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A Sardonic Novel of Witchcraft
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THE STRANGE CASE OF
JACOB ARUM

By JOHN HARRIS BURLAND

T WAS SAID—openly enough—in
the village that there was something
wrong about Jacob Arum; but 1
always put that down to the natural
impulse of simple country folk to re-
gard any eccentric person with suspi-
cion. I should be sorry to tell you all
the crimes that were from time to time

leid to the accousnt of this man who had,
for no apparent reason whatever, come to
live among us.

Some said that he was wanted by the
poliwe for fraud or burglary or even
murder, There were others—and those
a little out of date—who averred that
he bad been a pirate, and that the gold
and jowels he had taken from dead men
on the high seas were kept in great iron-
hound boxes in his cellar.

Then there was one old woman who
was certain that he had made a compact
with the devil, thet he would never die,
and that he would live on in agony until
the end of the world.

““And mebbe,’’ she said, ‘‘that little
ugly black fellow be the devil himself."”

The ‘‘little ugly black fellow’ was
Jacob Arum’s only servant. His name
was Brike, and when he went into the
village to purchase anything for his

master, the boys hid themselves behind
walls and hooted at him.

“You be the devil!”” they would
shriek. ‘‘Take care as the parson don’t
see you.’’

But Brike, a hump-backed, limping

little man, with long, powerful .ma'é and
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thick legs, took no notice of them what-
ever. He was not black but a grayish
yellow—a half-breed of the negroid type.
And he spoke English perfectly.

Well, that will give you some idea of
how Jacob Arum stood in the estimation
of the ignorant and uneducated portion
of Harthaven’s five hundred inhabitants.
The rector, of course, looked at Jacob
Arum from an entirely different point of
view. He had never been admitted into
the house, and Arum, by repute a
wealthy man, had not only never en-
tered the church, but had definitely re-
fused to subscmbe slxpence to any
parochial fund.

‘“The man is a heathen,’’ the rector
said to me, ‘‘and that’s all I care about.
It is very sad.”

The doctor, & rather cynical young fel-
low, was inclined to regard Arum as a
joke,

‘““He’ll never.send fér a clergyman,”’
he once said, when we were discussing
Arum; ‘“‘but one of these days he'll have
to send for me.”’

Then there was an old professor who
was writing a giganfic work—at least,
one presumed it was gigantic, because it
was known that he had already spent
twenty years of his life over it—on the
witcheraft of all countries and ages. He
was a funny little old fellow, quite bald,
and with a set of false teeth that re-
minded one of the chorus girls in denti-
frice advertisements,

‘‘My dear bqy,’’ he said to me in his
squeaky voice,'‘Arum’s under a spel!
and that black servant has some hand in
lt t 24

I can pass over the opinion of three
maiden ladies who lived at Laburnum
Villa, and ‘‘never, never passed by the
gates of that awful ‘house,’’ lest they
should see something that ought not to
be seen. They looked upon Jacob Arum
as ‘‘improper,”’ and they ‘‘feared the
worst.’’ There was much shaking of
gray heads, and murmuring of half-
finished sentences, but nothing definite.

‘‘He’s spoilt the village,”’ Miss Mary
said. ‘“We were so happy before he
camue, like a little colony of friends."’

To tell you the honest truth; I rather
envied Jacob Arum his notoriety. I had
lived in the village most of my life, and
my forefathers had lived there for three
hundred years. A good deal of the land,
and most of the cottages belonged 1o
me. 1 had fought in the wur, and had
been wounded. My life had merely
"been that of any simple country gentle-
man. But I am sure I had never caused
any excitement .in Harthaven. No one
taled about me. T was just taken as a
matter of course. There had been a Hart
of Harthaven for so many years, that I

" Brike.
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was of no more interest than the house in
which I lived, of the creek that ran
through the level marshland to the sea.

I had not even the satisfaction of being
Arum’s landlord. He had bought the
house and the three acres of ground that

surrounded it from the executors of an

old woman who had died after being
seventy-five years in the village. '
I knew the house well enough, for the
old womman had been a friend of my
grandmother’s. I had even bid for it
at the auction, but, unwilling to give a
fancy price, I had allowed it to be
knocked down to the queer, hump-backed
little fellow who had given his name as
Even at that early stage in the
proceedings, Jacob Arum had kept him-
self in the background. . And the auc-
tioneer afterward told me that the‘whole

of the purchase money had been paid in .

gold and silver.

No one ever saw Arum move into his
house. Brike arranged everythlng, and
we saw a good deal of Brike while the
place was being decorated ; and, later om,
when van-loads of valuable furniture
stood outside the newly-painted gate in
the old brick wall. But no one in the
village could name the day, much less

the hour, of Jacob Arum’s arrival.

And, once inside the house, he never

left it. Brike explained that his master
was an invalid, but Brike was not in-
clined to be talkative, and answered very
few of the questions that were put to
him.
o For my part, I pictured Arum as a
man who wished to be talked about and
regarded as a2 man of mystery. No one
had even seen him, and everything that
he purchased was paid for in cash. We
had not even set eyes on his signature.

Well, Jacob Arum purchased the
property in January, 191‘) and it was
not until the October of that year that I
met the man for the first time. )

I well remember that night. For three
weeks the weather had been very wet
and windy, and then there was a sharp
frost, and the wind dropped, and the
marshland was hidden in a white mist
that crept in upon us from the sea.

Professor Turton and young Saltby
were dining with me, and we were dis-
cussing Jacob Arum over our glasses of
port, when my footman entered the room,
and said that ‘‘Mr, Brike’’ wished to sec
me.

‘“‘Hallo!’’ said Saltby. ¢ What about
that for telepathy?”’ And the professor
laughed so heartily that he nearly choked
himself with a small piece of walnut.

‘““Where is the fellow?”’ [ asked the
servant, when we had 1estored the pro-
fessor to normal state.

.well.

*“He’s round at the back, sir,”’ the
man replied. ‘‘Where would you like to
see him?®’’ .

‘““In the library,’’ I replied; and then,
turning to the others, I asked them to

. excuse me, and left the room.

The library, was a long, narrow roomn
at the back of the house. The walls were
covered with books, rarely touched ex-
cept by the servant whose duty it was
to dust them; for I am no greater readet,
such as my father was.

There was a big fire of logs burning
in the open grate, but the heat of it
was not - sufficient to dispel the fog that
had crept in through the shuttered win-
dows. I took up my position with my
back’ to the fire and waited for my
strange visitor. I could not imagine any
reason that could possibly account for
this unexpected visit., .

1 had often seen Brike in the village,
but I must confess that when he was
shown into the hbrary, and the door
closed behind him, and he stood there
with his hat in his hand and a thick
black overcoat that almost touched the
ground, I received & new impression of
the man. That end of the room was
badly lighted, and the atmosphere was
far from clear; so, of course, & good deal
of Brike's appearance was left to the
imagination,

Still, I fancy that that could hardly
account for the fact that he seemed to
me to bc someone of much greater im-
portance than the hunchbacked servant
of a rather eccentric master. His dark’
face and body blended with the shadows,
and the way in which he stood there,
without speaking or coming forward
directly the door had closed behind him,
mey have contributed to my impression
of a very strong and distinctive personal-
ity. It was almost as though he had
expected me to cross the room to greet
him.

Of course, as you may well imagine, I
did not move an inch; and, after a few
minutes of silence, I said sharply:

‘“Well, what is it?! What do you
want?’’ -

He came forward, then, into the light,
and he was no more than the quiet and
deferential servant, bearing some mes-
sage from his master. His face was ugly
and deeply lined,

“Mr. Arum—sir,”’ he said, in a rather
soft, pleasant voice, ‘“he asked me to
come and see you. Mr. Arum would be
honored and obliged if you could spare
him a few minutes.’’

‘“‘Where is he? Not outside, surely ?’’

““No, sir; he is at home and not very
I think he wants to talk to you
on some watters of importance,”’
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I did not want to go, and I fell back
bn the true British line of defense:

. “I do. not know Mr. Arum,” I said
stifly. ‘‘I called on him, and he has
‘never returned my call. I am sorry he
is ill, but hJB private affairs do not con-
ern me,’

The man looked at me as theugh I
‘were some curious specimen of humanity,
#nd s0, doubtless, I should have seemed
40 the simple mind of a savage.

‘““He is in trouble, sir,”’ Brike con-
tinued, ‘‘and there is no one ‘in this
plaece that he would care to speak to
‘about it except you, sir.’

*¢J am honored,”” I said coldly, but I
felt that I was making a ridiculous ass
of myself. ‘‘I have two friends to
dinner. One of them is Dr. Sgltby. If
Mr. Arum-is ill, perhaps Dr. Saltby—’’

‘It is you, sir, that my master wants,”’
‘he interrupted. ‘“Of all those who live
in this village, you are the only one he
feels that he can trust.”’

Flattery of this sort did not appeal to
me. I had a natural curiosity to see this
mysterious Mr, Arum, but I could not
forget the mtolerable rudeness of the
fellow, and most certainly I did not like
the look of his servant. Even as Brike
'stood there before me, pleading quietly

and respectfully, it seemed to me that

he was only wearing a mask of humility,

and that all the time he was regarding

‘e rather as an enemy than a friend.
““You canmot tell me the nature of

your master’s business?’’ I queried,

after a pause.

~ “No, sir; I am only his servant.”’

_ There was something so Oriental about

this mply that I almest expected to see

the man bow low with outstretched arms.

But he stood there as stolidly as any
‘Englishman.

‘““And, I suppose,’’ I continued, * you
cannot tell me why your master has
chosen me for his confidence?’’

‘“He had heard well of you, sir.”’

“From you, eh?’’ I laughed.

“I only repeat what I hear from
.others, sir.”’

‘“That I am a simple-minded fellow,’’
I'said to myself; and I began to under-
-stand why Jacob Arum had sent for me.

