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THE LAIR OF THE WHITE WORM CHAPTER I ADAM
SALTON ARRIVES When Adam Salton arrived at the Great Eastern
Hotel lie found awaiting him a letter in the handwriting of his grand-
uncle, Richard Salton, which he knew so well from the many kind
letters which he had received from him in West Australia. The first of
them had been written less than a year before, in which the old
gentleman, who had in it claimed kinship, stated that he had been
unable to write earlier because until then he did not know even of
his existence, and it had taken him some time to find out his
address. ™ The last, sent after him, had only just arrived, and
conveyed a most cordial invitation to stop with him at Lesser Hill for
as long a time as he could spare. ™ Indeed,” his grand-uncle went
on, * I am in hopes that you will make your permanent home here.
You see, my dear boy, that you and I are all that remain of our race,
and it is but fitting that you should succeed Digitized by Google
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CHAPTER 1

ADAM SALTON ARRIVES

WHEN Adam Salton arrived at the Great Eastern
Hotel he found awaiting him a letter in the hand-
writing of his grand-uncle, Richard Salton, which
he knew so well from the many kind letters which
he had received from him in West Australia. The
first of them had been written less than a year
before, in which the old gentleman, who had
in it claimed kinship, stated that he had been
unable to write earlier because until then he did
not know even of his existence, and it had taken
him some time to find out his address.”” The last,
sent after him, had only just arrived, and conveyed
a most cordial invitation to stop with him at Lesser
Hill for as long a time as he could spare. “ Indeed,”
his grand-uncle went on, “ I am in hopes that you
will make your permanent home here. You see,
my dear boy, that you and I are all that remain of

our race, and it is but fitting that you should succeed
1 1



2 The Lair of the White Worm me when the time comes,
which cannot be long now. I am getting close on eighty years of
age, and though we have been a long-lived race, the span of life
cannot be prolonged beyond reasonable bounds. I am prepared to
like you and to make your home with me as happy a one as I can
achieve. So do come at once on receipt of this and find the welcome
I am waiting to give you. I send, in case such may make matters
easy for you, a banker’s draft for £500. Come soon, so that we may
both of us have such happy days as are still possible to us. For me
this is all-important, as the sands of my life are fast running out ;
but for you I trust there are many happy years to come. If you are
able to give me the pleasure of seeing you, send me as soon as you
can a letter telling me to expect you. Then when you arrive at
Plymouth or Southampton (or whatever port you are bound for),
send me a telegram, and I shall come to meet you at the earliest
hour possible.” On Monday, Adam Salton’s letter arrived by the
morning post, saying that he hoped to travel by the boat which
carried it, and that he would therefore be ready to meet his grand-
uncle so soon after the arrival of the letter in Mercia as he should be
able to reach London. * I shall wait your arrival, sir, on the ship. By
this means we may avoid any cross purposes.” Mr Salton took it for
granted that, no matter how fast he might travel, his guest would be
awaiting Digitized by Google
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me when the time comes, which cannot be long
now. Iam getting close on eighty years of age, and
though we have been a long-lived race, the span of
life cannot be prolonged beyond reasonable bounds.
I am prepared to like you and to make your home
with me as happy a one as I can achieve. So do
come at once on receipt of this and find the welcome
I am waiting to give you. I send, in case such may
make matters easy for you, a banker’s draft for
£500. Come soon, so that we may both of us have
such happy days as are still possible to us. For
me this is all-important, as the sands of my life are
fast running out; but for you I trust there are
many happy years to come. If you are able to
give me the pleasure of seeing you, send me as soon
as you can a letter telling me to expect you. Then
when you arrive at Plymouth or Southampton (or
whatever port you are bound for), send me a tele-
gram, and I shall come to meet you at the earliest
hour possible.”

On Monday, Adam Salton’s letter amved by the
morning post, saying that he hoped to travel by the
boat which carried it, and that he would therefore
be ready to meet his grand-uncle so soon after the
arrival of the letter in Mercia as he should be able
to reach London. 1T shall wait your arrival, sir,
on the ship. By this means we may avoid any
cross purposes.’

Mr Salton took it for granted that, no matter how
fast he might travel, his guest would be awaiting



Adam Salton Arrives 3 him ; so he gave instructions to have
ready a carriage at seven the next morning to start for Stafford,
where he would catch the 11.40 for Euston, arriving at 2.10.
Thence, driving to Waterloo, he could catch the 3 p.m., due at
Southampton at 5.38. He would that night stay with his grand-
nephew, either on the ship, which would be a new experience for
him, or, if his guest should prefer it, at a hotel. In either case they
would start in the early morning for home. He had given instructions
to his bailiff to send the postillion carriage on to Southampton to be
ready for their journey home, and to arrange for relays of his own
horses to be sent on at once. He intended that his grand-nephew,
who had been all his life in Australia, should see something of
central England on the drive. He had plenty of young horses of his
own breeding and breaking, and could depend on a journey
memorable to the young man. The luggage would be sent on by rail
the same day to Stafford, where one of his own carts would meet it.
Mr Salton, during the journey to Southampton, often wondered if his
grand-nephew was as much excited as he was at the idea of
meeting so near a relation for the first time ; and it was with an
effort that he controlled himself. The endless railway lines and
switches round the Southampton Docks fired his anxiety afresh. As
the train drew up on the dockside, he was getting his hand traps
together, when the carriage Digitized by Google
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him; so he gave instructions to have ready a
carriage at seven the next morning to start for
Stafford, where he would catch the 11.40 for
Euston, arriving at 2.10. Thence, driving to
Waterloo, he could catch the 3 P.M., due at
Southampton at 5.38. He would that night stay
with his grand-nephew, either on the ship, which
would be a new experience for him, or, if his guest
should prefer it, at a hotel. In either case they
would start in the early morning for home. He
had given instructions to his bailiff to send the
postillion carriage on to Southampton to be ready
for their journey home, and to arrange for relays
of his own horses to be sent on at once. He in-
tended that his grand-nephew, who had been all his
life in Australia, should see something of central
England on the drive. He had plenty of young
horses of his own breeding and breaking, and could
depend on a journey memorable to the young man.
The luggage would be sent on by rail the same day
to Stafford, where one of his own carts would meet
it. Mr Salton, during the journey to Southampton,
often wondered if his grand-nephew was as much
excited as he was at the idea of meeting so near a
relation for the first time ; and it was with an effort
that he controlled himself. The endless railway
lines and switches round the Southampton Docks
fired his anxiety afresh.

