Chloris and I 
had agreed not to mention the incident to Aunt Mary, and 
had forbidden Rena to speak of it also, the matter passed off, 
and we went off to our respective duties as usual. 

Now this was the week in which Gilda's exhibition was to 
open, and I was glad that Mrs. Bruce, Chloris' boss, was con­
siderate enough to despatch another journalist on the opening 
day to describe the show, interview Gilda and the rest. Know­
ing that Gilda's husband had taken refuge with Aunt Mary 
-was, in fact, at the moment staying under the same roof 
with Chloris !-Mrs. Bruce had guessed how matters stood 
between us. I knew she did not like Gilda-in point of fact, 
few women took to her, though she . had a certain allure for 
many men; but Mrs. Bruce was fond of Chloris, and had a 
liking for me, so she was kind enough to arrange things so 
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as to spare Chloris the embarrassment of having to interview 
Gilda herself. 

I was still surprised that my wife had made no approach to 
· Chloris to borrow for her Show the Humming Bird that was 

so fine a specimen of her work. But she had not done so, and 
had evidently worked so hard on other specimens, mostly of 
birds as usual and, less often, fish or insects, that the papers 
greeted the Show with enthusiasm, and Gilda was freely de­
scribed as being "one of the finest modern exponents of this 
little-known art, that of ceramics" which must, I knew, have 
pleased her immensely. The Gallery was crowded with notable 
people-not for nothing had Gilda spent the three years since 
she married me in cultivating the rich and famous amongst 
my friends !-and Chloris' paper carried a long article about 
the Show and about Gilda, centred with a photograph show­
ing my wife, looking her most picturesque in a green moire 
frock from Dior plus a hat that seemed an entire halo of 
green osprey. The picture was in colour, which of course did 
full justice to the contrast between Gilda's ruddy hair and 
her gown and crown of feathers; and it was obvious from the 
crowd that surrounded her, and from the adulatory tone of 
the critics in the papers that carried accounts of her Show­
and most of them did-that the strange woman who was my 
wife (though, thank God, now in name only) had had what 
amounted to a triumph, socially as well as artistically ! Much 
of her stuff had been sold on that first day, and sold at good 
prices; a personal interview with her was announced for the 
following day on T.V., so for once both her cupidity and her 
vanity must have been thoroughly satisfied. 

Needless to say, we all three watched the T.V. interview 
with the greatest interest, and once again Gilda showed her­
self off at her best. Wearing a sari-like draped evening gown 
and some of her handsomest antique jewellery, she certainly 
looked more than effective; and as she had brought with her 
three of what she described as the "best models she had re­
cently done," a lemon-crested cockatoo, a brilliantly-coloured 
macaw and a kingfisher holding a dragonfly in his beak-most 
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of the interview centred round her work, as she had intended 
it to do; and in the end it was certain that many of the 
viewers of that particular interview would be moved to go and 
buy something by Gilda Pirelli-she always used her Italian 
name for her work as an artist--or feel that they were no 
longer "with it", in the social sense ! 

I was glad that the Show and everything connected with it 
had been a success, as I hoped that now Gilda might be so 
content with the life of a famous and successful career-woman 
that she might be willing to consent to a divorce-I was ready 
enough to bribe her into doing this, as long as her demands 
were not too absurdly high ! So after talking to Chloris for a 
long and happy hour after Aunt Mary had gone to bed, I 
bade my darling good night, held her close for a long delicious 
moment, and after seeing her safely within her room, went on 
up to my comfortable little attic. I had a good night, as I 
felt more hopeful regarding Gilda's attitude towards me-or 
rather, shall we say, less hopeless ?-and awoke in the morn­
ing feeling so bright that I whistled cheerfully as I bathed 
and dressed. As there was only one bathroom available and 
Aunt Mary always took her bath at nights, I took mine pretty 
early in the morning so as to leave it free for Chloris later; 
and as I ran down the stairs past the bathroom door I heard 
her splashing about in the bath, and hoped she felt as fit and 
well as I did. 