. Either of my two guests would have

been 2 bit too sharp for him. The young
doctor was a remarkably clever fellow,
-and - the. professor had a world-wide
zeputation. They were both mtellectual
men. I was merely a turmp,” to use
4,word commonly employed in reference
to couniry gentlemen. This-idea put me
on my mettle. It did not oceur to me
that I might be entlrely mistaken. I had
got.the 1dea. into ‘my head, and it stayed

“I will come with you,”” I said. “L
am & justice of the peace, and I suppose
that is really why Mr. Arum wants to
see me.
few minutes, I will take you back in the
car 7

The man bowed, but seemed in no way
surprised that I should have asked a
servant to wait in my library, instead of
sending him back to the servants’ quar-
ters. I returned to the dining-room and
told my guests that I was going round
to see Jacob Arum.

‘““Well, that’s a bit of luck for you,”’
said Saltby. ‘‘Can’t I come?”’

“I’'m afraid not,”’ I replied. ‘‘I dun’t
know what the fellow wants; it’s all very
naysterious, Anyhow, you’d better stay
here. I’ll be back in less than an hour.

‘Make yourselves at home; perhaps I’ll

have a story to tell you when I return.’

Saltby laughed, but Turton followed
me out of the room into the hall.

‘“Keep your eyes open,’’ he whispered,
in that thin, high-pitched voice of his.
‘‘Something queer about that fellow,
Brike. Very interesting to me; wish I
could come with yon. Keep your eyes
open. Crusty old man,Arum will seem
to you, but look for something else under
the surface. The devil is about, even
in these days!”’

““All right, old chap!”’ L laughed.
“I’ll find him for you if he’s in that
house!”’

CHAPTER TWQ

'MY HOUSE, Harthaven Hall, is

ubout half a mile from the village
—that being the exact distance between
my front door and the inner entrance to
the park.

Though the fog was very thick,
‘Walters, my chaufteur, drove us along
at a rattling pace. Naturally enough,
he knew every inch of the road, and
even if the wheels ran off it, there was
only level grass on either side. The moon
showed like a white globe of frosted glass,
in which the lamp burned dimly. Our
powerful headlights made a confusing
glow of vapor ahead, and were worse
than useless; but we reached the lodge
gates in one minute, and two minutes
later we drew up outside the small door
in the high red brick wall of Brent
Lodge. Brike alighted, and opened the
door with a key. Then he stood to.one
side so that I could pass him. I leant
over the seat and told Walter to wait
for me.

‘“‘But don’t wait 100 long," I added.
“If I’m not back here in an hour, get
over that wall and ring the front door
bell; and if no one answers the bell, corae
and look for me. You understapd?”’

If you will wait in here for a .
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. ““Yes, sir,”” he replied, for all the
world as though such instructions were
a commonplace order.

I pussed through the door, and it
closed behind me. Brike took an electric
torch from hiy pocket, and showed me the
path, It was paved, and on the other
side of it the grass was thick and tall.
I caught an occasional glimpse of
neglected flower beds, and bushes that
sadly needed pruning. Certainly Jacob
Arum took no pride in his garden.

As I have told you, I knew the house
well enough in the days when old Miss
Unwin lived in it. It had been built in
the reign of George the Third, and
though it was only of moderate size, it
had the tall windows and lofty rooms of
that period.

The old lady’s furniture—heavy, ugly

.stuﬁ:‘ made about the time of the Great

Exhibition—had been sadly out of keep-
ing with the fine proportion of the walls
and the ceilings, decorated, so it was
said, by the great Robert Adam himself.

But now, ‘when Brike had unlocked the
front door and I had entered the hall,
I saw that everything had most wonder-
fully changed. There was a Persian
carpet on the floor, and rare Chippendale
chairs against the walls, and one of the
most beautiful Sheraton tables I have
ever seen..

" H{e showed me into the drawing-room,
and left me there while he went upstairs
to tell Mr. Arum of my arrival. The
room was sparsely and severely fur-
nished, but every piece of furniture in
it was a treasure. Mr, Arum was evident-
ly a man of taste. But it was equally
clear that his room was hardly ever used.
There was no fire in the grate, and not
even the materials for a fire. There was
not a paper or book, or any sign of reeent
occupation. And the dust lay thick over
everything.

I remembered what it hag been like in
the old days—the woolly mats and the
waxen flowers on the big hideous center
table with its one great leg; the vast
sofas and chairs, the appalling pictures!
But, for all that, it had been homelike,
and a fire had roared there at all hours
of the day, and old Miss Unwin had
played patience on an ugly little table,
or had executed monstrosities in Berlin
wool upon a piece of framed canvas.

"In those days there had been the
cheerful glow of several very inartistic
oil lamps. Now there was a splendid
eighleenth century crystal chandelier
hanging from the ceiling, and two wax
candles burnt mournfully in it like
candles in the room of the dead.

“It’s jolly cold,”” I said to myself, and
then I heard a woman’s voice in the hall
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outside. It was raised in anger, but I
could not distinguish the words.

The next moment the door burst open,
and a girl closed it behind her and locked
it. For u moment she stood thers, breath-
ing hard, Then she came forward and
aid :

*“You must think we're all mad in this
house.’’

‘“Oh,
you.”'

Sshe was evidently frightened or angry,
but she wus the sort of girl that made a
man fesl plensed with himself. She was
very young and slim, and beautiful, with
her golden brown hair and gray eyes and
perfectly poised head. It would have been
a pleasure to protest her from anyone
who had frightened her, to save her from
any danger, to meke her smiling and
happy. Ang it would have been equally
pleasant to have just sat and looked at
her, laughing, as I was sure she generally
laughed, and glad to be alive,

*‘One docs not usually enter a room in
this way,’’ she explained, ‘‘but I wanted
to talk to you, and Brike—well, Brike
wanted to take you away upstairs at
once. He’s outsidle—now~—listening.
You are Mr. Hart, aren’t you?t’’

‘““Yes—and you?’*

She came forward; and she did not
speak until she was close to ma,

““I only came here this afternoon,’’
she said, ‘‘and my arrival was in keep-
ing with everything else in this queer
house, I left the train at the junction,
and Brike rowed me down the ercek with
my little box. And T landed at the

no,”’ 1 laughed —*‘not ail of

.batton of the gurden. I don’t think any-

one in the village knows I’'m here,”’

“I did not,” I replied. “‘And you
)
are—

‘“‘Audrey Pinson; 1w Mr. Arum’s

niece, his only relative, My mother was
his sister. She died twenty years ago—
well, it doesn't matter about all that, Mr,
Hart. It's that horrible man—"**

“You mean Brike?'’ I queriel.

“Yes. He didn’t want me to come in
here just now, But 1 heard the car stop
oulside the garden dovr, and I saw you
both come up the path. And I made up
my mind that | wonld see you.”

“‘Splendid idea ol yours,” [ said with
a smile.

She flushed aud un ungry sparkle came

into her eyes. One could just see it by the .

light of the two candles.

Ol if you're going {o treal me as a
silly ehild,”’ she said; and then, after a
pause, she added, ‘‘I’'m sorry. I have no
right to talk to you like (hat. But I
don’t think you understand how serious
it all is. My uncle is very ill, and he will
not sce a doctor. 1 don’t know why he
sent for you, but I implore you to use
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your influence with him, and get him to
have a8 doctor. I helieve that horrible
man Brike i8 keeping- everyone away
from him."”

I interrupted her to point out that if
Brike had wished to do that, Brike need
not have fetched me.

‘“And remember,’’ I continued, *‘that

* most likely Brike sent the telegram or

posted the letter that brought you here."’

‘“Well, in any case,’’ she continued,
‘‘Brike did not wish me to talk to you.
I have seen my uncle for a few minutes,
and it soemed to me that he thinks all the
world of Brike. Ang there 4s something
wrong. I’'m sure of that."

I asked her why she imagined any-
thing of the sort, and she merely an-
swered :

‘“The man isn’t & servant at all. He’s
the master.’’

There was a gentle knoek upon the
door.

‘“He is going to take you upstairs,”’
she whispered, ‘‘but wheén you are in the
room, you must get rid of him. I want
you to talk to my uncle alone. You can
open the door.”’

I crossed the long, dlmly.hghted room,
and, turning the key in the lock, swung
back the door.

““I beg your pardon, sir,’’ Brike said"
. humbly, ‘‘but my master particulsrly

wants to ‘see you at once. I have been
upstairs with him, and )ou must please
to come and see hlm at once.’

He held u lighted eandle in ‘his hand.
He hud changed his heavy boots for a
pair of felt slippers. He had removed
his overcoat, and his ¢rinkled black hair
was neatly oiled and brushed. [n spite
of his coloring and deformity, he scemed
to be u very superior servanl.  And he
could not have been oulside the door all
the time.

‘I hope 1 have nuot offended Miss Pin-
sun, sir,”’ he spid, when he had closed
the duor. ‘‘The fuel is, sir, that the
master did not wish her to see you or
Imow unything about your visit. Some-
times he gets queer ideus like that into

" his heud.”’

1 made vo reply: 1 followed the man
up the broad shullow stairs, and when
he puused on the spucious landing, I
wulked psst him aud examined a very
beuwutiful picture, which way hanging on
the white puncled walls. [t was the
portrait of a young and haudsome woman
in the costume of the cizhteenth century,
and looked to me very like a Romney.
was not really very interested in the
picture just then, but 1 though it as well
to show Brike that my thoughts were
not entirely occupied wih hisx affairs.

““The . master's great-grandmother,
sir,”’ ho said, coming to my side, and he

held up the candie so that I could get a
better view of the portrait.

And then, after a pause: ‘‘ Will you
please step this way, sir.”’

CHAPTER THREE

FOLLOWED Brike to the other side

-of the landing, and he knucked on a
door. I heard a voice call out:

‘““‘Come in—come in."’

Brike entered the room, turped ard
beckoned to me. I followed and found
myself, not in a bedroom, as I had ex-
pected, but in a very comfortably fur-
nished sitting-roown.

The cold severity of the eighteenth
century had been subordinated to more
modern ideas of comfort. There were
fine pictures on the walls, two mag-
nificent pieces of lacquer—one a chest
and the other a cabinet, a Heppelwhite
bookease, several exquisite Chippendale
chairs. But there were also big Chester-
fields and armchairs, and novels littered
about on little tables, and pipes and
tobacco jars, and all the little odds and
ends that a man likes to gather round
him in his ‘‘den.”