As the train drew up on the dockside, he was
getting his hand traps together, when the carriage



4 The Lair of the White Worm door was wrenched open and
a young man jumped in, saying as he came : “ How are you, uncle ?
I wanted to meet you as soon as I could, but everything is so
strange to me that I didn’t quite know what to do. However, I took
chance that the railway people knew something of their own
business — and here I am. I am glad to see you, sir. I have been
dreaming of the happiness for thousands of miles ; and now I find
that the reality beats all the dreaming ! “ As he spoke the old man
and the young one were heartily wringing each other’s hands. He
went on : “I think I knew you the moment I set eyes on you. I am
glad that that dream was only enhanced by the reality ! ” The
meeting so auspiciously begun proceeded well. Adam, seeing that
the old man was interested in the novelty of the ship, suggested
timidly that he should stay the night on board, and that he would
himself be ready to start at any hour and go anywhere that the
other suggested. This affectionate willingness to fall in with his own
plans quite won the old man’s heart. He warmly accepted the
invitation, and at once they became not only on terms of
affectionate relationship, but almost as old friends. The heart of the
old man, which had been empty for so long, found a new delight.
So, too, the young man found on landing in the old country a
welcome and a surrounding in full harmony with all his dreams of
such matters Digitized by LjOoq le
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door was wrenched open and a young man jumped
in, saying as he came :

“ How are you, uncle ! 1 wanted to meet you as
soon as I could, but everything is so strange to me
that I didn’t quite know what to do. However,
I took chance that the railway people knew some-
thing of their own business—and here I am. I am
glad to see you, sir. I have been dreaming of the
happiness for thousands of miles ; and now I find
that the reality beats all the dreaming ! >’ As he
spoke the old man and the young one were heartily
wringing each other’s hands. He went on: “1I
think I knew you the moment I set eyes on you.
I am glad that that dream was only enhanced by
the reality ! ”’

The meeting so auspiciously begun proceeded
well. Adam, seeing that the old man was interested
in the novelty of the ship, suggested timidly that
he should stay the night on board, and that he
would himself be ready to start at any hour and
go anywhere that the other suggested. This
affectionate willingness to fall in with his own
plans quite won the old man’s heart. He warmly
accepted the invitation, and at once they became
not only on terms of affectionate relationship, but
almost as old friends. The heart of the old man,
which had been empty for so long, found a new
delight. So, too, the young man found on landing
in the old country a welcome and a surrounding
in full harmony with all his dreams of such matters



Adam Salton Arrives 5 throughout all his wanderings and
solitude, and the promise of a fresh and adventurous life. It was not
long before the old man accepted him to full relationship by calling
him by his Christian name. The other accepted the proffer with such
heartiness that he was soon regarded as the future companion,
almost the child, of his old age. After a long talk on affairs of
interest, they retired to the cabin, which the elder was to share.
Bichard Salton, putting his hands affectionately on the boy’s
shoulders — though Adam was in his twenty-seventh year, he was a
boy, and always would be, to his grand-uncle, — said warmly : " I
am so glad to find you as you are, my dear boy — just such a young
man as I had always hoped for as a son in the days when I still had
such hopes. However, dear boy, that is all past. But thank God there
is a new life to begin for both of us. To you must be the larger part
— but there is still time for some of it to be shared in common. I
have waited till we should hftve seen each other to enter upon the
subject ; for I thought it better not to tie up your young life to my
old one till we should ~have both sufficient personal knowledge to
justify such a venture. Now I can (so far as I am concerned) enter
into it freely, since from the moment my eyes rested on you I saw
my son — as he shall be, God willing — if he chooses such a course
himself.” ™ Indeed I do, sir — with all my heart ! ” Digitized by
Gjo0Q le
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throughout all his wanderings and solitude, and the
promise of a fresh and adventurous life. It was
not long before the old man accepted him to full
relationship by calling him by his Christian name.
The other accepted the proffer with such heartiness
that he was soon regarded as the future companion,
almost the child, of his old age. After a long talk
on affairs of interest, they retired to the cabin,
which the elder was to share. Richard Salton,
putting his hands affectionately on the boy’s
shoulders—though Adam was in his twenty-seventh
year, he was a boy, and always would be, to his
grand-uncle,—said warmly :

“I am so glad to find you as you are, my dear
boy—just such a young man as I had always hoped
for as a son in the days when I still had such hopes.
However, dear boy, that is all past. But thank
God there is a new life to begin for both of us. To
you must be the larger part—but there is still time
for some of it to be shared in common. I have
waited till we should have seen each other to
enter upon the subject; for I thought it better
not to tie up your young life to my old one till
we should:have both sufficient personal knowledge
to justify such a venture. Now I can (so far as
I am concerned) enter into it freely, since from
the moment my eyes rested on you I saw my son
—as he shall be, God willing—if he chooses such a
course himself.”

‘“ Indeed I do, sir—with all my heart ! ”



6 The Lair of the White Worm * Thank you, Adam, for that/’
The old man’s eyes filled and his voice trembled. Then, after a long
silence between them, he went on : ™ When I heard you were
coming I made my will. It was well that your interests should be
protected from that moment on. Here is the deed — keep it, Adam.
All T have shall belong to you ; and if love and good wishes or the
memory of them can make life sweeter, yours shall be a happy one.
And now, my dear boy, let us turn in. We start early in the morning
and have a long drive before us. I hope you don’t mind carriage
driving ? I was going to have sent down the old travelling carriage in
which my grandfather, your great-granduncle, went to Court when
William IV. was king. It is all right — they built well in those days —
and it has been kept in perfect order. But I think I have done better :
I have sent the carriage in which I travel myself. The horses are of
my own breeding, and relays of them shall take us all the way. I
hope you like horses ? They have long been one of my greatest
interests in life.” ™ I love them, sir, and I am happy to say I have
many of my own. My father gave me a horse farm for myself when I
was sixteen. I devoted myself to it, and it has gone on. Before I
came away, my steward gave me a memorandum that we have in
my own places more than a thousand, nearly all good.” ™ I am glad,
my boy. Another link between us.” Digitized by CjOOQ le



6 The Lair of the White Worm

“ Thank you, Adam, for that.”” The old man’s
eyes filled and his voice trembled. Then, after a
long silence between them, he went on: ‘“ When
I heard you were coming I made my will. It was
well that your interests should be protected from
that moment on. Here is the deed—keep it, Adam.
All T have shall belong to you; and if love and
good wishes or the memory of them can make life
sweeter, yours shall be a happy one. And now,
my dear boy, let us turn in. We start early in
the morning and have a long drive before us.
I hope you don’t mind carriage driving ¢! I was
going to have sent down the old travelling car-
riage in which my grandfather, your great-grand-
uncle, went to Court when William IV. was king.
It is all right—they built well in those days—and it
has been kept in perfect order. But I think I have
done better : I have sent the carriage in which I
travel myself. The horses are of my own breeding,
and relays of them shall take us all the way. I hope
you like horses ? They have long been one of my
greatest interests in life.”