But my · hope was in vain; for when she appeared in the 
doorway, just as I was beginning to tuck into my plate of 
porridge followed by bacon and eggs (luckily for me, since my 
arrival Rena had become inured to the British habit of eating 
a solid breakfast) Chloris had one hand up to her face, and 
her smooth brow was creased by a frown. I jumped up and 
went to kiss her, and I saw with dismay that her hand had 
covered a tiny red wound on one cheek, just below the eye. 

"My God, you've been bitten again!" I exclaimed, and 
Chloris nodded. 

"Twice!" she said dismally. "The pain was so sharp that 
it woke me up-and do you know1 Keith, as I woke, I swear 
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I saw something like a coloured lightning-flash dart across 
the room and disappear!" 

"Sit down and eat some breakfast," I said, pushing her into 
a chair. "I'll pour out some coffee for you while you tell me­
this is too extraordinary for words, but we'll get to the bottom 
of it somehow. Go on, drink this, and then try to eat some­
thing-if it's only toast and marmalade .... " 

Chloris made a valiant pretence at eating, but it was a poor 
effort, for she was evidently badly shocked and frightened; as 
indeed I was. 

She showed me the second "sting" which was at the base of 
her throat-the high neck of the jumper she had chosen to 
wear that day hid it, but when she pulled the "turtle neck" 
of the jumper away, I could see the wound very plainly and 
I frowned, distressed; for like the wound in her face, while 
still small, both marks were, I felt, larger than the first I had 
seen, which were pinprick size and might well have been 
what we thought-only mosquito bites. These wounds were 
surely too large for insect bites, either, but what they were I 
couldn't make out. As I let her collar slip back into place so 
that it covered the wound, Chloris said. 

"I put this highnecked jumper on to hide the place, as I 
didn't want Aunt Mary to see it and get scared. I'll smother 
the one on my cheek with powder when I go in to see her 
before I leave for the office, but I left it for you to see, Keith. 
I'm scared! What on earth is it?" 

"I'm damned if I can give a guess," I said, realizing that in 
my anxiety I was myself making only a poor pretence of eat­
ing my excellent eggs and bacon. "If they are not insect bites, 
what on earth can they be? I'd have thought, anyway, that 
Rena's activities with Flit that first time this happened would 
have kept any sort of insect-life at arm's length for a long 
time to come!" I pushed away my empty plate and reached 
for the toast. "D'you think you should see Dr. Barton and 
ask his advice?" 

"I will, if you like," Chloris said. "But I'd better go to him, 
as if he calls here Aunt Mary will want to know why, and I 
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do-\1't want her to know about this." I drank a gulp of coffee 
-I was thinking hard. 

"You say you saw a sort of coloured lightning-flash just 
as you woke up," I said. "Do you know that on the night 
the first stings-let's call 'em that-happened, I was-er­
passing the little window on the stairs that overlooks your 
room, on my way up to bed, and I saw several of those 
flashes?" 

Chloris stared at me. 
"Nol Not really?" she breathed. "But even if you did, how 

can there be any sort of connection between them and these 
mysterious stings?" 

I shook my head. 
"Don't ask me," I said. "I've no idea-and yet I've an odd 

feeling that there is some connection." 
"Well," said Chloris, in her turn pushing away her plate, 

"it's the most mysterious thing in the world, and definitely 
worrying-I'm afraid to tell Rena, for fear she insists on 
sleeping in my room to try and protect me ! As though she 
could prevent this damn creature, whatever it is, from sting­
ing me if it wants ! " She rose to get her hat and coat, and 
just then Rena came into the room. Chloris' hand flew to her 
face, but it was too late to hide the red wound below her eye 
and Rena, stopping her as she was about to leave the room, 
laid a hand on her shoulder and holding her still, examined 
the place closely, frowning as she did so. 

There ensued a hurried conversation in Greek, of which I 
could only follow a few words here and there; but when 
Chloris was released and went out, leaving Rena, the frown 
still heavy on her gaunt face, to clear away the breakfast 
things, I went into the hall after Chloris and asked what had 
been said. 

Chloris, who was standing before the hall mirror dabbing 
powder on the wound-she always looked into Aunt Mary's 
room to say good-bye before she went to the office--glanced 
at me and frowned in her turn. · 

"Rena wants to sleep on the floor in my room, as I feared," 
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she said, "but 1 simply forbade her, and told her 1 wasn1t a 
child. any more ! But she is worried about this damned sting, 
and she thinks it is something to do with Gilda ! Of all 
the .... " 

"Now don't start saying 'of all the idiotic things'," I said, 
"because both you and I know that Gilda is capable of-well, 
of many things that normal people would call unthinkable. 
But what makes Rena think of Gilda in connection with you? 
She practically told me she didn't care a damn what I did 
with you." 

