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"Deep in the dewy shadows of a wood or where
stars walk upon a mountaintop."’

Q% ore ‘Than Shadow

BY DOROTHY QUICK

HE third time it happened
she was aware of its strange-
ness. o

Up till then it hadn’t mattered
or seemed important, but the
third time made her realize that
somethmg unusual was taking
place and that there was cause for
alarm.

She had just finished- lunch
and thought the . phllodendrons
on either side of the mantelpiece
needed watermg So, because she
had gotten intothe hablt of sav-
ing water during the shortage,
she took her glass, which was as
full as when the maid had filled
it, and started . towards the fire-
place “Half-way there thée glass,
for no reason which she could
accoufit, sllpped from- her hand.

The water spilled on the delft
blue rug and rapidly began to
coagulate into a'shape as the glass
rolled off towards the ﬁteplace

She watched -the, wet shape on’*
she’

the:rug: It 7s-a little dog,
half whispered:” = _
Almost as though an artist had

painted it, there on the rug was
the outline of a dog, a tiny dog
with puffy, curly hair and, due to
the way the water had absorbed
and the wet and dry patches, it
had a most beguiling expression.
It was so_real that she had to re-
strain hetself ffom bending over
to pick it up.

It looked: exactly like a little
dog waiting to be lifted into its
mistress’s arms. It had dimenston
and a definite personality. It
seemed more than a shadow-or
a wet spot.

""Just then Mona temembered
that this.had happened before—
twice.. .

The first time had been at the
table~~here ‘in the:dining room.
Her youngest daughter, aged
three, had upset her glass . of

niilk, purposély Mona suspected,

knowmg her offspring-didn’t like
thie bounty of theéscow. She was
just .about to atter a. repnmand

:When—the Chlld Carol had. cried

out “Look, Mummy, it's a little

dog
23
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The milk had run across the
table as fluids do and settled in
front of Mona’s place. "The shape
of the damp place on the linen
tablecloth was definitely that of
a little. dog.

The same little dog at which
she was looking now,. Mona
thought and shuddered.

“That day at the table she had
laughed. -It had scemed funny.
Because the' spitled milk had set-
tled in the form of a little dog
Carol had escaped the scolding
and Mona -had mopped up the
milk reluctantly because the-little
dog shape ‘was so cunning,

But she forgot about it almost
immediately.

IHREE days later, a rainy Sun-

day afternoon.it was,she was
sitting in the_living room with
her husband, Hal; the three chil-
dren, Carol, Mcg and Harry, Jr.-
were playmg nearby. Ellen, the
maid, brought the tea. Mona

gave the two. older children, a.

very ‘weak version and Carol -had
milk’ in her cup. Then she hand-
ed Hal his stronger share. He
started with it towards his favor-
ite chair. The cup, which had
seemed firm on its saucef, could
not have been, for it bounced off,
spilling the. tea on. the beige car-
pet

For an- instant there was si-
lence. Then Carol came running
over from the othet side of the

room. “Little dog, litle dog,” she,

'pronouncement

~Mona thought,

exclaimed, pointing .to the wet
SPOt. - . -

Mona. stared. -It. was true.
There was the. outline of a little
dog, cutly haxred with an up-
lifted paw.

Her husband laughed, “You're
right, Carol. It 7s a little dog, and
it's cute too. I'd like a little dog
like that around the house.”

Carol clapped her h'mds,
Daddy, get one for Carol.”
“Maybe.” Hal. nodded, “if we

could find an attractive one like
that.”:

The other. two chxldrcn were
thére by then, exclaiming, say-
ing they'd like a dog too.

Hal got another cup of tea and
reached his favorite chair with.it
safely, before he delivered  the
“You can’t all
have dogs. If you'll ]ust scttle for

"a community animal—"’

By the time the argumcnt was
over the carpet had dried and
Mona forgot the whole business
as quickly as the children did.
But now here was the dog again,
and more real than ever,

Tiny, curly-haired, with a
front paw elevated appealingly, a
sharp, pointed_ nose, utterly be-
guiling. “It must be a poodle,”
“a very small
poodle But why does it keep

_happenmg> Is- it an omen, does

it mean we ought to have a dog’
It was probably a trick of wind

ruffling the rug, but it seemed as

though the paw was-further out-
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thrast and the outline of the little
creature quivered with eager-
ness..

Ellen came into the dining

room. Mona called her, pointed
to the spot. ““What does that look
like?” she asked.

The 'girl giggled, "Why, for
all the world like a little dog, the
kind the lepreclnuns keep. 'Tis
said in Ireland the little people
ride tliem-on moonhght ni ights.”