““I love them, sir, and I am happy to say I have
many of my own. My father gave me a horse farm
for myself when I was sixteen. I devoted myself
to it, and it has gone on. Before I came away, my
steward gave me a memorandum that we have in
my own places more than a thousand, nearly all
good.”

“ I am glad, my boy. Another link between us.”



Adam Salton Arrives 7 * Just fancy what a delight it will be,
sir, to see so much of middle England — and with you ! ”* Thank
you again, my boy. I shall tell you all about your future home and its
surroundings as we go. We shall travel in old-fashioned state, I tell
you. My grandfather always drove four-in-hand ; and so shall we.” "
Oh, thanks, sir, thanks. May I take the ribbons sometimes ? ” "
Whenever you choose, Adam. The team is your own. Every horse we
use to-day is to be your own.” ™ You are too generous, unole ! ” "
Not at all. Only an old man’s selfish pleasure. It is not every day that
an heir to the old home comes back. And — oh, by the way . . . No,
we had better turn in now — I shall tell you the rest in the morning.”
Digitized by LjOoq le
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“ Just fancy what a delight it will be, sir, to see
so much of middle England—and with you ! ”

“ Thank you again, my boy. I shall tell you all
about your future home and its surroundings as we
go. We shall travel in old-fashioned state, I tell you.
My grandfather always drove four-in-hand ; and so
shall we.”

‘“ Oh, thanks, sir, thanks. May I take the ribbons
sometimes ? *’

“ Whenever you choose, Adam. The team is
your own. Every horse we use to-day is to be
your own.”

““ You are too generous, uncle | ”’

““ Not at all. Only an old man’s selfish pleasure.
It is not every day that an heir to the old home
comes back. And—oh, by the way . . . No, we
had better turn in now—I shall tell you the rest in
the morning.”



CHAPTER II THE CASWALLS OF CASTRA REGIS Me S alton
had all his life been an early riser, and necessarily an early waker.
But early as he woke on the next morning, and although there was
an excuse for not prolonging sleep in the constant whirr and rattle of
the ™ donkey ” engine winches of the great ship, when he waked he
met the eyes of Adam fixed on him from his berth. His grandnephew
had given him the sofa, occupying the lower berth himself. The old
man, despite his great strength and normal activity, was somewhat
tired by his long journey of the day before and the prolonged and
exciting interview which followed it. So he was glad to lie still and
rest his body, whilst his mind was actively exercised in taking in all
he could of his strange surroundings. Adam, too, after the pastoral
habit to which he had been bred, woke with the dawn, if not before
it, and was ready to enter on the experiences of the new day
whenever it might suit his elder companion. It was little wonder,
then, that, so soon as each realised the other’s readiness, they
simultaneously jumped up and began to dress. The steward had by
previous 8 Digitized by Google



CHAPTER 1II

THE CASWALLS OF CASTRA REGIS

Mer Sarron had all his life been an early riser, and
necessarily an early waker. But early as he woke
on the next morning, and although there was an
excuse for not prolonging sleep in the constant
whirr and rattle of the ‘‘ donkey *’ engine winches of
the great ship, when he waked he met the eyes of
Adam fixed on him from his berth. His grand-
nephew had given him the sofa, occupying the lower
berth himself. The old man, despite his great
strength and normal activity, was somewhat tired
by his long journey of the day before and the pro-
longed and exciting interview which followed it.
So he was glad to lie still and rest his body, whilst
his mind was actively exercised in taking in all he
could of his strange surroundings. Adam, too, after
the pastoral habit to which he had been bred, woke
with the dawn, if not before it, and was ready to
enter on the experiences of the new day whenever
it might suit his elder companion. It was little
wonder, then, that, so soon as each realised the
other’s readiness, they simultaneously jumped up

and began to dress. The steward had by previous
8



The Caswalls of Castra Regis 9 instructions early breakfast
prepared, and it was not long before they went down the gangway
on shore in search of the carriage. They found Mr Salton’s bailiff
waiting on the dock, and he brought them at once to where the
carriage was waiting in the street. Bichard Salton pointed out with
pride to his young companion the suitability of the trap to every
need of travel. It was a sort of double gig, excellently made, and
with every appliance adapted for both speed and safety. To it were
harnessed four fine, useful horses, with a postillion to each pair. *
See,” said the old man proudly, * how it has all the luxuries of useful
travel — silence and isolation as well as speed. There is nothing to
obstruct the view of those travelling and no one to overhear what
they may say. I have used that trap for a quarter of a century, and I
never saw one more suitable for travel. You shall test it shortly. We
are going to drive through the heart of England ; and as we go I
shall tell you what I was speaking of last night. Our route is to be by
Salisbury, Bath, Bristol, Cheltenham, Worcester, Stafford; and so
home.” After remaining silent a few minutes, what time he seemed
all eyes, for he perpetually ranged the whole circle of the horizon,
Adam said : " Has our journey to-day, sir, any special relation to
what you said last night that you wanted to tell me ? ” Digitized by
LjOoq le
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instructions early breakfast prepared, and it was
not long before they went down the gangway on
shore in search of the carriage.

They found Mr Salton’s bailiff waiting on the
dock, and he brought them at once to where the
carriage was waiting in the street. Richard Salton
pointed out with pride to his young companion the
suitability of the trap to every need of travel. It
was a sort of double gig, excellently made, and with
every appliance adapted for both speed and safety.
To it were harnessed four fine, useful horses, with a
postillion to each pair.

‘“ See,”” said the old man proudly, ‘ how it has
all the luxuries of useful travel—silence and isola-
tion as well as speed. There is nothing to obstruct
the view of those travelling and no one to overhear
what they may say. I have used that trap for a
quarter of a century, and I never saw one more
suitable for travel. You shall test it shortly. We
are going to drive through the heart of England ;
and as we go I shall tell you what I was speaking of
last night. Our route is to be by Salisbury, Bath,
Bristol, Cheltenham, Worcester, Stafford; and so
home.” _

After remaining silent a few minutes, what time
he seemed all eyes, for he perpetually ranged the
whole circle of the horizon, Adam said :

‘““ Has our journey to-day, sir, any special relation
to what you said last night that you wanted to tell
me ?