There was a pause, and then Chloris, :finishing her dabbing, 
turned to face me with an air of resolution. 

"I didn't want to tell you-· you've had more than enough 
trouble and worry over Gilda," she said, "but perhaps it is 
better you should know. Rena, who speaks several languages, 
as you know, speaks Italian, and is by way of being a friend 
of both Maria and Irina. Maria has left, I know; but Irina has 
gone back to Gilda as her maid, and I know that Rena meets 
Irina sometimes on her time off-she's always suspected Gilda 
ever since she met her and feared her doing me a mischief, 
and she keeps an eye on her via Irina because of that. And 
she's just told me that the last time she saw Irina, the girl 
told her that she had overheard Gilda talking to .a friend of 
hers called Signora Lesando-yes, there is that Isolda woman 
again, and for no good purpose either, I'm sure !-who had 
come in for tea. They were discussing you over tea, and 
about your leaving Gilda and going to stay with Aunt Mary. 
They didn't believe that this was due to an accident really, 
that you had collapsed ill outside her flat and been carried 
inside unconscious; they were sure it was all a pre-arranged 
thing between you and Chloris-and Isolda was sympathizing 
with Gilda over being deserted; but Gilda laughed and said, on 
the contrary, she was glad to get rid of a stupid fool of an 
Englishman and to be free again ! But when Isolda spoke of 
divorce, Gilda hardened up at once. She did not care in the 
least, she said, if you lived with Chloris or with any other 
woman, though had it not been that the presence of Aunt 
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Mary made this impossible, she would have seen to it that the 
scandal of Chloris and myself living together would have re­
sounded throughout London ! But divorce, oh dear no ! She 
had given it out to the world at large that I had deserted her 
in the most brutal way-just after the tragic loss of her only 
child, too !-and as far as she could blacken my name and 
gain me the reputation of being heartless, a brute and a liber- -
tine, she was doing just that-but as for divorcing me, she 
would never do it! See another woman put into the place she 
had occupied? Never!" 

"And then?" I said. 
"Then," Chloris said, "their voices had dropped and she could 

not hear the rest. But she said their voices were full of venom, 
and especially Gilda's. So there you are, Keith! Naturally 
Rena was alarmed, for she believes with all her heart in the 
power of witchcraft ! Today she is visiting a priest she knows 
well, in the Greek Orthodox Church in Latimer Road, where 
she goes every Sunday, to try and get him to let her have some 
holy water with which to sprinkle my room." 

"Will he do it, do you think?" I asked, faintly sceptical. 
"I think so," said Chloris. "The priests of the Greek Church, 

you know, are not so anti-witchcraft as your priests, and Rena 
is greatly respected in the congregation, I know. He will know 
she would not ask for such a thing without what she con­
sidered grave reason. So now you know the worst, and don't 
look so gloomy about it, my darling!" Standing on tiptoe, 
she laid her soft lips against my cheek, but before I could 
catch and hold her in my arms she was away and darting up 
the stairs towards Aunt Mary's room. "Can't stop-I shall 
be late as it is! See you tonight for dinner, and till then, 
God bless .... '' 



16 
The Humming Bird 

I BADE Chloris good-bye with more cheerfulness than I really 
felt, and during the day, though I got through my regular 
work pretty well, I found myself worrying more and more 
about the coming night; and on my way home to Aunt 
Mary's I came to a definite conclusion. 

Somehow I must keep watch on Chloris that night, and 
try to see what on earth was causing these mysterious attacks 
upon her-and I thought I knew how I could do it ! 

The bathroom of the Ionides' maisonnette had evidently been 
made by splitting off part of the large room that had once 
faced Aunt Mary's. It led out of Chloris' bedroom and 
possessed two doors. One, that led into Chloris' room, and 
another that led out into the landing outside and faced the 
door of Aunt Mary's room. If I could abstract the key of the 
outer door so that Chloris couldn't lock it after she had 
gone to bed-though I didn't expect her to bother to lock 
it unless she was actually using it-I should be able to 
sneak downstairs, in soft slippers and a dressing-gown, 
slip into the bathroom, and setting the door ajar that led 
into her bedroom, keep watch and try to see what was 
happening. 