"Where do they go?” Mona
was surprised at herself for put-
tmg the question.

“Now that we do not be ask-
ing.” Ellen lapsed into the
brogue she’d brought with her
two years ago when she came
over to vistt-her Aunt Mary who
cooked for Mr. and Mrs. Hal
Devitt. “But,” she dropped her
voice as though afraid of being
overheard, “some say the little
dogs take them_over the moun-
tain to the land of youth.”

A quotation from Yeits leap-
ed into Mona’s mind.

W here nobody gets old and god-
ly and grave

Where nobody gets old and
crafty and wise -

Where nobody gets old and bit-
ter of tongue

And she is still there, busied with
a dance,

Deep in the dewy- shadow of a
wood

Or where stars walk upon the

' mountainside.

The words had always appeal-
ed to Mona, ever since she had
played the gnrl in the play the
graduatmg class had done at
school, “The Land of Heart's
Desue The lines had stuck in
her mind_and now they were
echoing over and over, "Deep in
the dewy shadows of a wood, or
where stars walk upon-a moun-
taintop.”

And the little dog could take
you there—over the mountain-
top to the land of heart’s desire
where—what was it the child in
the play had said? “Could make
you ride upon the winds, run on
the top of the dishevelled tide,
and dance upon the mountains
like a flame.” Her mind went
back to the play. There had been
more. She remembered the
child’s speech:

You. shall go with me, newly
married bride

And gaze npon a merrier mtltie
tude,

‘Then there had been Irish names,
-Nuala, Ardoe the wise, Feacra

and Finvarra,

And their land of Heart's Desire

Where beanty has no ebb, decay
no flood,

But joy is wisdom, Time ar end-
less-song.

The little dog could take you
to that!



26
ONA caught herself” up

sharply. The coincidence of
the dog's outline happening there.
times and Ellen’s old-world
leprechauns with their dogs to
ride had woven a spell over her
—that and Yeats’ magic poetry.
But she mustn't be a dreamer
as she had been in the part of
Maire which' she had acted in
the play—and never forgotten.
She could remember_now how
when she-had sunk to the floor,
playing dead, the child having
stolen her soul away. She had
felt that it would have been
worth it to find that land where
people were forever young, never
to grow old, “"to dance _upon the
mountains hke a flame.” It would
have been worth losing your soul,
she had thought.

Then the curtain had fallen
and the child. was her school-
mate, Meg, again, and she.was
Mona altve and hoping Hal had
liked her performance.

"He had; that very night he had
proposed. “I shouldn’t yet. I've
got three more years of college,
but;=after seeing you so ethereal,
so beautiful, and so far away, 1
had to be sure of you. Will you
mazry me, “Mona, when.1 can
support you?”’

She ‘would, and th‘ey had been
married before:he *had taken his:
%ace in his father’s law office.

hey had been very happy. Their
life had been full. They loved:v
each other, had three wonderful
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children, she -had wanted noth-
ing. Yet why did the outline,
something more than a shadow,
of .a dog, make her remember
and long for the Land of Heart’s
Desire? This was nonsense. She
mustn’t even think of it,any
more. She turned to Ellen. "Get
a cloth,” she commanded and
was ashamed at the edgy tone in
her voice, "“and mop it up.”

“Yes ma'm, said Ellen, and
then in a sharp tone of surprise,
“But it's all dry—the little dog
has gone.’ -

WEEK. after that the. dog

“came. It was a poodle and
Carol found it down by the- gat-
den gate. She and Meg came run-
ning:to Mona, the little bunch of
black fluff clasped tightly. in
Meég's arms.

Out of the chorus of exclama-
tions and’ requests of “Can we
keep him?” Mona gathered that
the dog had been sitting by the
gate, that it had greeted the chil-
dren like a long-lost friend, that
they-already adored it. There was
#no sign of a collar or license tag.
It hadn’t been dipped, and it
was adorable. The minyte they
put it. down it capered up to
Mona, turned several circles in
front of her and then put up one
paw, {'Like the dog on the rug"
Mona thought She felt strange
about the-dog; but she had to ad-
mit it"was captivating. "When ‘it
jumped up in her arms and ¢ud-
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dled its head- against her neck
she was completely won over,
“Yes. You can keep it if no
one claims it;” she said, absurdly
conscious of the appeal of the lit-
tle creature. She was as' desirous
as the children to have the little

dog, but common sense warned

her not to let them count too
much on having it. “But I'm sure
that it has an owner. It's such a
beautiful dog She caressed the
little head "’that it must belong to
someone. It’s probably lost—run
away maybe. They might adver-
tise for it in the paper—"

“We don’t have to read the
papers,” Meg suggested with
‘practicality.