io The Lair of the White Worm 44 Not directly ; but
indirectly, everything.” 44 Won't you tell me now — I see we cannot
be overheard — and if anything strikes you as we go along, just run
it in. I shall understand.” So old Salton spoke : 44 To begin at the
beginning, Adam. That lecture of yours on 4 The Romans in Britain 9
set me thinking— in addition to telling me where you were. I wrote
to you at once and asked you to come home, for it struck me that if
you were fond of historical research — as seemed a fact — this was
exactly the place for you, in addition to its being the place of your
own forbears. If you could learn so much of the British Romans so
far away in West Australia, where there cannot be even a tradition of
them, what might you not make of the same amount of study on the
very spot. Where we are going is in the real heart of the old
kingdom of Mercia, where there are traces of all the various
nationalities which made up the conglomerate which became
Britain.” After a slight pause Adam said : 44 1 rather gathered that
you had some more definite — more personal reason for my
hurrying. After all, history can keep — except in the making ! " 44
Quite right, my boy. I had a reason such as you very wisely guessed
at. I was anxious for you to be here when a rather important phase
of our local history occurred.” 44 What is that, if I may ask, sir ? ” 44
Certainly. The great owner of all this part of Digitized by CjOOQ le



The Caswalls of Castra Regis n the county — of several of
the counties — is on his way home, and there will be a great home-
coming, which you may care to see. The fact is, that for more than a
century the various owners in the succession here, with the
exception of a short time, lived abroad/’ ™ How is that, sir, if I may
again ask ? " " By all means. That is why I wished you to be here —
so that you might learn. We have a good stretch without incident
before us till we get in sight of Salisbury, so I had better begin now :
" Our great house and estate in this part of the world is Castra
Regis, the family seat of the Caswall family. The last owner who lived
here was Edgar Caswall, great-grand-uncle of the man who is
coming here — and he was the only man who stayed even the short
time. His grandfather, also named Edgar — they keep the tradition of
the family Christian name — quarrelled with his family and went to
live abroad, not keeping up any relations, good or bad, with his
relatives. His son was bom and lived and died abroad. His son, the
latest inheritor, was also bom and lived abroad till he was over thirty,
— his present age. This was the second line of absentees. The
great-great-grandfather of the present Edgar also cut himself off
from his family and went abroad, from which sojourn he never
returned. The consequence has been that the great estate of Castra
Regis has had no knowledge of its owner for six generations —
covering Digitized by LjOoq le
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12 The Lair of the White Worm more than a hundred years.
It has been well administered, however, and no tenant or other
connected with it has had anything to complain of. All the same,
there has been much natural anxiety to see the new owner, and we
are all excited about the event of his coming. Even I am, though I
own my own estate, which, though adjacent, is quite apart from
Castra Regis. — Here we are now in new ground for you. That is the
spire of Salisbury Cathedral, and when we leave that we shall be
getting close to the old Roman county and you will naturally want
your eyes. So we shall shortly have to keep our minds on old Mercia.
However, you need not be disappointed. My old friend, Sir Nathaniel
de Salis, who, like myself, is a freeholder near Castra Regis, though
not on it — his estate, Doom Tower, is over the border of Derbyshire,
on the Peak — is coming to stay with me for all the festivities to
welcome Edgar Caswall. He is just the sort of man you will like. He is
devoted to history, and is President of the Mercian Archeological
Society. He knows more of our own part of the country, with its
history and its people, than anyone else. I expect he will have
arrived before us, and we three can have a long chat after dinner.
He is also our local geologist and natural historian. So you and he
will have many interests in common. Amongst other things he has a
special knowledge of the Peak and its caverns, and knows all the old
legends of the days when prehistoric times were vital.” Digitized by
LjOoq le
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with its history and its people, than anyone else.
I expect he will have arrived before us, and we three
can have a long chat after dinner. He is also our
local geologist and natural historian. So you and
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The Cas walls of Castra Regis 13 From this on till they came
to Stafford, Adam’s eyes were in constant employment on matters of
the road ; and it was not till Salton had declared that they had now
entered on the last stage of their journey that he referred back to Sir
Nathaniel’s coming. As the dusk was closing down they drove on to
Lesser Hill, Mr Salton’s house. It was now too dark to see detail of
their surrounding. Adam could just see that it was on the top of a
hill, not quite so high as that which was covered by the Castle, on
whose tower flew the flag, and which was all ablaze with moving
lights, manifestly used in the preparations for the festivities on the
morrow. So Adam deferred his curiosity till daylight. His grand-uncle
was met at the door by a fine old man, who said as he greeted him
warmly : * I came over early as you wished me to. I suppose this is
your grand-nephew — I am glad to meet you, Mr Adam Salton. I am
Nathaniel de Salis, and your uncle is the oldest of my friends.” Adam,
from the moment of their eyes meeting, felt as if they were already
old friends. The meeting was a new note of welcome to those that
had already sounded in his ears. The cordiality with which Sir
Nathaniel and Adam met made the imparting of the former’s
information easy both to speak and to hear. Sir Nathaniel was quite
a clever old man of the world, who had travelled much and within a
certain area studied Digitized by LjOoq le



The Caswalls of Castra Regis 13

From this on till they came to Stafford, Adam’s
eyes were in constant employment on matters of
the road ; and it was not till Salton had declared
that they had now entered on the last stage of their
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suppose this is your grand-nephew—I am glad to
meet you, Mr Adam Salton. I am Nathaniel de
Salis, and your uncle is the oldest of my friends.” .
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felt as if they were already old friends. The meeting
was a new note of welcome to those that had already
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met made the imparting of the former’s information
easy both to speak and to hear. Sir Nathaniel was
quite a clever old man of the world, who had
travelled much and within a certain area studied



14 The Lair of the White Worm deeply. He was a brilliant
conversationalist, as was to be expected from a successful
diplomatist, even under unstimulating conditions. But be had been
touched and to a certain extent fired by the younger man’s evident
admiration and willingness to learn from him. Accordingly the
conversation, which began on the most friendly basis, soon warmed
to an interest above proof as the old man spoke of it next day to
Richard Salton. He knew already that his old friend wanted his
grand-nephew to learn all he could of the subject in hand, and so
had during his journey from the Peak put his thoughts in sequence
for narration and explanation. Accordingly, Adam had only to listen
and he must learn much that he wanted to know. When dinner was
over and the servants had withdrawn, leaving the three men at their
wine, Sir Nathaniel began : * I gather from your uncle — by the way,
I suppose we had better speak of you as uncle and nephew, instead
of going into exact relationship ? In fact, your uncle is so old and
dear a friend, that, with your permission, I shall drop formality with
you altogether and speak of you and to you as Adam, as though you
were his son.” * I would wish, sir,” answered the young man, *
nothing better in the world ! ” The answer warmed the hearts of
both the old . men who heard. All the men felt touched, but, with
the usual avoidance of Englishmen of emotional subjects personal to
themselves, they Digitized by LjOoq le
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The Caswalls of Castra Regis 15 instinctively moved the
previous question. Sir Nathaniel took the lead : ™ I understand,
Adam, that your uncle has posted you regarding the relationships of
the Caswall family ? “ ™ Partly, sir ; but I understood that I was to
hear minuter details from you — if you would be so good.” ™ I shall
be delighted to tell you anything so far as my knowledge goes. Well,
we have to remember, in connection with the events of to-morrow,
that not less than ten generations of that family are involved. And I
really believe that for a true understanding of the family
ramifications you cannot begin better than having the list as a basis.
Everything which we may consider as we go along will then take its
natural place without extra trouble. The present branch of affairs
begins only about something more than a hundred and fifty years
ago. Later we may have to go further back, for the history of the
Caswall family is coeval with that of England — we need not trouble
ourselves with dates ; the facts will be more easily grasped in a
general way. “The first Caswall in our immediate record is Edgar,
who was head of the family and owner of the estate, who came into
his kingdom just about the time that George III. did. He had one
son of about twenty-four. There was a violent quarrel between the
two. No one of this generation has 15 Digitized by CjOOQ le
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I shall be delighted to tell you anything so far
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in connection with the events of to-morrow, that
not less than ten generations of that family are
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understanding of the family ramifications you
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trouble. The present branch of affairs begins
only about something more than a hundred and
fifty years ago. Later we may have to go further
back, for the history of the Caswall family is coeval
with that of England—we need not trouble ourselves
with dates ; the facts will be more easily grasped
in a general way.