Luckily I got back before Chloris did, and duly removed 
the bathroom key-there was only one; I knew she would 
never think of locking the inner door that led into her bed-
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room; and as I made talk as cheerfully as I could to her and 
Aunt Mary during dinner, inside I was praying with all my 
heart that this night I might be allowed to solve _the problem 
and stem the danger that now, I was sure, hung over my 
darling. 

Chloris, of course, played up to me for all she was worth; 
but I could see that it was a strain, and she was looking so 
white and tired that Aunt Mary told her that she must be 
overdoing it at the office, and that she ought to go to bed 
early with a hot drink and a sleeping tablet. In which I sup­
ported her eagerly-rather, I could see, to Chloris' surprise, 
as the old lady generally retired to bed before we did and· left 
us to ourselves for a precious hour. But of all things, tonight 
I wanted Chloris in bed and asleep pretty early; so, after 
drinking her coffee and watching a briefly amusing comedy 
sketch on T.V. she picked up the bag containing the em­
broidery she had meant to do, kissed me and her stepmother 
good night and went upstairs. 

The faithful Rena would, I knew, already have placed the 
hot drink in a thermos flask on her dressing-table; and as I 
stared unseeing at the T.V. screen I found myself wondering 
whether the Greek woman had had any success with the 
priest she had intended seeing, and whether he had given her 
what she wanted to use as an extra protection against what­
ever was, she was sure, attacking her beloved nursling. I hoped 
and prayed she had, as I was now sure that she was right, 
and that the mysterious insect bites were somehow due to 
Gilda. After all, in the early days of their acquaintance, both 
Chloris and Aunt Mary had taken advantage of Gilda's ex­
pert knowledge of hairdressing and manicure, and allowed her 
to treat them both; so that she had in her possession the essen­
tial personal fragments such as hair, nail-parings and so on 
that a witch :p.eeded to use in her evil spells .... 

For a time I made talk with Aunt Mary, and then she also 
went to bed; and when I heard her door close I went softly up 
the stairs to my own room and started undressing. Whether, 
if anything happened, I could do any earthly good, I did not 
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know, since I was up against something utterly mysterious! 
Something that, it appeared, could defy even tried and trusted 
guards such as the rosemary and garlic with which Rena 
kept Chloris' room ~pplied, the crucifix that, like me, 
she always wore, and for all I knew, several other precious 
things of the guardian amulet type that the faithful Rena 
might have hidden here and there about her, Chloris', cham­
ber. 

But somehow I felt I must try and see and understand these 
mystifying attacks that were being made on her, and what 
was causing them. 

I undressed, donned pyjamas, dressing-gown and slippers, 
put an electric torch into my pocket, and then settled down 
to a half hour's waiting, as I wanted to be sure that Chloris 
was asleep before I ventured into the bathroom; and after 
that, I went softly down the stairs. 

Across the small landing at the foot of the attic stairs 
three doors faced each other, on the right-hand side the single 
door of Aunt Mary's room, which was much the larger, and 
on the left-hand side two doors, the door of Chloris' bedroom, 
and the door of the bathroom. 

As I slipped quietly into the bathroom, redolent of the deli­
cious Greek bath salts that my girl always used, I heard a 
faint sound, the closing of a door, and peering out through 
the crack of the door I saw Rena, the faithful soul, emerge 
from her bedroom and steal down the stairs, dad in her red 
dressing gown and with her head hooded in a woollen scarf. 
She sat herself down cross-legged on the mat outside Chloris' 
door, and I smiled to myself-so there were to be two of us 
tonight trying to fathom the eerie mystery of the rainbow 
flashes and the wounds in Chloris' neck and face ! 