“That wouldn’t be honest,”
"Mona told them. "“"We will watch
out. In the meantime you can
play with him. Suppose you get
him some milk, Harry.”

Harry obhged Mona reluc-
tantly put the little dog down. It
drank a little, then cavorted
about, jumping up on the chil-
drfen, licking their hands. When
it came to Carol it leaped into
her lap and, putting its paws on

her shoulders, seemed to be whis- -

pering tnto her ear.
"Did you ever see anything so
cute?” Meg asked.

ONA was conscious of a

twinge of jealousy. She had
loved the feeling of the tiny head
nestling close to her face. She
shoved her feeling into the back

of her consciousness and agreed
that the little dog was cute.

So did Hal and Ellen. They
all hoped that no one would
claim the tiny poodle It was so
gay, such good company. It seem-
ed'to know just what their mood
was and fit into it.

“T've always heard poodles
were smart,” Hal said after it
had been with them two days;

“but I swear this onc is almost
human.”

With that the little dog dimb-
ed up his leg- and licked the
man’s big hand as though it were
saying ‘thank you." “See what I
mean?”’ boomed Hal, patting the
small head. "I certainly hope no
one comes for it.”

No one did.

After a week they felt safe;
and as though “Jet,” so called’
for his beady, black eyes ahd

"“because he was jettisoned” Hal
added, and then had to explain
to the children what the word
meant,

They all, except Ellen, adored
the poodle. Ellen kept insisting
there was something strange
about him, The poodle seemed to
like them all equally well. To
Mona there was something spe-
cially appealing about the little
dog. She actually reached the
point where she tried to get him
off to herself, carrying him into
her room to be with her while
she napped—but, whether by de-
sign or pot, he_ always barked
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or made some noise that brought
the children running.

Baby Carol would put-up her
three-year- -old hands to the bed.
“Yet"” she would call, “Yet,” her
tongue not able to master the
intricacies of the letter J.

Then Mona ‘would have to lift
the little thing down, and-oft he
would go with the children
scampering with all the abandon
of youth—so oddly at variance
with the wise 1ook in" his shoe-
button eyes.

“It's that that makes me love
him so,” Mona thought, “that
queer mixtute of youth and wis-
dom. It's amazing what a differ-
ence a dog ‘makes, in a house.”’

And it really was. The chil-
dren never needed to be amused
now. They had Jet. If they got
restless he brought his ball, drop-

ped it in Meg.or Harry’s lap for’

them to throw. He retrieved
without being taught. Even Hal
was forced into the game and
Mona—no matter how busy the
children were there was always
some time during the day when
the dog cuddled up into her neck
as he had-.done the first day he
came,

Mona found herself looking
forward to it almost as a ritual.
“It’s ridiculous” she scolded het-
self, “but . when he’s_there I seem
to have visions of a ncver-never
land, Yeats” Land of Heart’s De-
sire. 1 suppose because I thought
of the play with all that non-

. patted Mona’s shoulder.

sense of Ellen’s when he first
came and its association of ideas.
But it’s uncanny, really.”

Finally'-she told Hal about it.

I think: I'm going mad. I keep
wmhmg he'd .grow life-size and
I could ride away on his -back.
I see visions in which I-—sober,
sedate Mona——-dmce upon the
mountains like a flame. Do you
think I'm crazy?”

HAL looked at his pretty wife.

“You're anything- but se-
date; Mona. You kanow you're
lovely and you’re not nuts either,

There’s something about that
animal-—you know, when he
licks my hand 1t feels like water
touching my skin. I'think of the
rushing waters of a bright brook

~ with motes dancing in the sun-

light, and' I feel like chucking
business and going ﬁshmg Pretty
snlly the end of April.”

\Well you:could go to Flori-
da.” Mona said seriously,

“"Now don’t you go encourag-
ing me. I don’t have a vacation
till" August! I just-wanted to ex-
plain the dog's effect on me.” He
“You
see, dear, it's because the little
dog Ms $o ‘young, so blithe and
gay he releases our inhibitions.
It's good for us.’

Mona wasn’t convmced “The
children are -young, blithe and
gay. They don’t make me want
to ‘dance on the mountain like
a flame.” ”
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Hal threw back his head and
Jaughed. “That would be pretty
difficult to-do. Have you ever
seen a flame dance on a moun-

tain? These poetic imageries are’

all right until you break them
down. Then what have you—
nothing, nothing at all.”