Of course, I did not take everything in
at a glance, and I am recounting what
I saw during my interview. Indeed,
directly I entered the room, I saw only
Mr. Arum sitting by the fire, with a rug
drawn up over his knees. He was a
good-looking mian of about sixty with a
pale cleun-shuven fuee, and restless gray
oyes. Therc was not mueh light in the
room, and it was all behind him, where
six candles burnt in six silver candle-
sticks. Yot T could see his face clearly
enough in the firelight.

““Thank you wo much for coming,’” he
said in a slow, quiet voice, 1 was rather
afraid you would not come. You c¢an go,
Brike. [I'll ring when I want you.”’

* Brike left the room without a word,
and ! smiled ay 1 thought of wlrat the
girl had said to we. There was nothing
wyxstervions about this purt of the busi-
ness, 4t any rate. 1 had expected a cer-

" tain unwillingness on the part of Brike

to leave his master alone with me. I had
oveu inveuted & plan whereby 1 could get
rid of Brike. But here was Brike per-
fectly willing to go, and Jacob Arum just
an ordinavy gentleman, ill, no doubt, or
be would not have kept that rug over his
kneen, hut recciving me courteously, and
behaving just sy any other man would
have behaved under the circumstances,

“If T can be of any service to you,
I said, ‘‘1 shall be glad.”’

Arum laughed

““Take a cigar,”’ he said, ‘‘and you
will find whisky and soda on that table
behind me. You will excuse me sitting
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here like a log, but I'm ill—yes, I'm very

ill, Mr. Hart. Well, that doesn’t mattaey.
. Help yourself to a cigar and something
to drink,”’

"~ T did as he wished, and when I had
seated myself in the chair on the other
gide of the fireplace, I said:

~ “I'm afraid I oan’t stop very lapg.
“'wa fellows are dining with me. They
are waiting for me to return.”’

~ ““That ma.kes it all the more kind of
‘you to come,’”’ paid Arum. “‘Well, I
shan't keep you lopg.”’

He thrust his left hand into one of
the inper packets of his coat, drew out a
folded document, and hgnded it to me.

‘““That jg my will,”’ he said, ** and I
wapt you to kesp it for me, I have never
ogred for banks or lawyers, agd I dare-
gy peopla have told yon that I pever

Writ*e g' check." ’

‘“You surely don’t. keep gll your
money in your house,”’ | exclgimed.

It wes an unpardongble remark, but
T could not help makmg it.

‘I beg your pardon,’’ I continued, ‘I
‘bad no right to say anything of the sort.
It is no business of mine.”’

#¥Yes, it is your business, Mr. Hart. I
bave appointed you the sole executor of
my will, and have left you five hundred
pounds for your trouble.” '

This was an astoniahing piece of in-
formation.

‘“‘Qh, really, Mr. Arum'” I said.

#If you can’t accept the job,’’ Arum
continued, ‘‘I shall put my niece in your
place, She inherits praoctically every-
thing. .But she is rather a silly child.
1'd-like -te have @ man’s help in this

- fatter.”’
"1 hesityted for a few woments und
then’T said :
““All vight, Mr. Arum. It's rgally un-
. sommoaly good of yoy.”” .
‘‘Well, that’s settled,”’ he said cheer-
‘““New I want you to read the
wﬂlo"

I gpened oyt the thick sheet of paper,
and hegsn to read the contents. There
Was a legacy of'a thousand pounds to
“my old and fsithful servant, William
Brike,”’ and there was a further legacy
to *‘John Hart of Harthgven Hall’’ in
eonsideration- of ‘his undertaking the
dpties of executor, Everything else was

eft to Audrey Pinsen.

Aud then I came to the slgnature. and
it wag that which startled me. It was

hardly legible—an untidy scrawl that

would have disgraced a child of ten. I
looked up at Jacob Arum, and he
laughed. -

“‘Not much of a fist, ¢h?*’ he said, I
pever oould learn to write with my left
hand,’" Then he maved his right arm,
covered halfway .to the elhow with the

rug, and showed me an iron hook—one
of thoge o]d-fashioned things that I
imagined .had long ago been cast into
the dustheap.

‘‘That’s one-of my troubles,’* he said,
‘‘and the other js my hesrt,”’

‘‘Bad accident,’” he said. ‘‘Years ago.
One doesp’t care te go about among
people and have them ask whether ome
was wounded in France or Mesopotamia.
Besides, I hate people. I like my own
gociety—my hooks, my furniture, my
pistures. All that will be sold when I
die. That’s all I've get except a little
egsh fo go on with—last my time, I ex-
peot. The contents of this house are
worth forty thousand pounds.’’

He leant his head bgok and closed his
cyes, ag though he had exhgusted hiruself
by g0 much talkipg.

““You’d batter have a dripk,’’ I said.
‘“‘Shall I mix gne for you?’’ _

“Thanks,”” he said faintly. ‘I be-
lieve it wonld brighten me up 8 bit.”’

I gave him ¢ strong brandy-and-sods,
and told him that he ought to see a
doctar.

““I don’t kpow if a doctor can do you
any goad, Mr. Arym,”’ I said; ““but if
you have a bad heart you certainly ought
to see one.”’

He shook hig head.

‘“They’re all rogues,’’ he replied. ‘I
don’t believe in them at all. My faith in
God won't let mo believe in them. How
can they interfere with God’s wili?’’

I had heard this talk before, from the
‘‘Peculiar People’’ who lived in a
village not more than ten mtles from
Harthaven.

““What gbout your hand1’’ I queried.
““I suppose you ought, really to have bled
to death.”

‘““Ah, then—I did not know the
truth,’” he said simply. ‘I can see now
that I was meant fo die. Please Jon’t
argue with me. It is 8 matter of faith
with me, Byt I am glad to he able to
tell you what I believe. I don’t want
my faithfyl Briks to be blamed for my
death.’’

"1 sgw that there was nothing to he
gained by argument. I syggested that
he should give me gn inventory of the
things in the house.

‘““You see,”’ I explained, “lf the con-
tents of this house represent your
fortupe, I think I ought to know just
what, there is in the place.”’

It peemed that T had only anticipated
his own request. I followed his in-
structions gnd faund ¢ thick quarto
volume, bound in green morocco, in one

. of the book-cases.

““That ix a full catalogue,'’ he said,
‘‘and there ave photographs of the most
veluable pigses. If you care for such

-
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things, yau will find it of considerable
interest. Now, Mr. Hart, if there is any-
thing you wish to agk me—well, there is
no time like the present, We may not
ineet again.”’

‘‘Oh, came, come,’’ T said cheerfully.
““You’re not so bad am all that.”

““I do not know when my time will
come,’’ he replied; ‘‘it may be soon or
late. But in any case it is doubtful if I
shall see you again.”’

T offered to call and logk him wp any
time he chose to send for me, but he
shook his head.

““That is most kind of you,”” he re-
plied; ‘‘but habits of long standing are
not easily brokep. I am very grateful
to you for having come to my assist-
ance.”’

I opened out the will, which I still held
in my hand, and looked at the names of
the witnesses. _

‘‘Shall I have any difficulty in finding
these people?’” I asked.

IIe assured me that there would be no
difficulty. They were both young people,
and, so far as he knew, they were both
alive.

I folded up the document and placed
it in my pocket. Mr. Arum touched the
button of a small electrio bell. * Then he
held out his left hand to me.

*“Again I thank you,’* he said gently.

“It is-T who have to thank you,’”’ I
answered with a smile, ‘‘fer your very
hgndsome legacy. I only hope that it
will not come my way for many years.”’

‘“Ah, you will have ta work for it,
Mr, Hart. There ig so much ta be ar-
rgnged. Goodl-night and goed-hy."”’

The deor opened and Brike came
softly into the room. He came to his
master’s side und said:

‘““Ah, you have been tiring yourseif,
gir. You ought not to have let this
gentleman stay here far so long.”’

‘“We have said all we wished to say.’
Arum apswered. ‘‘Please accompany
Mr. Hart to the car.”

I followed Brike out on to the lapding
and down the stairs. The door of the
drawing-room was open, and I could see
Audrey Pinson standing by a table with
a letter in her hand. She was trying to
read it by the feeble light of the candles
in the chandelier, but, as 1 paused a
moment gazing at her—admiring the ex-
quisite picture of that slim figure against
the background of an old mirrer—she
looked up at me.

“I have a word to say te Miss Pin-
son,’’ I exclaimed abruptly.. ¢ Perhaps
you will kindly go on and  tell my
chauffenr to start up the car. It takes
some little warming on & cold night. »'

The fellow began to protest, but I cut
him short with a curt, ‘‘Kindly mind
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your own business,”’ and he walked
slowly to the.hall door.

I waited until he had left *the house,
and then I entered the drawing-room..

““I’ve seen your uncle,”’ I said, ‘‘and
I don’t think he’s mnearly so ill as he
imagines. And Brike made no attempt
to remain in the room. I think you're
wrong about Brike, How long are you
going to stay herc?”’ .

“I don’t know,’’ she replied. ‘‘As
long as my uncle wishes, I suppose. I
did not wish to come, but my aunt in-
sisted. She is my father’s sister, and'I
live with her. You sce, we are very
poor, and uncle said something about
leaving me all his property.”’

‘“Yes, yes, but your aunt ought to have
come with you. 1’ve heard there are no
women servanis in the house—no serv-
ants at all but this fellow Brike. And
he seems inclined to dislike you. Well,
what I really wished to say, Miss Pinson,
way that I am always at your service, if
you want me. Anyone in the village will
bring a message to we."’

““It is very, very kim} of you,’’ she
said, with a smile, ‘*but I can look after
myself. It’s my upcle I'm worried about.
You must send in a doctor.”’

*“Your uncle won't see him. He’s one
of the ‘Peculiar People’'—a little .sect
that is pretty strong about here. It’s a
matter of religion with him. And I
really don’t think his life is in any
danger. Good-night, Miss Pinson.”’

‘We shook hands, and then T said:

““Look here, I ‘don't suppose you’ll
want my help, but that’s no reason why
we should not meet again? You’ll find
it very dull here, but. you’ll go for walks,
I expect, and—and, well, I expect I shall
meet you in the village somewhere, Iam
often about in the morning.”’

She smiled, and I was content to carry
away the memory of that smile with me,
without any further words. I left the
house, and found Brike talking with the
chauffeur. There had evidently been no
attempt on his part to overhear our con-
versation.