Drawing the outer door of the bathroom softly to, I peeped 
in at the inner door, that which opened into Chloris' room, 
and saw, in the moonlight which streamed into the room via 
the uncurtained window, that my beloved was already in bed 
and-I hoped-asleep. I could see the humped outline of her 
darling body as she lay on her side, facing the bathroom 
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door, and as I held my breath I could hear the soft sound of 
her breathing-yes, she was sound asleep ! Would she, this 
night when two who loved her were on guard, be allowed to 
sleep in peace-or would the strange force that was attack­
ing her defy us, and attack yet again? I prayed heartily for 
the first, and yet something in me feared the second ! I folded 
a towel into a pad and placed it on the wooden toilet seat 
and ensconced myself there, wondering how long it might 
be before anything-or nothing-happened. It was somehow 
a forlorn sort of comfort to know that outside the second 
door, in the corridor, Rena was waiting and praying also, 
every bit as fervently as I. ... 

I could not possibly tell how long we both sat there in 
the darkness and the silence, hearing now and then the honk 
of a taxi, the faint roar of a car starting up in the street so 
far below, or the distant sound of a radio or television set 
being used in some neighbouring flat or other. As the time 
wore slowly on, I stirred and wished I dared smoke-but 
Chloris has one of the keenest noses for a smell I ever met, 
and what she would have said to me had I contaminated with 
the smell of tobacco her beloved bathroom, redolent normally 
of nothing but the bathsalts, powder and perfume she used, 
I did not like to think ! 

So I sat there patiently, my eyes glued to the long dark 
strip that was all I could see of the bedroom-I had not 
dared to set the door wide open in case Chloris awakened and 
saw it. When I crept into the bathroom from the landing, the 
inner door had been ajar only a few inches, so I left it at 
that; and I seemed to sit there for hours watching that long 
dark gap between the door and the door-jamb, when suddenly, 
across the dark strip, a coloured flash darted and vanished! 
I got up at once, and pushed the door softly open, and I saw, 
as I had seen before, that something like a miniature light­
ning-flash-or flashes rather-was darting here and there 
about the room! Across and across it w_ent, and as I watched 
I could see that it seemed to dart ever and ever closer to the 
head of Chloris' bed ! 
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I stood open-mouthed for a moment, bewildered, for be­
side the flashes of vivid colour, green, rose, gold, purple, that 
flickered and darted here and there with fantastic speed, so 
quickly that one's eyes couldn't follow one flash in particular, 
I could now hear the sound of wings! Wings fluttering rapidly 
. . . I was so astonished that I stood gaping at the dazzling 
maze of moving, hurrying colour that now whirled about 
the room, then suddenly I seemed to fasten on one darting 
flash, like a gold-feathered arrow with a green tail like a comet 
trailing behind, that was darting down straight at the top of 
the bed where Chloris lay sleeping! Still half-incredulous, I 
gaped-and then suddenly I saw in the moonlight that the 
Humming Bird, gold-crested, rose-breasted, green-tailed, was 
no longer in its place on the top of the escritoire ! By some 
unholy means the thing had come to life, and was attacking 
Chloris, stabbing at her with its long needle-sharp beak, going 
for her eyes or her jugular vein ! 

Coming to life, with a roar of fury I burst into the room, 
switching on the light, and as I rushed in Rena followed me! 
For a mad moment the entire room seemed to swirl into a 
frenzy of coloured flashes and I heard Rena shouting out un­
intelligible Greek as Chloris, with a cry of pain and terror, 
woke up! I saw that Rena was flourishing about a sort of 
bottle in her hand, and as I plunged towards the bed and 
caught my girl in my arms, I felt cold drops on my face and 
realized that what Rena was flinging about the room must 
be the Holy Water she had hoped to get! I heard her shout­
ing hoarsely in Greek. 

"e't"' O'JO'Y)(X 't"OU 0eou 1tfiyrx.~ue &.1t61tou ~A0e~ ! * 
Suddenly everything was completely normal in the room ! 

The flashes, the sound of fluttering wings had vanished, and 
on the top of the escritoire stood the Humming Bird, whole, 
serene and beautiful as ever! I glanced down at the face of 
my beloved, resting against my breast, and breathed a silent 
prayer of thankfulness; for though there was a fresh and bleed-

* "Go to your own place, in the name of God l" 

183 



ing wound on one cheek, It was well below the eye, which 
the enchanted creature had plainly been attacking. 