He was right of course. A
flame could dance in a fireplace
but on a mountain it would be, as
Hal said, nothing, or a forest
fire. She joined in her husband’s
laughter -and forgot the whole
business when he suggested they
might go out dancing.

They hadn'’t done that for a
long time. It would be fun in-
deed. “T'll go nap,” she told him,
“so I'll look my best.”

“You always do.” He kissed
her as he had when they were
engaged. Mona forgot everything
but the moment.

The ‘poodle was on her bed
waiting for her—waggmg its
pom-pom tail in an utter aban-

don of ecstasy, cavorting up and’

down regardless of her blue satin
bedspread. Mona wondered idly
how he’d gotten up on the high
bed. He was such a little thing.
“Jet,” she said in the manner
proverbial to all dog lovers,
“Good Jet” and patted the tiny
head. _ ‘
~As she took off her dress the
poodle watched her gravely. He
was like a little old woman sit-
ting on the end of the bed—or
a gnome. She slipped into, a

wrapper, a filmy thing of lace
and nylon and cirled up on the
bed. In two seconds flat he was
beside her, nestled into the curve
of her shoulder, his head- close
to her cheek.

For once the children didn’t
come and she lay there strangely
content, her ﬁngers caressing the

-$oft wool of Jet’s pompadour.

PRESENTLY she began to
hear a weird ‘music, soft and
slow, unlike any she had ever
heard before; a line from a song
came to her— 'Strange Music of
the Spheres.” Someone must be
playing a radio, she thought, and
yet no radio had ever produced
music like this, yet in some odd
way it seemed mixed up with
the poodle’s rhythmic breathing
and the Yeats’ play came back
into her mind. The Land of
Heart's Desire, where nobody
gets old. T

Then she must have fallen
asleep for the poodle began.to
talk. "I can take you there—
where everything is .wondrous
strange and beautiful, where run-
ning water makes music all day
long, where there is no age, no
pain, nothing but happiness.
Will you come with me? Ride
upon my back to eternal joy?”’

And then incredibly the poo-

_dle was beside the bed, the size

of a pony, small bt b1g enough
toicarry her,
‘Mona knew instinctively that.
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if she got on his back she would
achieve the Land of Heart’s De-
sire. Out of the large body the
same poodle eyes looked into
hers: In them was eternal youth
and an age-old wisdom. But
there was something else—some-
thing that filled her with horror
—a cold, calculating look that
was evil. She shivered and pulled
her robe close.

In her ears the music swelled-

and ‘the poodle s voice mingled
with it. "Come, come with me
to eternal joy. ]ust get on my
back.” , y
The music was louder. Sud-
denly she forgot the evil, forgot
everything but the promise of
eternal joy. She swung around
on the ‘bed, her legs dangling
over the side. Then she was on
her feet and the poodle threw
back its coal black head and
made a sound that was half hu-
man, half animal, but wholly
triumphant, and it was the same
evil she saw in the shining eyes.
For the first time she was aware
of the dog's sharply pointed
white teeth. She had noticed the
incisors when the poodle had
been small, thought they were
over-large. Now they looked ex-
actly like the fangs they were.
She visioned them dripping with
blood—her blood—and she stop-
ped advancing, standing stock
still. Her eyes mct those of the
dog’s, those jet-like -button eyes
.that had given him his name,

“No,” she’ whispered, “'no, I

cannot come.”
" "Only one step.” The. voice
came from the poodle’s throat,
mingling with the music. “Only
one step and it is yours—eternal
youth—with me.” The poodle’s
eyes were velled It- hfted one
foot enticingly. “'Come,” it in-
sisted, and moved nearer to
her.

Again she began to move to-
wards the dog who now seemed
larger than ever. “You won’t get
out of the door with me on your
back,” she said.

“There will-be no doors for
us now,-or ever again,” the-dog

'rephed It 1ooked at her again.

HIS ‘time she saw the evil in

its eyes but she didn’t care,
The music had her in its spell.
The poodle had charmed her,
too. She no longer thought it
evil or that it was strange it had
enlarged itself. She knew that it
would.bear her through the door
or the wall if necessary, to an-
other world-—to eternal joy of
eternal damnation. She didn't
care which as long as the music
lasted.

She took another step. The
poodle cavorted like a prancmg
horse as it had done when it was
a tiny-dog showing off. “"Hurry,”
its words rang.in her ears. "Hur-
ry, get on my back so. we can

ride.”