During the short drive back to the
house, I thought a good deal of Audrey
Pinson and very little of Jacob Arum.
And I felt that I had made rather an
absurd exhibition of myself—that I must
have appeared to her as rather a stam-
mering, awkward fellow; and I had tried
to make a kind of appointment with her.

But I consoled myself with the thought -

that it was my duty to see her again very
soon, and find out just what was going on
at Brent Lodge. In spite of all the evi-
dence in, Brike’s favor, I mistrusted the
man, ' ‘
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I FOUND the Professor and the young

doctor playing billiards when I re-
turned to the house, but they put their
cues against the wall when I entered
the room.

[ told them of my ‘‘adventure’’—that
is Saltby’s word, not mine—and an-
swered such questions as they cared to
ask me. Saltby scemed to be more in-
terested in Audrey Pinson than any-
thing else. He was indignant that any
young girl should be forced to stay in
u place like that in order to get money
from a dying man.

“You may depend upon it,”’ he said,

““that hel aunt is a pretty rotten sort of
woman,’

Turton, on the other haud, was very
interested in Brike. He was even an-
noyed that I had not asked him into the
library to have a talk with Brike.

““Of course, I have seen him in the
village,’’ he said, ‘‘but only twice. That’s
a very remarkable man, Hart, and per-
haps a very dangerous man.’’

Neither of them secmed to take much
interest in Jacob Arum, and I think they
regarded him as a mere crank—a fellow
soured by physical defects, and unwill-
ing to get out of a groove of self-pity and
melancholy.

‘“And, of course,’’ said Saltby, ‘‘if he
is one of the ‘Peculiar People,’ he’ll just
die without calling me in, and very
likely DBrike and the girl will be
punished for his folly.’’ ‘

My guests did not leave me until
nearly midnight. And I must confess
that T was not sorry to be alonme. I sat
by the fire in the library—a fire that
had sunk to a wmere glow of red embers.
My strange impression of William Brike
as he had entered that room came back
10 me,

I wondered if there was anything in
Turton’s rather far-fetched idea that
this misshapen fellow was not quite as
other men—that he had powers not given
to ordinary human beings.

Well, of course, Turton’s head was
full of that kind of thing. He had
marked down the wife of an old man wha
worked ou my estate, and had labeled
her as a witch. And she had confessed
to a mild kind of witcheraft —the making
of love-potions.

But Brike was a very different pro-
position. If Brike had any superhunan
powers, I felt sure that they would be
employed solely in the working of evil.

CHAPTER FOUR

A WEEK passed before I met Audrey
Pinson in the village, and she told
me that she was glad we had met, and

that if she Lhadn’t just happened to vome

across me, she had intended to come ap
to my house.

Her face was pale, and I could see
that she was thoroughly upset.

“I have only secen my uncle once
again,’’ she said, ‘‘and then only for a
few minutes. lle was very strange in’
his manner. He—I don’t think he’s’
quite right in his head, Mr. Hart.”

‘‘He was all right when I saw him,”’ I
replied. .

‘“Well, I am going home tomorrow,”’
she said. ‘‘I can’t stand the place any
longer. My uncle has got it into his head
that he is dying, but that God will not
allow him to die. And that horrible
Brike talks in the same fashion. ~Yester-
day he wade me pray with him—fall on
my knees and pray that some miracle
might be performed. I—I felt it was all.
so blasphemous. There are no miracles
in these days, and if my uncle is really
so ill he ought to have a doctor.”’

I suggested that perhaps Brike was
going to pose as a worker of miracles,
and was preparing the stage for an ex-
hibition of his powers. .

*‘I've known a ‘charlatan of a doctor
to do something of the same sort,’’ I con-
tinued. ‘‘He told his patient that he had
consumption, but that it might be pos-
sible to effect a eure. Well, of course,
the wonderful cure was effected, because
the patient never had anything the
matter with him. Perhaps Brike is at
some game like that.’’

Audrey Pinson laughed, and then her
face grew very grave.

‘‘Brike seems in earnest,’’ she said. ‘I
can only think that he is mad, and that
wmy uncle is mad. Oh, theré is Brike
now!"’

I looked down the long, wide street,
which runs along the edge of-the creek,
and saw Arum’s seryant with a big
basket on his arm. -And, at that same
moment, Professor Turton came out of
the cottage close by, and raised his hat.
. ““That’s a very old friend of mine,”
I said to Miss Pinson’ ‘‘We’ll go and
look himn up. Then we shall escape from
Brike.”’ -

And the professor, as though he had
heard what 1 was saying, came quickly
toward me. I introduced him to Migg
Pinson, and he said:

““I belicve it’s going to rain hard in
4 minute, You'd hetter take shelter.’”

And when we were inside his oottage,
he laughed.

‘“‘Shelter from the ememy, eh”’ he
chuckled.

Audrey Pinson frowned and glanced
at me with reproach in. her ‘eyes, as
though she fancied that I had been’ gos-
siping about her affairs: -
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+*“‘Professor Turton is an old friend of
mine,”’ I explained. ‘‘He may be able
to help us—suggest some explanation. I
wonder if you’d mind telling him what
you have just told me?’’.

¢ ‘‘One moment,”” said Turton. ‘‘Just
thmk it over while I have a good look at
our friend, Brike.”’

‘He left the room and trotted out of
the house. Through the window I saw
the two men meet a few yards to the
left of the garden gate. They conversed
for qmte five minutes. Brike was evi-
dently in a very humble mood, for he
frequently touched his cap.

. 4T just told him that you were in here,

Miss Pinson,’’ said the professor, when-

he came hurrying in out of the rain; ‘‘in

case he wanted to find you. A curious .

type, Miss Pinson. I should think he
was more than half a negro; childishly
guperstitious—at least, he would seem so
to you. Now, if you would just tell
me—"’

- Audrey Pinson repeated her story, but
apparently with some reluctance, The
professor smiled and rubbed his hands
together.

*‘That’s the idea,”’ he said.” ‘‘He’s
going to perform a miracle—bring the
dead to life.”

““My dear Turton!’’ I exclaimed.

“4*I've paid special attention to that
kind of thing,’’ the professor said. ‘‘In
‘fact, I have quite a lot of notes on the
‘subject. But the evidence is not very
reliable—all native evidence, mind you.
What happens, or is supposed to happen,
iy this: A man dies and is brought to
life again by the witch-doctor, Of course,
if there is any:truth in the evidence—

and I really believe there is—the witch-.

doctor has some method of producing
the appearance of death—of stopping the
beating of the heart and the breathing—
tor quite a long while. Then he pro-
nounces his mcantatnons, and the dead
man comes to life again.”’

"I laughed: -and ,suggested that "this
semblance of death would hardly deceive
an English doctor. It might be good
enough for a pack of ignorant niggers,
bt with young Saltby, for instance—

- ¢‘8till, Brike is going to have a try,”
sald Tarton.

" “But, my dear Turton,”’ I exclaimed,
“tswhatever has put such & ridiculous idea
. Into your head?”’

- “'Because Brike asked me where he
esuld find a black fow), and a black bird
is-one of the articles required in this

, Geremony.”’
Audrey Pinson began to laugh—rather
hysterieally, so it seemed to me. I do

not “think she was scared at all by this

alk abont witcheraft and ju-ju, but she

was relieved to find that Brike was up to
nothing worse.

I cut into her laughter with another
question : .

‘““Why,”” I asked Turton, ‘‘should
Brike want to perform these ridioulous
rites?’’

The professor did not answer immedi-
ately, and I glanced at Audrey Pinson,

- a8 much as to say: ‘‘I’ve got him there.”’

But the professor was one of those

.men that are very difficult to drive into

a corner.

““I should say,’’ he replied, after a
pause, ‘‘that Brike is not an impostor,
like the witch-doctors. Brike firmly be-
lieves that he can bring the dead to life.
He has seen this trick performed, and he
does not know that it is merely a trick.
He knows what has to be done—what he
has possibly seen done on several occa-
sions among his own people. He in-

tends to wait until Mr. Arum is really

dead, and then he hopes to bring him to
life again.”’

‘““Would this be of any advantage to
Brike?’’ 1 asked.

‘‘Brike fancies that it would,’’ Turton
réplied, ‘‘because Brike really believes
that he can bring Arum back to life.
Brike would naturally expect Arum'’s
gratitude to take some concrete form—
the gift of a large sum of money, or
perhaps his master’s entire fortune when
Arum dies again.”’

I thought it better to say nothing of
Arum’s will. I could not betray the
trust that had been placed in me, just
to make a point in an idle argument.

““My dear Turton,” I said, after a
pause, ‘‘you forget that Arum refuses to
let even a doctor save him from dcath.
Is it likely that he would be pleased with
this unholy interference with the course
of Nature?”’

‘‘Perhaps that hus not occurred to
Brike.”’

‘‘Oh, the man’s not a fool!”’ I suid
sharply. ‘‘And I think that disposes of
your theory.”’

But one could not dmpose of Turton so
casily as that.

‘““No doubt Brike will keep his rites
and incantations to himself,’’ he replied.
““He will make it appear—and he will
have witnesscs to prove his assertion—
that he effected this miracle by prayer.”’

1 smiled.

‘““You are an expert swordsman, Tur-
ton,”” 1 said, ‘‘but the whole idea is too
fantastic. You are really building up
this wonderful structure om nothing
more than the fact that Brike is of negro
descent, and that he has asked you where
he could purchase a black fowl. You

are a very learned man, Turton, and

have been ongaged on research -all your

life, especially in this sort of thing.: To

gentry likc you a very small detail will

indicate a promising line of inquiry,’’
Turton nodded.

‘““There’s no other way of getting at
the truth,’’ he said.

‘‘Oh, yes, there is!’’ 1 laughed.

.And then Audrey Pinson, who had
been standing at the window, and ap-
parently taking no interest whatever in
our discussion, suddenly exclaimed:

‘‘Here’s Brike, back again!”’

The professor remained by the fire-
place, but I crossed the room to the girl’s
side. It was still raining, and Brike
passed, his hcad bent down and the
basket on his arm. A gust of wind blew
agide a corner of the cloth that covered
the basket, and the head and neck of a
black fowl popped out and disappeared
again.