“The first Caswall in our immediate record is
Edgar, who was head of the family and owner of
the estate, who came into his kingdom just about
the time that George III. did. He had one son of
about twenty-four. There was a violent quarrel
between the two. No one of this generation has

15



1 6 The Lair of the White Worm any idea of the cause of it ;
but, considering the family characteristics, we may take it for
granted that though it was deep and violent, it was on the surface
trivial. * The result of the quarrel was that the son left the house
without approaching a reconciliation or without even telling his
father where he was going. He never came back to the house again.
A few years after, he died without having in the meantime
exchanged a word or a letter with his father. He married abroad and
left one son, who seems to have been brought up in ignorance of all
belonging to him. The gulf between them appears to have been
unbridgable ; for in time this son married and in turn had a son, but
neither joy nor sorrow brought the sundered together. Under such
conditions no rapprochement was to be looked for, and an utter
indifference, founded at best on ignorance, took the place of family
affection — even on community of interests. It was only due to the
watchfulness of the lawyers that the birth and death of a new heir
was ever made known. In time a second son appeared, but without
any effect of friendly advance. * At last there arose a dim hope of
some cessation of hostility, for though none of the separated made
mention of the fact — knowledge of which was again due to the
lawyers — a son was bom to this youngest member of the voluntary
exiles — the great-grandson of the Edgar whose son had left
Digitized by LjOoq le



The Caswalls of Castra Regis 17 him. After this the family
interest merely rested on heirship of the estate — any outside
interest being submerged in the fact of a daughter being bom to the
grandson of the first Edgar. Some twenty years afterwards, the
interest flickered up when it was made known — again through the
lawyers — that the last two bom had been married, thus shutting off
any possibility of disputed heirship. As no other child had been bom
to any of the newer generations in the intervening twenty years, all
hopes of heritage were now centred in the son of this last couple —
the heir whose home-coming we are to celebrate to-morrow. The
elder generations had all died away, and there were no collaterals,
so there was no possibility of the heirship being disputed. * Now, it
will be well for you to bear in mind the prevailing characteristics of
this race. These were well preserved and unchanging ; one and all
they are the same : cold, selfish, dominant, reckless of
consequences in pursuit of their own will. It was not that they did
not keep faith, though that was a matter which gave them little
concern, but that they took care to think beforehand of what they
should do in order to gain their ends. If they should make a mistake
someone else should bear the burthen of it. This was so perpetually
recurrent that it seemed to be a part of a fixed policy. It was no
wonder indeed that whatever changes took place they were always
ensured in their own possessions. 2 Digitized by LjOoq le



1 8 The Lair of the White Worm They were absolutely of
cold, hard nature. Not one of them — so far as we have any
knowledge — was ever known to be touched by the softer
sentiments, to swerve from his purpose, or hold his hand in
obedience to the dictates of his heart. Part of this was due to their
dominant, masterful nature. The aquiline features which marked
them seemed to justify every personal harshness. The pictures and
effigies of them all show their adherence to the early Roman type.
Their eyes were full ; their hair, of raven blackness, grew thick and
close and curly. Their figures were massive and typical of strength. ™
The thick black hair growing low down on the neck told of vast
physical strength and endurance. But the most remarkable
characteristic is the eyes. Black, piercing, almost unendurable, they
seem to contain in themselves a remarkable will power which there
iS no gainsaying. It is a power that is partly racial and partly
individual : a power impregnated with some mysterious quality,
partly hypnotic, partly mesmeric, which seems to take away from
eyes that meet them all power of resistance, nay, deeper, all power
of wishing to resist. With eyes like those set in that aquiline, all-
commanding face one would need to be strong indeed to even think
of resisting the inflexible will that lay beyond. Even the habit and the
exercise of power which they implied was a danger to anyone who
was conscious of a weakness on his own part. * You may think,
Adam, that all this is imaginaDigitized by Google



The Caswalls of Castra Regis 19 tion on my part, especially
as I have never seen any belonging to the generation I have spoken
of. So it is. But imagination based on deep study. I have made use of
all T know or can surmise logically regarding this strange race. And
with this data, however received, I have thought out logical results,
correcting, amending, intensifying accepted conclusions, till at times
I see as though various members of the race had always been under
my observation — that they are even under it still. With such strange
compelling qualities, is it any wonder that there is abroad an idea
that in the race there is some demoniac possession, which tends to a
more definite belief that certain individuals have in the past sold
themselves to the Devil ? The Devil, I may say in this connection, is
seldom mentioned in propria persona , but generally under some
accepted guise, * The Powers of Evil/ * The Enemy of Mankind/* The
Prince of the Air/ etc. I don’t know what it is in other places ; but
along this eastern coast it is not considered polite to speak the truth
plainly, baldly, in such matters, but to cover up the idea with a veil of
obscurity in which safety or security may be hidden. ™ But I think we
had better go to bed now. We have a lot to go through to-morrow,
and I want you to have your brain clear, and all your susceptibilities
fresh. Moreover, I want you to come with me in an early walk in
which we may notice, whilst the matter is fresh in our minds, the
peculiar disDigitized by LjOoq le



20 The Lair of the White Worm position of this place — not
merely your grandfather’s estate, but the lie of the country around
it. There are many things on which we may seek — and perhaps find
— enlightenment. The more we know at the start, the more things
which may come into our view will develop themselves.” So they all
went off to bed. Digitized by LjOoq le