_She put her hand on its shin-
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ing topknot, the black hair that
was soft as cashmere,

The music enveloped her like
a mantlé of lovely vibrating
sound.

She put her other hand on the
poodle’s back that was clean-
shaven, smooth as Broadtail and
as hlgh as her shoulder.

Just as she was about-to swing
herself into place the door open-
ed and the children tumbled in,
Baby Carol, Meg and Harry Jun-
ior.

“Mother,” Meg said reproach-
fully, “you've got Jet in here.”

She was back on her bed, the
poodle lying curled against her
neck, tiny as always, but looking
at her with deep unfathomable
eyes.

Even as she looked at it she
saw and felt the deep sigh that
wrackedits fragile little body.

In ‘her ears was a whisper,

h Too late.” The music, was gone.

“Yet, Yet,” Baby Carol was
pushmg herself against the
bed

“ was asleep, Mona told hert-
self, “and I dreamed, but what a
d-ream‘

Almost in a daze she reached
u'p for the poodle, cradled the
tiny body in her two hands. “Run
along, little Jet,”” she said.

The poodle leaned towards her
and licked her cheek.

For an instant she tho'ught she -

héard the music again. But it was
only wishful thinking. Except

for the children the room was

quiet.

“Yet, Yet,” Baby Carol was
calling,
Mona gave the poodle to

Harry Junior.

“Run along, children,” she ad-
monished, “Mother has to
dress.”

HEY left her and she got off
the bed. She felt enervated.
“What a dream!” she said, half
aloud. “I'm actudlly exhausted—
over a dream—no, I guess it was
more than a dream. It was in the
nightmare class.”
She shook the memory
off, bathing

of it
her face with cold

~water to get rid of it. She dressed

quickly. When she reached the
living room and Hal she wore
her new Dior taffeta suit with
the bell-like flaring skirt and the
jeweled cap’ that perched jauntily
on her golden cutls.

Mona her husband exclaim-
ed, “'you're ravishing.” He kissed
her

“What a fool I was,” she
thought, “to want to leave him
for eternal joy—even in a dream!
\7hy, T've got eternal joy with
him! And the children. It took
a nightfnare to make me realize
it, though.”

She sighed as the poedle had
swhed

"“Come along,”’ Hal said.

“Shouldn’t we tell the children
good-bye?’' she-asked.
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“I' sent them off to the garden
to play—and I've told Ellen
we're going out. Come on dear,
rtomght is eatirely our own.”

“I must tell you about" the-sil-
liest dream I had,” she began as.
-they hailed a taxi. '

“Later,” he said. “Right now
I want to talk about you and how
lovely you are.”

She never did tell him about
the dream.

IT W AS late when they reached

home. “It's been a petfect eve:
ning,’ " Mona said as Hal put.his
key in the front door lock,

The door swung open before
he turned the-key. A white-faced
Ellen stood inside. peering out. at
them anxiously.

~Is anything wrong?” Mona™
asked, alarmed. by the look on
her maid's face,

Ellen kept. staring. “Did you
take the baby with you?”_she
asked. Her voice was unsteady

“No,” Hal replied tersely.
"W hy?"

Ellen’s lips quivered. “I so
hoped you'd taken her, even
though I was sure you hadnt
She’s; gone. She wasn't there
when [ called tlhie children for-
supper—neither she nor the little
dog. I asked Meg and Harry
where she was and. they said the.
last time they’d seen her she was

- W —

'would never
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playing with Jet in the far corner
of thé garden.”

“But surely—" Mona began
over Hal's, “We'd better phone
the police.’

“Oh, no sir.” Ellen wailed,
“It's no use. It's May eve, the
time when the “little people”
have power. They’ve spirited her
away. The little dog was their
emissary. "He came ahead to get
someone from this house, I nevér
liked the little dog. 1 think I
knew from the first—"

“Nonsense,”” Hal broke in,
“there was nothl_n'g wrong with
the dog. There-are no.little peo-
ple. I'll phone the police and

“ask the nexghbors—

“I did that,” Ellen cut in.
“Two of thém saw_Carol. They

said she was. laughing happily,
riding on the back of a poodte
dog as large as a pony.’

Mona remembered what she
had thought was a dream—a
nightmare. When the poodle had
grown big—Dbig enough to take
her to the Land of Heart’s De-.
sire. She remembered the cold,
calculating look—-the evil.

It had been actuality, not a
dream. In one sickening moment
she glimpsed another world, an-
other dimension and knew it was
mofe than shadow and that she
see _her child
again.,
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