“I expect,”” I said to Miss Pinson,
with a laugh, ‘‘that you will have
chicken for dinner tonight.’’

‘““He’s got them, ch?’’ said Turton.
‘‘One, at any rate,’’ I replied.

Turton chuckled and rubbed his hands
together.

““If only I could get into that house,”
he said. ‘‘Very remarkable, a civilized
negro, in these days—and in England.
Miss Pinson, I implore you to stay at
Brent Lodge a little longer. If you go
—well, you’re the only link between that
place and the outside world.”’

Before Miss Pinson could reply, I
said :

““It’s not a fit place for her, alone with
that black devil! Great Scott, Turton,
have you no imagination?”’

““I intend to stay,”” Audrey Pinson
said quietly. ‘‘I do not think the pro-
fessor is right, but he has excited my
curiosity. One could picture Brike doing
anything.”’

““That’s just it,”’ I answered roughly,
““and I insist—"’

““You insist, Mr. Hart?'’ she queried
stiffly.

1 insist on you having some kind of
weapon,’’ I said humbly. ‘‘I know those
brutes, and if Brike worked himself up
into a sott of religious frenzy —well, I'm
going to give you a pistol so that you
can protect yourself.”’

The girl shrugged her shoulders.

‘I should probably shoot myself,’’ she
said, ‘‘and I'm sure 1'd never hit what
I aimed at.”’

The professor went to a drawer in a
mahogany cabinet.

‘“‘Please; Miss Pinson.’’ I said gently,
‘‘you don’t understand. Brike may be all
right when he’s in his senses, but when
he’s worked himself up over some devil-
ish business—I have a jolly little auto-
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matit pistol up al my place, and I’ll
teach you how tv use it.”’

The professor vame forward with a
‘'small glass tube in his hand. It was
sealed at one eud, and appeared Lo con-
tain nothing but cotton-wouol.

“Pistols ure out-of-date, Miss Piv-
son,’’ he said—‘‘relics of the last cen-
tury. Now, this’’—he held up the little
tube—‘‘is & weapon that any lady might
handle. It you pull out the cork, you
will find that the head of a needle is
stuck in it. The poini is guarded with
another small cylinder of cork. A single
scratch from that point will cause
death.” °

We looked at him, Audrey Piuson with
horror in her eves; aud I must confess
that 1 shivered just a little. Tbhis seemed
an ugly kind of death, and yet, of course,
it was much neater au:l less violent than
bloodshed.

““Of course,”’ T'urton continued, ‘“you
would only use it in an cmergency, but
it is the sort of thing you could always
carry with you. I have a little metal
case for it, so that you could never have
an ageident.”’

For a few moments there was silence,
and then Audrey Pinson held out her
hand. Turton went back to his cubinet
and returned with a small;: ietal
cylinder. '

“There you are,”’ he said, with a
laugh. ‘“‘You can carry it in that pretty
little bag of yours; takes up no more
room than a thimble-case.”’

Audrey Pinson placed it in her bag,
and then she suddenly laughed.

"*‘What queer ideas people do get into
their heads!’’ she said. ‘“Well, I must
be going home.”’

I walked back with her to the door in
the wall of Brent Lodge. I made her
talk about herself —her past, her future
plans. But, when we had said gdod-by,
I gave her a word of advice:

‘‘There may be nothing in all this
nonsense of Turton’s,’’ I said, ‘‘but you
raust keep your eyes open. I will be at
Tarton’s cottage every morning now, at
twelve o’clock. If you are not there, we
shall come and look for you.”’

She opened the door with a latchkey,
" smiled at me, and disappeared.

.Somewhere in the distance I could
hear the cluck, cluck cluck of a very self-
satisfied fowl.

CHAPTER FIVE

OF COURSE, Saltby laughed at us.
He was rather a jolly young fellow,
. hard-working and hard-headed.

“Poar old Turton!’’ he said to me,
when I told him of Brike and the black
fowl. “‘His head is stuffed with that kind
of rubbish—lumber, I call it. For all
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hiy medical knowledge and his M. D. of
two universities, 1 don't believe he could
preseribe for a patient witP weasles,”’

And when 1 spoke of the little glass
tube, Saltby was furious.

“That’s going too tar!”’ he shoated.
“Tarton’s an old lunatic; he ought to be
locked up. Of course, it’s curare or
something like that.”’

And be was al) for guing round to
Brent Lodge and taking this little metal
eylinder away trom Audrey Pinsou,

-1 quieted him dowp. & bit, and at last
he admitted that there was ‘no knowing
what a nigger wight be up to, and that,
perhaps— well, if vuly the girl could be
irusted not to seratch her vwn- finger
with the rotten needle-~

I turned the conversation to Audrey
Piuson herself, and he said he'd like to
meet her, if it was ooly o lell her to
clear out of Breut Lodge and go home to
‘eivilized folk.

“I can't believe she’s only down bere
o try and get old Arum to leave her his
money,’’ he said, the next day, after we
had wet Audrey Pinson in the village.
‘“‘She Jdoesn’t look that sort at all.
for you, you old rogue, I believe you
want her to stay! You like to just sit
and look at her.”’

As the days passed by, I began to
think that Saltby was right. I did not

wish Audrey Pinson to leave Harthaven..

Every day I looked. forward to meeting
her in the village, and then one morning

I told her that she had better go—that

therc was o need whatever for her to
stay on at Brent Lodge and try to get
on good terms with her uncle.

‘“‘He has already made his will’’ I
said, ‘‘and he has left you everything
but two thousand pounds. The will is
in the safe in my library.’’

And then, as she turned and looked at
me, 1 felt as though I had struck her a
blow,

““You think that of me?’’ she sald
rather piteously.

‘““Well, you told me——’

““Yes, yes; my aunt insisbed on it! But
wy uncle told me all about his will the
first time we met. He only wanted to
look at me and see what I was like; then
he said I could either go or stay, which-
ever I liked.”

“I’'m sorry!’”’ I muttered. “But why
do you stay?’’

She colored a little at that qucstlon,
and then she said sharply:

““I think I ought to be there to pro-
tect him!’’ and walked hurriedly away
from me down the street.

And I was fool enough to  wender
whether she really meant what she said.
She could hardly imagine that she was
able to protect her uncle from Brike.

As

Why, it was a very remote chance that
Brike threatened any harm to his em-
ployer. Eveu old Turton’s nonsense did
not make out Brike to be u eriminal,

The next day Audrey Pinson told us
that her uncle was very ill—that he had
had a bad heart-attack, and had re-
mained unconscious for over an hour. '

‘‘Saltby must go round at once,’”’.I
said. ““You are in a position to insist.”’

‘“‘Yes, perhaps,”’ she replied,s ‘“but
only if mwy uncle were unable W give any
orders. You canuot force s man to sce
u doctor against his will. My uncle
detinitely refused to see one just before
I left the house.”

1 tuined tu, Turton with a look of in-
quiry.

** Saltby must go round when the poor
chap is unconscious,’’ he said; ‘‘incap-
able of resistance, Miss Piuson, the next
lime your uncle has one of these attacks,
you wust leave the house at once, and
go to Dr.-Saltby. You know where he
lives, don’t you?t’”’

“Yes—that pretty little house near
the -lodge gates. His pname is on the
door.” . ~

““Saltby will probably not be- at
home,’” said Turton. ‘‘I am a ualified
doctor, if degrees have anything to do
with it. But, of course, I have no
surgery or wedicines, Still, if Saltby is
not at howme, I might Le able to belp you,
Miss Pinson. And i1 any case I should
like to go with Saltby, if I may.”’

Audrey Pinson ruised no objections. T
do not think she-had any great confidence
n Turton as a doctor, but she liked the
old man.

““And you can come, too,’’ she said to
me. ‘‘You can wait downstairs.”’

I shook my head.

““Ah, well, Miss Pinson,”’ I replied,
“‘T live some way off. There will be no
time to waste. Of course, if I am here
in the village, I will come. But t6 get 2
doctor quickly is the important thing.’’

I walked back with her to Brent Lodge.
She asked me to come in, and I saw Brike
pottering about'the garden. I went up
to him and asked for informatien.

‘““Oh, he’s better, sir,”’ was the reply,

“and no doctor can do him good. I
pray for him, sir—night and day. I will
see that he does not die.”’

“‘Look here,”” 1 said, for I thought it
best to be quite plain with the fellow,
“‘if Mr. Arum dies, and it’s proved that
you've kept a doctor from him, you’ll
be tried for manslaughter.”’

Brike was unconcerned by the threat.
He was neither angry nor afraid.

“Y shall do nothing to prevent the
doctor from coming to sce my master,”’
he replied, with quiet digmity. “‘Let
the ;young lady send for any doctor she
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chooses. But Mr. Arum, sir, will not see
“him. I will show the doetor into the
"bedroom—1I can do no more than that.’’

Then he clasped his hands together,
and raised his eyes to lleaven. A wild
torrent of prayer came fromn his lips. My
suspxcxons were almost carried away by
“the earnest force of it. And when the
man had finished he pressed his hands
to his face, and cried like a child.

I left him, and said a few words to
“%udrey Pinson. While I was talking to
‘Brike, and listening to the outburst of
‘religious forces, she hud asked her uncle

‘if he would see me. Jacob Arum had
“Fefused, so there was nothing left for me
but to take my departure.

" Two days later the summons came
_from Brent Lodge. I was just going to
bed, when a servant brought in a hasuly
scribbled note from Turton

‘‘Saltby is away,’”’ he wrote, “called
to a case of childbirth right out in the
‘marshes. I am going up at once. They
think Arum is dead. Come ag quickly as
_posslble to Brent Lodge.”’

" Five minutes later the car was at the

f'door and I went out on my short
Journey. It was a beastly night—the
wind blowing half a gale from the east,
and the rain, cold as ice, coming down
‘in torrents. The hood gave but little
‘protection, and I was glad of my fur
coat, for dress clothes were no more than
tissugpaper on a night like this.

" ““You must drive as fast as you can,’’
I said to the chauffeur, ‘‘but don’t take
any risks. I don’t want to walk.”’