CHAPTER III DIANA'S GROVE Curiosity took Adam Salton
out of bed in the early morning, but when he had dressed and gone
downstairs, he found that, early as he was, Sir Nathaniel de Salis
was ahead of him. The old gentleman was quite prepared for a long
walk if necessary, and they started at once. Sir Nathaniel, without
speaking, led the way a little to the east down the hill. When they
had descended and risen again, they found themselves on the
eastern brink of a steep hill. It was of lesser height than that on
which the Castle was seated ; but it was so placed that it
commanded the various hills that crowned the ridge. All along the
ridge the rock cropped out, bare and bleak, but broken in rough
formed natural castellation. The form of the ridge was a segment of
a circle, with the higher points inland to the west. In the centre rose
the Castle on the highest point of all. Between the various rocky
excrescences were groups of trees of various sizes and heights,
amongst some of which were what in the early morning light looked
like ruins . These — whatever they were — were of massive grey
stone, probably limestone rudely cut — if indeed 21 Digitized by
LjOoq le
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22 The Lair of the White Worm they were not shaped
naturally. The largest of these clumps was of oak trees of great age.
They crossed the least of the hills, that which lay to the eastward.
The fall of the ground was steep all along the ridge, so steep that
here and there both trees and rocks and buildings seemed to
overhang the level plain far below. Through this level ran many
streams, and there was a number of blue pools, where was evidently
fairly deep water. Sir Nathaniel stopped and looked all around him,
as though to lose nothing of the effect. The sun had climbed the
eastern sky and was making all details clear. Sir Nathaniel pointed all
round him with a sweeping gesture, as though calling Adam’s
attention to the wideness of the view. He did so so rapidly as to
suggest that he wished the other to take, in the first survey, rather
the coup d’ceil than any detail. Having done so, he covered the
ground in a similar way, but more slowly, as though inviting attention
to detail. Adam was a willing and attentive pupil, and followed his
motions exactly, missing — or trying to miss — nothing. When they
had made the rough survey round the whole sweep of the eastern
horizon, Sir Nathaniel spoke : “ I have brought you here, Adam,
because it seems to me that this is the spot on which to begin our
investigations. You have now in front of you almost the whole of the
ancient kingdom of Mercia. In fact, we see, theoretically if not
practically, the whole of it except that furthest part which is covered
Digitized by LjOoq le
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“I have brought you here, Adam, because it
seems to me that this is the spot on which to begin
our investigations. You have now in front of you
almost the whole of the ancient kingdom of Mercia.
In fact, we see, theoretically if not practically, the
whole of it except that furthest part which is covered




Diana’s Grove 23 by the Welsh Marches and those parts
which are hidden from where we stand by the high ground of the
immediate west. We can see — again theoretically if not practically
— the whole of the eastern bound of the kingdom which ran south
from the Humber to the Wash. I want you to bear in mind the trend
of the ground, for some time, sooner or later, we shall do well to
have it in our mind’s eye when we are considering the ancient
traditions and even superstitions and are trying to find the rationale
of them. I think we had better not try to differentiate between
these, but let them naturally take their places as we go on. Each
legend, each superstition which we receive will help in the
understanding and possible elucidation of the others. And as all such
have a local basis, we can come closer to the truth — or the
probability — by knowing the local conditions as we go along. It will
help us to bring to our aid even such geological truth as we may
have between us. For instance, the building materials used in various
ages can afford their own lessons to understanding eyes. The very
heights and shapes and materials of these hills, nay, even of the
wide plain that lies between us and the sea, have in themselves the
materials of enlightening books.” ™ For instance, sir ? ” said Adam,
venturing a question. * Well, for instance, look at those hills which
surround the main one where the site for the Castle Digitized by
LjOoq le
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by the Welsh Marches and those parts which are
hidden from where we stand by the high ground of
the immediate west. We can see—again theoreti-
cally if not practically—the whole of the eastern
bound of the kingdom which ran south from the
Humber to the Wash. I want you to bear in mind
the trend of the ground, for some time, sooner or
later, we shall do well to have it in our mind’s eye
when we are considering the ancient traditions
and even superstitions and are trying to find the
rationale of them. I think we had better not try to
differentiate between these, but let them naturally
take their places as we go on. Each legend, each
superstition which we receive will help in the
understanding and possible elucidation of the others.
And as all such have a local basis, we can come
closer to the truth—or the probability—by knowing
the local conditions as we go along. It will help us
to bring to our aid even such geological truth as we
may have between us. For instance, the building
materials used in various ages can afford their own
lessons to understanding eyes. The very heights
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have in themselves the materials of enlightening
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‘“ For instance, sir ¢ ”’ said Adam, venturing a
question.

“ Well, for instance, look at those hills which
surround the main one where the site for the Castle



24 The Lair of the White Worm was wisely chosen — on the
highest ground. Take the others. There is something ostensible in
each of them, and in all probability something unseen and unproved,
but to be imagined, also.” ™ For instance ? ” continued Adam. * Let
us take them seriatim . That to the east, where the trees are, lower
down. That was once the location of a Roman temple, possibly
founded on a pre-existing Druidical one. Its name implies the former,
and the grove of ancient oaks suggests the latter.” " Please explain.”
" The old name translated means ' Diana’s Grove." Then the next one
higher than it, but just beyond it, is called * Mercy.9 In all probability
a corruption or perhaps a familiarisation of the word Mercia with a
Roman pun included. We learn from early manuscripts that the place
was called Vilula Misericordice. It was originally a nunnery founded
by Queen Bertha, but done away with by King Penda, the
reactionary to Paganism after St Augustine. Then comes your uncle’s
place — Lesser Hill. Though it is so close to the Castle, it is not
connected with it. It is a freehold, and, so far as we know, of equal
age. It has always belonged to your family.” ™ Then there only
remains the Castle ! ” " That is all ; but its history contains the
histories of all the others — in fact, the whole history of early
England.” Digitized by LjOOQIle
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was wisely chosen—on the highest ground. Take
the others. There is something ostensible in each

of them, and in all probability something unseen

and unproved, but to be imagined, also.”

‘ For instance ? *’ continued Adam.

‘“ Let us take them seriattm. That to the east,
where the trees are, lower down. That was once
the location of a Roman temple, possibly founded
on a pre-existing Druidical one. Its name implies
the former, and the grove of ancient oaks suggests
the latter.”

‘“ Please explain.”

“The old name translated means ‘Diana’s
Grove.” Then the next one higher than it, but just
beyond it, is called ‘ Mercy.” In all probability
a corruption or perhaps a familiarisation of the
word Mercia with a Roman pun included. We
learn from early manuscripts that the place was
called Vilula Miserscordie. It was originally a
nunnery founded by Queen Bertha, but done away
with by King Penda, the reactionary to Paganism
after St Augustine. Then comes your uncle’s
place—Lesser Hill. Though it is so close to the
Castle, it is not connected with it. It is a freehold,
and, so far as we know, of equal age. It has always
belonged to your family.”