Blinking in the sudden blaze of light, I sat on the bed, 
holding Chloris tightly in my arms and watching Rena, who 
was standing up staring at the shape of the Humming Bird, 
solid and actual in its usual place-then I heard her speak half 
below her breath. 

''r1t( 't'€AOU~ xtopx(o0'Y)XE: ! , H µcx.y~66!X VLX~0'Y)xe:." * 
Then she reached up, seized the Bird, and stooping, with 

her other hand picked up the brass doorstop that Chloris 
always kept beside the door to prop it open on warm summer 
days. The doorstop was a heavy piece of antique Italian work, 
a satyr standing on a square base, and setting down the Bird 
on the carpet, the Greek woman brought the doorstop down 
upon it with a savage fury that delighted me ! I saw the 
delicate porcelain of the Bird break into half a dozen pieces 
and as she struck again, into more apd smaller pieces-and 
then, panting but satisfied, Rena squatted back on her heels. 
Gathering up some of the pieces in one hand, she studied 
them carefully and then beckoned me to come and look. 

Laying Chloris back against her pillows with a tender kiss 
-she was wide awake now and trembling no longer, though 
blood from the wound inflicted by that infernal creature still 
streaked her cheek-I went over to Rena and looked eagerly 
into her hand, and as I looked I gasped ! For here and there, 
plain to see, sticking out of the broken bits of china, were 
numerous hairs-and some of the hairs were red like Gilda's 
and the rest brown, the light gold-brown hair of my beloved 
Chloris ! The damn witch I had married had mingled her 
hair with that of Chloris' in the clay of which she was knead­
ing that damned bird, so that she had a complete and power­
ful focus for her illwishing-and had it not been for the 
sheer luck that had led me to notice . the coloured flashes in 
Chloris' room plus the protective love of her foster-mother 
Rena, my beloved girl might have lost the sight of one eye at 

* "It is finished ! She is defeated." 
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least, or else bled to death from the stabbing of the jugular 
vein! Gilda's enmity had pursued me to the end-or nearly. 
She had known of my intention to force a divorce upon her, 
and had determined to get her blow in first-to punish me 
and vent her rage against Chloris with one blow, and I shud­
dered as I realized how nearly she had succeeded ! 

Chloris was now clamouring to know what had happened, 
and there was no reason for hiding anything. So Rena and I 
told her the truth, and showed her the broken fragments of 
the evil Bird that had been so cunningly installed in her 
room, where, when the "order" was sent to it by its mistress, 
it would lose its solid shape and become transformed into a 
darting intangible evil directed at a helpless victim who lay 
unconscious of its poisonous presence ! How that same 
"order" was sent we never knew, but it did not matter. 
Chloris listened, her face white and tense with horror-and . 
it was like her to say, as the terrible story came to an end. 

"Oh, Keith, how she must have hated me-and how sorry 
I am for her .... " 

So that is the end of my strange story. Black Magic is a 
boomerang and returns to its maker in the end-and so it 
was with this work of evil that had been set going by Gilda 
Pirelli. We talked until about three o'clock in the morning, 
when I insisted on both Rena and Chloris taking a sleeping 
tablet, and I took one myself, knowing that after the excite­
ment of that experience we would never be able to sleep with­
out some sort of help! 

Actually, we did sleep, and I was sound asleep when Rena's 
knock came at my door next morning. I blinked and stared 
and shouted "come in" and glanced at my clock as I did so­
eight o'clock, which was late for me-and I stared at Rena 
standing in the doorway. She still had her dressing-gown on, 
and I was glad to see that she also must have slept late, for 
the strain of that eerie adventure must have taken a severe 
toll of the woman's nerves. Her gaunt face was set and grave 
as she said soberly in English. 
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"Kyrie, the telephone has just rung. It came from Irina." 
I sat bolt upright, startled, as she went on. 
"Irina say that she go, but ten minutes ago, to take in to 

Madame Gilda her usual cup of tea-and K yrie, she find her 
lying dead, hali in and hali out of her bed ! " There was an 
awestricken pause as we stared at each other. 