But that was just what I had to do,
after all.’ A hundred yards from the
lodge gates, the car came to a stand-
gtill. We spent two minutes in trying to
locate the trouble, and then I decided to
walk. It was not much over half a mile
to Brent Lodge. ‘I told the chauffeur to
follow me when he’d got the engine run-
mng again.

One does not walk quickly in a fur

_ coat, even on a cold night, and though a
car ¢an deal with storm and darkness, a
man on foot is handicapped by having to
grope his way through pools of water,
without even a glimpse of light to guide
him,

The village street was as dark as the
marshland beyond it, and only the riding
lights of a few smacks betrayed the exist-
ence of a creek. And even when I
reached the long wall of Brent Lodge I
wasted a2 minute in trying to find the
door 1t was open, and I stumbled toward
2 glimpse of light in the hall.

. But'it was not until I was inside the
hounse, and the door had shut out the
wind ‘and rain, that I received the im-
pression of somethmg evil and unholy in

~

. the- atmosphere of the place. As I stood.

there in wy dripping coat, [ could not
hear a sound. The drawing-room door
was open, but there was no light jn the
roomn. Save for the lamp burning in the
hall,-there did not seemn to be any light
at all No doubt Brike and Turton and
Audrey Pinson were upstairs with the
dead or dying maui.

I experienced a feeling of awkward-
ness—of being where 1 ought not to be.
I did not quite know whether I ought to
grope my way up to the room where 1

‘had seen Arum for the first and only

time in my life, or to wait until some-
one came down to look for me.

I took off my coat, and then, shivering
with the cold, put it on again, A door
opened, and a glow of light streamed
across the landing. I saw a shadow
against the light, and then, quite sudden-
1y, there came the booming of a tremen-
dous.voice.

I could hear the words ‘““Oh, Lord, zf
it be Thy Will to give him back to us.
and then the door closed, and Turton
emerged’ from the darkness. Ie came
slowly down the stairs, and told me to
take the hall lamp into the drawing-
rodin.

“I’'m glad you've cowme,”’ he said,
when he had closed the door. ‘‘The poor
old chap is dead. Of course, I had no
medicine—no stethoscope or anything. I
gave him brandy, but he could not
swallow it. He’s dead right enough—
curse that ‘fool Saltby—I thmk you’d
better fetc him in your car.’

I explained that the car had broken
down. And it did not seem to me that

Saltby could be of any use if Arum were .

dead.
~ ““You've not left that girl upstairs
alone with—’' 1 began.

‘‘No, no!’’ Turton replied. ‘‘I per-
suaded her to go to her bedroom. Will
you come upstairs? I think we’d better
stay here until Saltby comes.”’

““Yes, but I'll stay in this room. Do
you hear that crazy nigger shouting and
groaning? I couldn’t stand that. I
should want to kick him.”’

““Still, we ought to kmow what is go-
irig on,”’ Turton insisted. ‘‘I think I'd
better see. Perhaps I can calm him down
a bit. It’s terrible for that poor girl.”’

He struck a match and, lit all the
candles in the chandelier; then he picked
up the lamp in hig hand.

“‘This is the darkest house I was ever
in,”” he said.

When he had left the room I lit a
cigarette,. My nerves had never been

.quite what they should be since the war.

The roaring of the wind, and the whin-
ing of it in the chimney, and the rain
beating against the shuttered windows,
and . that howling negro upstairs pro-
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duced the sort of effect that shatlers ull
power of thought.

I felt dazed and stupid and very cold.
And this pandemonium of sound was
horrible—in a house wherc there should
have been silence. 1 longed for a sight
of Audrey Pinson—something fresh anl
sweet In this abode of queer men aud
strange noises. The dead man, Brike,
cven old Twrion were fantastic and
grotesque.

It was cven possible that Brike, at that.
very momént, was performing his rites
and incantations to bring the dead to
lifc again. No, Turton must have been
wrong about that. The nigger was pray-
ing in an ecstasy of rcligious madness.

Turton entered the room.

“Door locked,”” he said. ‘*Can’t get
in—can’t make that fool hear, I suppose.
I don’t think he’s in the room where poor
Arum died. 1Ie’s in the bedroom beyond.
I thought I heard the squawk of a fowl,
but I wouldn’t swear-to that. But he’s
singing the song of the witch-doctors all
right. I know it well. I've left the
lamp in the hall.”’ Turton spoke with
triuinph in his eyes. ‘‘If only one could
see,’’ he said. ‘‘I'd give anything to see
what’s going on.’’

I suggested that he should break the
door open, but Turton would not hear of
it.

““Of course, he’d stop at once,”” he
said. ‘What about the windows? Is
there a ladder anywhere?’’

I lost my temper.

‘“‘Look lhere, Turton!’’ I said sharply.
‘‘You seem to forget there's a dead- man
in the house, and a girl crying upstairs.
This isn’t the time for experiments.”’

The door opened suddenly, and
Audrey Pinson walked unsteadily into
the room. Her face was white and her
hair disordered, and she pressed her
fingers to her ears.

“Stop him—sytop the brute!”” she
cried. “‘I can’t stand it—I can’t stand
it!”

1 led her to a chair. [ could see that
she had been crying, but there were no
tears in her eyes now. She moved her
hands and caught hold of my arm.

‘“It is horrible!"’ she whispered. ‘ And
my poor uncle—"’

There was the sound of dancing over-
head, and thc clapping of hands. It
seemed as though there must be several
people in the room ahove. The
chandelier rocked, and a lighted candle
fell on the floor. I picked it up, and the
sounds suddenly ceased. There was noth-
ing to be heard but the roaring of the
wind, and the swish of the rain on the
windows.

““Thank Heaven,”” I said in a low
voice. Turton did not speak. He dashed
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out of the room and up the stajrs—
strangely agile for so old 2 man—and
we could hear him knocking on the dgor.
Audrey Pinson let go of my arm, and
bent forward, her hands clssped round
her knees. There was fear in her eyes,
and I think the sudden silence must have
come as a shock to her,

‘‘Brike has worn himself out,”’ [ said.
‘““We must sée that this kipd of thing
does not happen again—I must speak to
the police. This is your house now.’’

There wus the ring of a bell in some
distant passage, and a'loud knocking on
the hall door. I opened it and saw Saltby
in a thick overcost. The rain was run-
ning in little streams from his hat.

‘“Am 1 in time?’’ he said.

‘‘No; you are too late,”’ I replied, and
then I closed the door behind him, and
took him to the far side of the hall, in-
tending to tell him just what had hap-
_pened.

But Audrey Pinson came out of the
drawing-room.

‘‘Oh, Dr. Saltby,” she exclaimed, ‘‘it
may not be too late! Please go upstairs.”’

I glanced up at the landing, but could
see nothing. In the excitement of Sait-
by’s arrival I had forgotten that Turton
was up there knocking at the bedroom

~door. The knocking had ceased; I could
not see Turton; and I concluded that he
had been admitted to the room.

Saltby flung off his wet coat.

‘“I came across your car,” he said,
‘‘just by the lodge gates. That saved a
few minutes. I'll go anghave a look at
the poor old chap. But I don’t suppose
it’s any use. Turton isn’t a fool.”

He picked up his little bag and began
to mount the stairs. 1 moved as if to

follow him, but Audrey Pinson caught
bold of my arm.

““Please don’t leave me!’’ she cried.

And Saltby, psusing and leoking hack
at us, said: ‘“‘You’d better both stay
down here. We can’t have a crowd in
that room.”

We returned to the drawing-room. The
girl looked worn out, and I suggested
that I should fetch her s glass of port or
some brandy. She shook her head.

“Don’t leave me,”” she whispered;
‘‘please don’t leave me.”’

There was the closing of 3 door on the
landing, and light, quick footsteps com-
ing down the stairs. Then Turton ap-
peared in the doorway. His face was
working convulsively, and for a few
- moments he could not speak.

*“The devil’s work,’”’ he stammered at
. last, ‘“‘Something in it, perhaps—I don’t
know—anyway, Arum i3 clive—"’
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CHAPTER SIX

SCARCELY half & minute had passed
before Saltby entered the room. His
face was flushed, and there was an
angry light in his eyes.

‘““The man’s slive,”’ he said. ‘‘And
he was well enough to order me out of
the room, I could see he’d been near to
death, but he aired his religious views,
told me not Lo interfere with the will of
Heaven—all that sort of stuff. Upon my
word-"’

He paused, remembering that Audrey
was present.

‘““You'dl better get to bed, my dear
young lady,” he said, after a few min-
utes of silénce. ‘‘You need not worry

" about your uncle. I’ve left medicine and

instructions with Brike, if there is an-
other attack. But no need to worry,
just go to bed and rest. I'll look around
here in the morning.””

Audrey was unwilling to tauke his ad-
viee, but we were all against her, At last
she umiled and shook hands with us and
left the room.

““Now we can talk,’’ said Saltby.
“Isn’t there a firc in the wretched
house? We must stay here a bit."’

“I don’t want a fire,”” said Turton,
walking up and down the room. ‘‘Salt-
by, e was dead! Do you think I don’t
know g dead man when I see one? The
heart had ceased {o beat, I tell you;

there was no breath on a mirror I held:

to his lips. I had no stethoscope, of
course; but I'd swear the man was
dead.”’

Saltby smiled incredulously.

‘‘And what brought him to life’’ he
queried. . !

We told Saltby what we.had heard,
but he jeered at us.

‘““Some "savage rites, eh?’ he said
curtly. ‘Do you believe in ’em, Tur-
ton?”

. Turton admitted that he had always

believed them to be frauds practjsed on
simple savages.

‘““But, mind you,”’ he added, “I
wouldn’t go-so far as to ssy that there
isn't a possibility of something resl,
some power given to certain—"’

‘‘Oh, rats!’’ Saltby interrupted.

‘““Well, then, what about prayer?’’ I
queried. ‘‘An honest religious belief
that prayer, under certain . cireum-
stances, will work a miracle?’’

Saltby merely shrugged his shoulders.

‘‘The facts are these,’’ he said. ‘‘Brike
and Miss Pinson could easily be deceived.
Only Turton’s evidence is worth any-
thing, and he made a mistake., His mind
has been kept off practical matters for
years. Tell me just what you did ses,

Turton. I apologize for the way I epoke
to you just pow.”’
The Professor smiled.