‘“ Then there only remains the Castle ! ™’

“That is all; but its history contains the
histories of all the others—in fact, the whole history
of early England.”



Diana’s Grove 25 Sir Nathaniel, seeing the expectant look
on Adam’s face, went on :  The history of the Castle has no
beginning so far as we know. The furthest records or surmises or
inferences simply accept it as existing. Some of these — guesses let
us call them — seem to show that there was some sort of structure
there when the Romans came, therefore it must have been a place
of importance in Druid times — if indeed that was the beginning.
Naturally the Romans accepted it, as they did everything of the kind
that was, or might be, useful. The change is shown or inferred in the
name Castra. It was the highest protected ground, and so naturally
became the most important of their camps. A study of the map will
show you that it must have been a most important strategetic
centre. It both protected the advances already made to the north,
and it helped to dominate the sea coast to the east. It sheltered the
western marches, beyond which lay savage Wales — and danger. It
provided a means of getting to the Severn, round which lay the
great Roman roads then coming into existence, and made possible
the great waterway to the heart of England — through the Severn
and its tributaries. And it brought the east and the west together by
the swiftest and easiest ways known to those times. And, finally, it
provided means of descent on London and all the expanse of
country watered by the Thames. * With such a centre, already
known and organDigitized by LjOoq le
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Sir Nathaniel, seeing the expectant look on
Adam’s face, went on :

‘““ The history of the Castle has no beginning so
far as we know. The furthest records or surmises
or inferences simply accept it as existing. Some of
these—guesses let us call them—seem to show that
there was some sort of structure there when the
Romans came, therefore it must have been a place
of importance in Druid times—if indeed that was
the beginning. Naturally the Romans accepted
it, as they did everything of the kind that was, or
might be, useful. The change is shown or inferred
in the name Castra. It was the highest protected
ground, and so naturally became the most important
of their camps. A study of the map will show you
that it must have been a most important strate-
getic centre. It both protected the advances
already made to the north, and it helped to dominate
the sea coast to the east. It sheltered the western
marches, beyond which lay savage Wales —and
danger. It provided a means of getting to the
Severn, round which lay the great Roman roads
then coming into existence, and made possible the
great waterway to the heart of England—through
the Severn and its tributaries. And it brought the
east and the west together by the swiftest and
easiest ways known to those times. And, finally,
it provided means of descent on London and all the
expanse of country watered by the Thames.

“ With such a centre, already known and organ-



26 The Lair of the White Worm ised, we can easily see that
each fresh wave of invasion — the Angles, the Saxons, the Danes,
and the Normans — found it a desirable possession and so ensured
its upholding. In the earlier centuries it was merely a vantage
ground. But when the victorious Romans brought with them the
heavy solid fortifications impregnable to the weapons of the time, its
commanding position alone ensured its adequate building and
equipment. Then it was that the fortified camp of the Csesars
developed into the castle of the king. As we are as yet entirely
ignorant of even the names of the first kings of Mercia, no historian
has been able to even guess what king made it his ultimate defence
; and I suppose we shall never know now. In process of time, as the
arts of war developed, it increased in size and strength, and
although recorded details are lacking, the history is written in not
merely the stone of its building, but is inferred in the changes of
structure. Then the general sweeping changes which followed the
Norman Conquest wiped out all lesser records than its own. To-day
we must accept it as one of the earliest castles of the Conquest,
probably not later than the time of Henry I. Roman and Norman
were both wise in their retention of places of approved strength or
utility. So it was that these surrounding heights, already established
and to a certain extent proved, were retained. Indeed, such
characteristics as already pertained to them were preserved and to-
day afford Digitized by CjOOQ le



Diana’s Grove 27 to us lessons regarding things which have
themselves long since passed away. “ So much for the fortified
heights ; but the hollows too have their own story. But how the time
passes | We must hurry home, or else your uncle will wonder what
has become of us.” As he spoke he was hurrying with long steps
towards Lesser Hill, and Adam was furtively running to be able to
keep up with him. When they had arrived close to the house, Sir
Nathaniel said : “ I am sorry to cut short our interesting
conversation. But it will be only postponed. I want to tell you, and I
am sure you want to know, all that I know of this place. And, if I am
not mistaken, our next instalment of history will be even more
interesting than the first.” Digitized by LjOoq le
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to us lessons regarding things which have them-
selves long since passed away.

* So much for the fortified heights ; but the hollows
too have their own story. But how the time passes !
We must hurry home, or else your uncle will wonder
what has become of us.” As he spoke he was
hurrying with long steps towards Lesser Hill, and
Adam was furtively running to be able to keep up
with him. When they had arrived close to the
house, Sir Nathaniel said :

“I am sorry to cut short our interesting con-
versation. But it will be only postponed. I want
to tell you, and I am sure you want to know, all that
I know of this place. And, if I am not mistaken,
our next instalment of history will be even more
interesting than the first.”



CHAPTER IV THE LADY ARABELLA MARCH Breakfast had
just begun when Mr Salton said : * Now, there is no hurry, but so
soon as you are both ready we shall start. I want to take you first to
see a remarkable relic of Mercia, and then we shall go down to
Liverpool through what is called * The Great Yale of Cheshire/ You
may be disappointed, but take care not to prepare your mind " —
this to Adam — “for anything stupendous or heroic. You would not
think the place you are going through was a vale at all, unless you
were told it beforehand, and had confidence in the veracity of the
teller. We should get to the Landing Stage in time to meet the West
African. We ought to meet Mr Caswall as he comes ashore. We want
to do him honour — and, besides, it will be more pleasant to have
the introductions over before we go to his fete at the Castle/’ The
carriage was ready, the same as was used the previous day. The
postillions, too, were the same, but there were two pairs of different
horses — magnificent animals, and keen for work. Breakfast was
soon over, and they shortly took their places. The 28 Digitized by
LjOoq le
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BrEARFAST had just begun when Mr Salton said :

““ Now, there is no hurry, but so soon as you are
both ready we shall start. I want to take you first
to see a remarkable relic of Mercia, and then we
shall go down to Liverpool through what is called
‘The Great Vale of Cheshire.” You may be dis-
appointed, but take care not to prepare your mind ”’
—this to Adam—‘for anything stupendous or
heroic. You would not think the place you are
going through was a vale at all, unless you were told
it beforehand, and had confidence in the veracity
of the teller. We should get to the Landing Stage
in time to meet the West African. We ought %o
meet Mr Caswall as he comes ashore. We want
to do him honour—and, besides, it will be more
pleasant to have the introductions over before we
go to his féte at the Castle.”