"My God," I said at last. "How just! The curse went home 
to the one who sent it ! " 

Rena nodded. 
"That is right, Kyrie. God, He is just! He fight on our side 

last night-and sent the witchwoman back to the Devil where 
she belong! · And now, Kyrie, the way is dear for you and 
my K yria to wed ! " 

I jumped out of bed, and seizing Rena by her shoulders, 
hugged her as she deserved. I bade her leave Chloris to sleep 
as long as she could-luckily it was Saturday morning, and 
she of ten slept late then, as she didn't have to go to the office 
on Saturdays-and tell Aunt Mary I had to rush away the 
moment I had had breakfast, as Irina had telephoned the 
news that Gilda had died during the night, and I must ob­
viously go home to deal with the situation., While Rena 
hustled some breakfast together for me, I telephoned Dr. 
Barton, telling him the news and asking him to meet 
me at my house at 9.30, which he promised to do; I then 
rushed upstairs to bathe, shave and dress, gulped down 
my breakfast and was away in my car by a quarter past 
nine. 

As my car rounded the end of the road I saw the figure 
of the doctor ascending the steps to the front door; draw­
ing up, I leaped out, ran after him and joined him just as, 
in answer to his ring, Irina, her face blotched with crying, 
opened the door. On seeing me she burst into fresh tears 
and the doctor, stepping into the hall, laid a kindly hand 
on her arm. 

"She's had a nasty shock," he said to me, "but I'll give 
her a sedative as soon as I've seen-er; Gilda. Now come on, 
Keith, let's go up." 
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Together we stood looking down at the body of the witch­
woman who for three terrifying years had been my wife. She 
lay just as the girl had discovered her-both the maids had 
been too terrified to touch her. Indeed, the Russian cook who 
had taken Maria's place, had flatly refused to enter the room 
at all, as apparently she had regarded Gilda, like so many of 
Gilda's contemporaries, as at least something of a witch, and 
had only stayed with her because of the high wages Gilda 
had paid. 

It looked as though Gilda had been asleep, suddenly ~wak­
ened and been struck down as she awakened, for she lay half 
in and half out of her bed, which was a low one, so that 
while the lower half of the body lay still on the bed, the 
upper half trailed upon the floor. The arms were flung wide, 
with fists clenched, almost as though to fight off something­
and my God, the look on her twisted face_! During the years 
that have passed since that marriage of mine many of the 
painful and terrifying memories belonging to it have faded­
but my memory of that face, twisted, savage, the eyes glar­
ing and lips set in a fixed square grin of horrifying fury can 
never fade ! I had never in my wildest dreams imagined a face 
so filled with evil, with hate and terror and rage combined. 
Stooping down, Dr. Barton picked her up by the shoulders 
and laid her body straight upon the bed, and then taking 
up the sheet, drew it carefully over her face. When he looked 
at me his own face was sober to a degree. 

"Heart failure, I'm sure," he said, "though what brought 
it on, who can tell? I've often seen faces twisted in a sort of 
awful rictus at the moment of death, but this is the worst I've 
ever seen ! Poor soul ! Keith, I advise you to go downstairs and 
get yourself a strong drink-and I'll have one too when I've 
finished here, though I can't give a thorough examination 
yet. Get hold of that young maid and make her take a couple 
of these tablets and go and rest-they will make her sleep ! 
And tell the cook not to disturb her. I'll send a nurse along 
to do the necessary here, and while you're downstairs you'd 
better telephone and make arrangements for the removal of 
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the body, or you'll have those two maids leaving. They won't 
stay here with a body in the house .... " 

"They won't have to," I said. "I'm staying here now to see 
to things, so don't worry." The doctor nodded and, shutting 
the door behind me, I ran downstairs. I gave Irina the tablets 
and the cook the doctor's instructions-I found both girls 
almost tearfully thankful when I told them I was staying in 
the house from now onwards, so they would not be left alone 
-and then I shut myself up with a king-sized drink and the 
telephone. 

There is little more to tell. The doctor's final verdict was 
death from heart failure due to some shock, though the cause 
of the shock could not be ascertained; and once again I found 
myself thinking, with a wry amusement, of dear old Barton's 
face if I ever told him the real shock that had killed Gilda­
the abrupt return to her of the evil that she had sent forth 
against Chloris ! As I have said be£ ore, evil is like a boomerang 
that once set going, returns in the end to the one who threw 
it-and from the expression left on Gilda's twisted face one 
could guess at least a little of the shock of horror, astonish­
ment and fury that had struck her as the dark thing she had 
released returned to her bosom, bringing her death in its 
train. 