‘I knocked half-a-dozen times at the
door,’” he said, ‘‘and could not hesr &
sound on the other side of it. Then I
turned the handle gently and found that
the door was unlocked. Arum was lying
on the sofa in exactly the same position
as when I had last seen him. We had
bound up his jaw with a clean white
handkerchief, and there he lay, with a
white face and closed eyes, looking as
dead as any dead man I have ever seen,

““And a few feet away from him
Brike was kneeling on the floor. The
niggel was quite motionless except for
his lips, and they moved without any
sound coming from them. His hands
were clasped across his chest, his eyes
wére closed, and the sweat was simply
pouring off his gray forehead. I tell
you, chaps, that I was reatly sorry for
the man. _

““And then I saw Arum’s eyes open.
Well, I am not easily frightened by man
or animal, but that did give me a start.
However, I kept quite still, and Brike
went on praying, and the eyes closed,
and then opened again, And then the
right hand moved very slowly from
under the rug—1I call it 8 hand, but it
was really only an iron hook., And then
the hook went slowly up to the band.
herchief and dropped back. T can tell
you it was a horrible sight; and to see
Brike still praying, and unconscious of
it all, was, I think, even more horrible.

‘““And then, just as I was going to
rush forward, Arum groaned, and
Brike heard him, and sprang up from
the floor as though he had been shot.
And then you never saw such a scene,
Brike crying and laughing and kissing
his master’s left hand, and my efforts to
pour out some brandy, and the way we
rubbed his limbs to restore the: circula-
tion, 1 was so excited I caught my
sleeve op Arum’s iron hook. And Arum,
if you please, looking at us all the time
as though he did not know what had
happened, and then Saltby walked into
the room.”’

““Yes,” said Saltby, ‘““and I merely
said that I was the doctor and that I was
glad to see thst Arum was so much
better. I thought it just as well not to
make a fuss. But it was Arnm who made
the fuss. He cried out when I tried to
put my fingers on his pulse. Then he
told me to get out of the room. He
looked very strange, and a sudden flush
had come into his cheeks, Well, I've told
you what he ssid to me, and I thought
it best to go. I didn't want to excite

"him, you see. He might have had an-
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other attack, and have gone off alto-
gether.”

The door opened and Brike entered
the room.

“Very sorry, gentlemen,” he said,
‘“‘but my dear master, he is worried
.about you all being in the house. I think
you will understand.”
~ ““Going to turn us out, eh?’’ said
Saltby.

‘“‘“The master is very angry, sir, with
me and Miss Pinson, and everyome. I
‘hope you won’t get me into any further
trouble, gentlemen. I am in your hands.”’

‘I shall be glad to get to bed, at any
rate,’’ I said, with a yaim. ‘‘ Come along,
Professor. We cannot do any good by
staying here. You’d better all come
round to my place, and we'll have some
hot drinks,"’

Saltby muttered something about the
possibility of a doctor being required, but
two minutes later we were in the car.

‘I think we’ll keep all this to our-
selves,”’ 1 said to Saltby, who was sitting
by my side in the back seat. ‘‘All this
nonsensé, | mean, about Turton’s
heathen rites and ceremonies.”’

““You’re right,’’ the young doctor re-
plied. ‘‘Turton’s & one-idea man, and
that makes a fellow a bit queer,.you
know. I’m sure he believes that Arum
was really dead.’’

THE next ‘morning Audrey Pipson
called on me at eleven o’clock.

I am leaving today,”’ she eaid, ‘‘and
I've come to say good-by. I—~] am
sorry to go.’

I told her that no doubt she had- come
to a right decision. '

“‘After last night,”’ 1 said—-“well, I
wondered you even stayed in the house
last night.”’

““Ob, it isn’t that,’’ she replied. *‘My
uncle has told me to go. He was furious
with me for bringing Dr. Saltby and
Professor Turton into the house, trying
to fight God, instead of praying to Him,
as he puts it. He is going to slter his
will,”’

“‘Ob, I must talk to him about that,”’ -

I exclaimed. ‘‘It would bhe most unjust
—most unfair. I will take all the blame
on myself. And I must let him know the
truth about Brike.”’

‘““The professor’s ideas?’’

‘““Yes. Your uncle thinks that Brike’s
prayers—well, he shall know the truth.
I am very sorry you are going. I shall
miss you.”’

She was silent. She might have seid,
‘‘It’s very nice of you to say that.”’ But
she said nothing, and I was glad: Such
a8 ocommonplace remark would have
thrown cold water on my hopes, on my
‘belief that she had stayed on st Brent

Liodge, not because she wished to protect
her uncle, but because she wished to see
more of me,

“It’s very dull and longly in this
village,”’ I continned, ‘‘and I think I
shall go up to London for a time. Will
you give me your address?’’

She gave it—a house in an obscure
street in West Kensington—and I wrote
it down in my address-book.

‘““You look as if you wanted a really
good time,”’ I went on, ‘“and when I
come to London I’ll see that you get it.’’

For a few minutes neither of us spoke.

I do not know what she was thinking

about, but my own thoughts were clear
enough.

““If 1 ride too hard,’’ I said to myself,
““I ride for a fall.”

I really did believe that Audrey had
stayed on in Harthaven because she

wished to see me and talk to me, gnd °

find out just what sort of fellow I was.
But as yet we knew very little of each
other.” That did not matter to me. I
knew the one essential thing—that I was
in love with her. But I was not vain
epough to think that she could decide so
easily on the most important matter in
her life.

‘T want waking up a bit,’’ I continued
after 8 pause., ‘' They’ve offered me a job
at the Foreign Office. I think I shall
take it. Anyhow, I must go to town, and
you’ll eome to some theatres, won’t
yout’’

She laughed and held out her hands.

‘I shall be awfully glad to see you,’’
she said. ‘‘One can be just as dull in
London as in Harthaven. And, really,
I have had quite a lot of excitement down
here.””

I emiled grimly and took her hand,
and held it for a few moments.

‘I think you’ve behaved splendidly,"’
I sgid.

A servant entered the room, and said
that Brike wished to see me.

“‘I’ll see him in here,’’ I replied; and
then I turned to Audrey: ‘‘You'd better
stay. I think I know what he wants.”’

Brike was shown into the room. He
handed me a note. It was from Jacob
Arum, just a few scrawling lines to ask
me to return his will and the inventory.

‘““How am I to kmow that you did not
write this?’’ I said bluntly to Brike.

The man was quite unmoved by the

_insult. He turned to Audrey.

“I think,”’ he said gently, ‘‘that the
young lady knows that Mr. Arum is go-
ing to make a fresh will,”’

‘“Yen,"” the girl replied.
told me so0.”’

T handed over the will and the in-
ventory to Brike.

“My uncle
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“I have a nice story about you,”’ I
said sharply. ‘‘Your master will be
pleased to hear of all that happened last
night.”’

“It was the mercy of God, sir,” said
Brike; and he took his departure.

He was out of sight when 1 wa%ed
through the Park with Audrey to the
lodge gates. She seemed to care nothing
for the loss of the money. And I looked
on that as a good sign. It was as though
she had made up her mind to marry me.
No doubt she regarded me as a rich man.
She knew nothing of my losses during
the war, of the extravagance of the uncle,
from whom I had inherited the property.

Well, there would be enough for us,
to live upon anyway, and 1 could earn
more. Poverty is a good thing if it
makes a man work,

CHAPTER SEVEN

DURING the next few days I tried
hard to obtain an interview with
Jacob Arum, but he would not see me,
and he even wrote me another letter,

- stating definitely that he had no inten-

tion of breaking the habits of years, and
requesting me not, to annoy him.

I wrote back a full account of what
had happened on the night when he was
so near to death. And I knew that he
received it, because he acknowledged the
receipt, and said that he had every con-
fidence in ‘‘my God-fearing and trusty
servant, William Brike.”’

The wholg plot seemed now quite clear,
and Turton had contributed to the sue-
cess of it. "Yieob Arum really believed
that Brike’s prayers had worked a
miracle, And Brike had admitted the
doctor to the room simply in order to
set Jacob Arum against hia niece,

Perhaps Brike knew his master was
not dead. Perhaps, on the other band,
Brike had performed those heathen rites
and ceremonies, believing that he could
restore the dead to life. But, from
whichever point of view one looked at
it, Brike had come out on top. In the
eyes of his master he was & man whose
prayers had been answered.

There was nothing more to be done in
the matter, and 8 week after Audrey had
taken her departure I went up to Lon-
don.

I made myself very pleasant to
Audrey’s sunt, and I had-a long talk
with hér about Jacob Arum. Shé knew
little or nothing about the man, and had
never even set eyes on him. She had
not even known Audrey’s mother, but
was ‘‘ looking after the girl’’ for her
brother’s sake.

During the month that I stayed in
town, 1 saw Audrey nearly every dsy
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and took her to theatres, dances, and
music-halls, Our friendship gave place
to the close ties of love, and the day
before I returned to Harthaven we were
engaged to be married. /

On the very day that I left London I
received a letter from Turton, telling me
that Jacob Arum and Brike had taken
their departure from Brent Lodge, that
the house was not to be sold, but that
most of the contents were to be put up
to auction at Christie’s. I called to see
.Turton on my way from the station, and
be handed me an envelope posted in
-London.

‘“From our friend Arum,’’ he said.
‘It was only delivered here this morn-
ing.”’

I took the letter from its open en-
velope and read it. .

‘““Dear Professor Turton’’ (Arum.
had written) ‘‘It may interest you
to krnow that your conduct has
driven me from the house where I
hoped to have ended my days tn
peace. Your talk of devils and en-
chantments, and horrible savage
rites became unbearable. It is such
people as yoaw that make village Jife
in England impossible to those who
want rest, —JACOB ARUM.”’

. I laughed and laid the letter down on
the table. '

“I suppose you have been pretty
busy,” I said; and then I fold him the
great news, and he shook n{e warmly by
the hand. | I

‘T suspected it,’’ he chuckled I sus-
pected it, Oh, I’ve got eyes for witch-
craft-—whatever form it takes.”’

I asked him to dine with me that
night, and, as I passed Saltby’s house, I
saw the doctor at the window, and
stopped-the car. He came hurrymg out,
and I told him that I was going to marry
Audrey Pinson.