She had left orders that she desired to be cremated, with 
which I was greatly relieved, for I felt, and so did Chloris, 
that only her complete disappearance into the clear heart of 
fire could really wipe out that terrible creature that was Gilda; 
Gilda Pirelli, my wife for three years, and truly my bane 
and the bane of my little son. A few of my intimate friends 
came to the service, which was quiet and seemly, and after 
it was all over and I drove away with Aunt Mary and Chloris, 
I felt a peace to which I had long been a stranger. Dr. Vronski 
had been right again! The third death had come-and with 
it had come my release. 

Now, in my truly happy life with my darling Chloris and 
the three lovely children she has given me, the memory of 
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those dreadful three years has largely faded-but not quite; 
and I write in the hope that somebody who reads this 
chronicle of a life all but ruined through that Black Magic, 
in which too few people now believe, may realize that it still 
exists, and should be shunned as though it were the plague­
as indeed it is, physically and morally ! If so, then the writing 
of this book will have been well worth while. 
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By the same author 

THE TOMORROW 
OF YESTERDAY 

In the days when Man was an ape­
like brutish creature, the great civiliza­
ation which had flourished on Mars was 
in turmoil. A few Martians managed 
to reach Earth, and in what is now 
Egypt they set about building civiliza­
tion anew. They found Man brutish 
indeed, but not without intelligence, 
nor yet ineducable. By careful training 
and controlled breeding Man was raised 
above the other animals, and from the 
descendants of the Martians and the 
Earthlings arose the civilization of 
Greece. The pure Martians then with­
drew to the great city of Atlantis. But 
their stay on this earth was only to be 
temporary, for the corruption of the 
blood by admixture of Earthling stock 
gave rise to jealousy and all the other 
sins . The Pacific colony was destroyed 
by the experiments of the scientists, and 
Atlantis was overwhelmed by -the sea. 
Thus Man, imperfect but capable of 
improvement, was left to rule on the 
earth. A fantastic story? Incredible? 
The Tomorrow of Yesterday is told with 
such convincing detail, such a wealth 
of corroborating evidence, that the 
reader, sceptical though he may be, is 
convinced at last. 

PRINTED IN GREAT BRITAIN 



Margery Lawrence 

Margery Lawrence needs no introduction to her wide circle of 

readers. Born of a well-known legal family, she had the arts at her 

fingertips from early childhood, and though at first drawn towards 

painting as a career, turned at last towards writing stories as vivid 

and colourful as her painting. 

She married Arthur Towle, younger of the two Towle brothers 

famous in the world of international hotels, and so has seen and 

known many countries which have provided her with much 

material for her books. During the war she remained in London 

with her husband, defying the fates in a top-floor flat; and after his 

death in I 948 spent much time abroad, especially in Spain, which 

she used as the setting for a successful novel, Spanish Interlude. 

Miss Lawrence's work is varied in the extreme, ranging from 

stories of purely modern life to tales set in ancient times, as in 

Daughter of the Nile, The Rent in the Veil and in The Gate of 

Yesterday, in which the background is Greece in the time of 

Pericles. 
She is a woman of varied gifts and catholic tastes. A keen 

musician-she has a good and well-trained contralto voice and 

sings much to her own accompaniment on the piano; mostly negro 

spirituals, old traditional Scottish and English songs and the like. 

She is an avid collector of books, curios and interesting friends, an 

embroidress of unusual gifts, a judge of good talk, good food and 

drink, an inveterate traveller and omnivorous reader. She loves 

the theatre, books and films, but has no taste for games or sport of 

any kind, with the exception of sailing, which she adores, being a 

foolproof sailor in any weather. She is also a strong believer in 

flying saucers and in the possibility of interplanetary communic­

ation, as in psychic science, which plays a part in many of her 

stories; and Master of Shadows is a sequel to her successful collect­

ion of uncanny stories published some time ago and entitled 

Number Seven, Queer Street. 

Her recent books include a brilliant study of a problem child, 

entitled Dead End, and a dramatic story, The Tomorrow of Yesterday, 

of how Man as we know him came into being on earth. 
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