‘‘Best of luck, old chap,’’ he said. ‘‘By
the by, our friend—"’

“I know, I know,”” I interrupted.
“You’re to dine with me tonight—at
half-past seven. A sort of celebration.
Old Turton is coming. We'll have a jolly
good dinner. I wired instructions yes-
terday.”’ '

I told the chauffeur to drive on. Salt-
by wanted to talk about Jacob Aram—I
was sure of that. And I bad had no
food since half-past eight in the morning:

I CAN only tell you that Turton bored

us to tears that night. He talked
about witcheraft and devils and rites and
incantations until I really began to think
that he had gone completely off his head.
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If he had been a young man, we should
have thfown cushions at him and sat on
his head. As it was, we could only be
rude. But Turton, with a certain gmount
of drink inside him, was as obstinate as
a mule and as thick-skinned as a rhi-
noceros. He wandered off into all sorts
of bypaths, but he always returned to the
starting-place—his firm belief that Jacob
Arum had actually died, and had bgen
raised to life again by Brike’s witch-
craft.

““I know the man was dead,’” he kept
on saying. ‘‘I'm not a fool. If that

. whippersnapper Saltby knew half as
much as I do, he’d be a eonsulting physi-

cian in Harley Street by now.”’

We were forced at last to take Turton
as a joke, and we chaffed him unmerei-
fully. He was more sensitive to ridicule

. than he was to direct insult, and he lost

his temper about half-past ten, when we
were in the middle of a game of snooker
pool. He flung down his cue, put on his
coat, and announced his intention of go-
ing home, _

‘‘You're a couple of turnips,’ > he said;
“and I thmk a turnip is the most beast-
ly vegetable in the world. I tell you what
I’m going to do. I'm going to spend
the rest of tonight in that house, and
perhaps the whole of tomorrow, and I'll
bet you each a hundred pounds that I
find proofs of Brike’s deviltries!"’

We laughed, but when he had left the
room, I said to Saltby:

‘‘He’s drunk, or gone clean off his
head. You must go with him.”’

““I’m blessed if T do,’’ Saltby replied.
‘‘Let him break his own neck if he likes.”’

‘‘He is an old man,”’ T pleaded; ‘‘and
an old friend. And, of course, he’s
furious that he made that mistake about
Jacob Arum Come, Saltby, be a sports-
mn »”

““He’s spoﬂt our jolly evenmg,
grumbled the young doctor. ‘‘Oh, well,
I’ll go. After all, I don’t want him to
fall into the creek.”’

They took their departure, old Turton
muttering to himself, and Saltby very
silent and dignified. I returned to the
library, and sat before the fire. :

1 was not sorry that the evening had
ended so abruptly. I wanted to be alone
with my very pleasant thoughts of Au-
drey Pinson.

THE next morning I walked down

into the village, called at Saltby’s
house, and learned that he had been out
all night—that he had returned at
eleven o’clock the night before, had put
a cake and a flask of brandy in his

pockets, and had said that he mlght not °

be back unt11 lunech.

Further on, in the village, I went to
Turton’s cottage, and found that Tarton
—much to the distress of his old houser
keeper—had slipped a scribbled nots
under the door, saying that he would
not be home until late the following day,
and that he would like cold pheasant for
supper. It was evident to me that they
were both at Brent Lodgé, and I decided
to go there to look for them.

It was a cold morning, 'and the fog,

- though not thick enough to prevent one

from walking along at a brisk rate, made
it impossible to see more than a few
yards ahead. And so it came about that
when I neared the high brick wall of
Brent Liodge, and saw a vague black mass
looming through the mist, I thought for

‘a moment that I had lost my way, and

was face to face with one of thp numer-
ous tarred wooden cottages in the village.

Another half-dozen steps, and I real-
ized that it ‘was only an enormous
furniture van. A foreman was sitting on
the tail of it, smoking a pipe.

‘“‘Hallo!’’ I said. ‘‘Gaing to move all
this stuff to be sold at Christie’s?"’

‘‘Goin’ to move it, sir,”’ the man re-
plied; ‘“‘but it ’as bin sold, and I ’ear a
nice price was paid for it, too.”’

‘‘Who bought it?’’ 1 queried.

“Mr. Ruben, sir, of Bond Street;
we're goin’ to take it all up today.
There’ll be two more vans along here
before noon.”’

The news rather surprised me, for
Turton had distinctly stated that the
contents of the .house were to be put up
to auction.

‘““Seen two gentlemen aboutf?’ I
asked.

““Yes, sir, I saw ’em—diggin’ in the
garden; no business of mine.”’

- Two workmen came out with a table
carefully wrapped in matting.

‘‘“T'wenty-three,’’ shouted one of them;
and the foreman ticked off the number in
his book. It was evident that Brike and
Arum had indexed and ticketed every-
thing before they left the house.

I passed through the door into the
garden. One could not even see the
house. A few rose bushes and some
shrubs showed indistinctly,

I had no intention of walking through
that long wet grass, hunting for Turton
and Saltby. If they chose to dig in the
garden that was their own affair. I
imagined that it was some nonsense of
Turton’s. No doubt he was looking for
the bodies of black fowls.

I entered the house, and saw that
everything was packed for removal, and
that each label bore a number and a
deseription of the article to which it was
attached. I lit my pipe and chatted with
the workmen.. One of them had seen
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Turton an hour before I arrived. Tur-
ton had come in from the garden covered
with mud, and had washed his face and
hands, _

‘““‘Queer old bloke,”’ said the man.
‘* Asked me if I’d ever seen a witch. I
Tooked a bit ugly at ’im and ’e give me
“'cigar.”

I strolled out into the garden again,
stood on the flagged path for a minute,
and then saw a man run‘ning toward me
oot of the fog. It was Saltby, muddy
from head to foot.

“‘Here, you chap!’’ he cried, and then,
gcelng who it was, he said, ‘““My God,
Hart, old Turton was right, after all!”

““Right?’’ I queried,

““Yes, gsbout Jacob Arum. The fel-
low’s. dead enough. We’ve just come
across his body—three feet down. Ugh!”’

He pulled a flask from his pocket, and
drapk.

-4“Come here,’”” he said. ‘‘I’ll show
you.”

NFORTUNATELY, we brought
neither of the scoundrels to trial,

1 say ‘“‘unfortunately,”” because, no
doubt, we should have got every detail
of the truth out of them in a Court of
Law, They were tracked down to a re-
mote village in Cornwell, and Brike shot
one of the detectives who had been sent
to arrest him.

. After. that there could be no question
of merey. Brike and the other man were
hunted from place to place and, driven
af last into an empty cottage, they again
showed fight and were both killed in a
sjege that lasted for nearly two days.

.. We recovered nearly all the money and
the will, which Brike had kept, doubtless
with the idea of retaining a hold over his
companion.

The ‘‘other man’’ was Michael Aram
—Jacob’s twin brother. Proof of this
was found among the papers in Michael’s
pocket. Further inquiries, in which the
elder Miss Pinson was able:to give us
some assistance, elicited the fact -that he

was supposed to have died many years
ago, and that he had been a thorough
scoundrel, who had served a long term of
imprisonment for forgery.

The likeness between the two brothers
was extraordinary, and when it is re-
membered that Audrey Pinson and Tur-
ton were the only persons who had seen
both of them, and that Turton had never
heard Jacob Arum speak, and that
Audrey had only seen Michael Arum in
a very dim light, it is not so very odd
that they did not observe the very slight
difference between the twins.

Well, of course, you will ask why
Brike did not just bury Jacob Arum and
let Michael take his place without telling
anyone of Jacob Arum’s death. That, on
the surface, would seem to have been the
simplest plan. But Brike was far too
subtle for that. You see, he wanted a
doctor’s evidence that Jacob Arum was
really dead, in case Brike should have
been accused of murdering him, if ever
the plot was discovered.

Brike had deliberately made Turton
an unwitting accomplice, knowing, as he
did, that the old professor was steeped
in witcheraft, and bad lost touch with
more practical matters.

Thus, Turton’s evidence of Jacob
Arum’s death would help to elear Brike
of a possible charge of murder; also—
and this was equally important—Tur-
ton’s evidence of the supposed reincar-
nation would help to throw dust in the
eyes of those inclined to suspect foul
play. The supposition being that al-
though Turton’s word as a doctor might
possibly be doubted, his evidence, as 2
recognized aunthority on witchcraft, of
the reincarnation, would be respected.

Brike had run tremendous risks; for
instance, someone might have discovered
that Michael Arum had actually sacri-
ficed his right hand in order to get this
money. Someone, too, might have seen
Michael smuggled into the boumse. No

doubt Brike had rowed him down the
creek and landed him, as he had landed
Audrey Pinson, at the foot of the garden.

How long Michael had lain hidden in
Brent Lodge, waiting for the monrent
when the breath should leave his
brother’s body, we never shall kmow.
Most certainly the truth would never
have been known if Brike had not been
80 very clever.

It was his cleverness that was his un-
doing. Turton had searched the garden,
not for Jacob Arum’s body, but for evi-
dence of the witchcraft which—so Tur-
ton firmly believed—had restored Jacob
Arum’s life.

Turton had an idea that the carcasses
of the two fowls would have been buried
in the garden. He found a spot where
it seemed to him that the earth was a
little higher than the rest of the gurface.
And there he had elected to dig. Saltby,
had helped him.

You can picture the faces of these two
men when the iron hook and maimed
stump of Jacob Arum’s arm came
through the earth.

There was no trace of foul play.
Jacob Arum had died of heart failure.
The whole plan had been magnificently
conceived, and, but for Turton’s dab-
bling in negro magie, the truth might
never have core to light.

And I rather think that my good wine
played some part in the matter. It was
just a straw thrown into the scale of
Turton’s sensitively balanced brain.

Of course. everything had been in
Brike’s favor from the start. Jacob
Aram’s dislike of his fellow men; the
fact that he had lost his right hand and
could not write properly; his faith which
forbade him to call in a doctor; the
nature of his property, which could be
sold at any moment for cash; his real
affection for his servant—all these com-
bined to put Brike in a very strong posi-
tion.

Still, it was a bold plan, skillfully con-
ceived and executed, and, but for the bee
in old Turton’s bonnet, it would have
been rewarded with success.

THE END