The carriage was ready, the same as was used the
previous day. The postillions, too, were the same,
but there were two pairs of different horses—magni-
ficent animals, and keen for work. Breakfast was

soon over, and they shortly took their places. The
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The Lady Arabella March 29 postillions had their orders,
and they were soon on their way at an exhilarating pace. Presently,
in obedience to Mr Salton’s signal, the carriage drew up near Stone,
opposite a great heap of stones by the wayside. ™ Here/’ he said, " is
something that you of all men should not pass by unnoticed. That
heap of stones brings us at once to the dawn of the Anglian
kingdom. It was begun more than a thousand years ago, in the
latter part of the seventh century, in memory of a murder. Wulfere,
King of Mercia, nephew of Penda, here murdered his two sons for
embracing Christianity. As was the custom of the time, each passer-
by added a stone to the memorial heap. Penda represented heathen
reaction after St Augustine’s mission. Sir Nathaniel can tell you as
much as you want about this, and put you, if you wish, on the track
of such accurate knowledge as there is.” Whilst they were looking at
the heap of stones, they noticed that another carriage had drawn up
beside them, and the passenger — there was only one — was
regarding them curiously. The carriage was an old heavy travelling
one, with arms blazoned on it gorgeously. The coronet was an earl’s,
and there were many quarterings. Seeing then the occupant was a
lady, the men took off their hats. The occupant spoke : * How do
you do, Sir Nathaniel ? How do you do, Mr Salton ? I hope none of
you has met with any accident. Look at me ! ” Digitized by Google



30 The Lair of the White Worm As she spoke she pointed
where one of the heavy springs was broken across, the broken metal
showing bright. Adam spoke up at once : * Oh, that will be soon put
right.” ™ Soon ? I shall have to wait till we get to Wolverhampton.
There is no one near who can mend a break like that.” 1 can. ™ You !
" She looked incredulously at the dapper young gentleman who
spoke. " You — why, it's a workman’s job.” * All right, I am a
workman — though that is not the only sort of work I do. Let me
explain. I am an Australian, and, as we have to move about fast, we
are all trained to farriery and such mechanics as come into travel —
and I am quite at your service.” She said sweetly : * I hardly know
how to thank you for your kindness, of which I gladly avail myself. I
don’t know what else I can do. My father is Lord Lieutenant of the
County, and he asked me to take his carriage — he is abroad himself
— and meet Mr Caswall of Castra Regis, who arrives home from
Africa to-day. It is a notable home-coming; his predecessor in the
event made his entry more than a century ago, and all the
countryside want to do him honour.” She looked at the old men and
quickly made up her mind as to the identity of the stranger. * You
must be Mr Salton — Mr Adam Salton of Lesser Hill. I am Lady
Arabella March of Diana’s Grove.” As she spoke she turned Digitized
by Google
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As she spoke she pointed where one of the heavy
springs was broken across, the broken metal show-
ing bright. Adam spoke up at once :

“ Oh, that will be soon put, right.”

“8oon ? I shall have to wait till we get to
Wolverhampton. There is no one near who can
mend a break like that.”

“I can.”
“You!” She looked incredulously at the dapper
young gentleman who spoke. ‘‘ You—why, it’s a

workman’s job.”

“ All right, I am a workman—though that is not
the only sort of work I do. Let me explain. I am
an Australian, and, as we have to move about fast,
we are all trained to farriery and such mechanics
as come into travel—and I am quite at your service.”

She said sweetly : “ I hardly know how to thank
you for your kindness, of which I gladly avail myself.
I don’t know what else I can do. My father is Lord
Lieutenant of the County, and he asked me to take
his carriage—he is abroad himself—and meet Mr
Caswall of Castra Regis, who arrives home from
Africa to-day. It is a notable home-coming; his
predecessor in the event made his entry more than
a century ago, and all the countryside want to
do him honour.” She looked at the old men and
quickly made up her mind as to the identity of the
stranger. ‘ You must be Mr Salton—Mr Adam
Salton of Lesser Hill. I am Lady Arabella March
of Diana’s Grove.” As she spoke she turned




The Lady Arabella March 31 slightly to Mr Salton, who took
the hint and made a formal introduction. So soon as this was done,
Adam took some tools from his uncle’s carriage, and at once began
work on the broken spring. He was an expert workman, and the
breach was soon made good. Adam was gathering the tools which
he had been using, and which, after the manner of all workmen, had
been scattered about, when he noticed that several black snakes
had crawled out from the heap of stones and were gathering round
him. This naturally occupied his mind, and he was not thinking of
anything else when he noticed Lady Arabella, who had opened the
door of the carriage, slip from it with a quick gliding motion. She
was already among the snakes when he called out to warn her. But
there seemed to be no need of warning. The snakes had turned and
were wriggling back to the mound as quickly as they could. He
laughed to himself behind his teeth as he whispered, “*No need to
fear there. They seem much more afraid of her than she of them.”
All the same he began to beat on the ground with a stick which was
lying close to him, with the instinct of one used to such vermin. In
an instant he was alone beside the mound with Lady Arabella, who
appeared quite unconcerned at the incident. Then he took a long
look at her. She was certainly good to look at in herself, and her
dress alone was sufficient to attract attention. She was clad in some
kind of soft white stuff, which Digitized by Google
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slightly to Mr Salton, who took the hint and made
a formal introduction. .

So soon as this was done, Adam took some tools
from his uncle’s carriage, and at once began work on
the broken spring. He was an expert workman,
and the breach was soon made good. Adam was
gathering the tools which he had been using, and
which, after the manner of all workmen, had been
scattered about, when he noticed that several
black snakes had crawled out from the heap of
stones and were gathering round him. This
naturally occupied his mind, and he was not think-
ing of anything else when he noticed Lady Arabella,
who had opened the door of the carriage, slip from
it with a quick gliding motion. She was already
among the snakes when he called out to warn her.
But there seemed to be no need of warning. - The
snakes had turned and were wriggling back to the
mound as quickly as they could. He laughed to
himself behind his teeth as he whispered, ‘ No need
to fear there. They seem much more afraid of her
than she of them.” All the same he began to beat
on the ground with a stick which was lying close
to him, with the instinct of one used to such vermin.
In an instant he was alone beside the mound with
Lady Arabella, who appeared quite unconcerned
at the incident. Then he took a long look at her.
She was certainly good to look at in herself, and
her dress alone was sufficient to attract attention,
She was clad in some kind of soft white stuff, which



32 The Lair of the White Worm clung close to her form,
showing to the full every movement of her sinuous figure. She was
tall and exceedingly thin. Her eyes appeared to be weak, for she
wore large spectacles which seemed to be of green glass. Certainly
in the centre they had the effect of making her naturally piercing
eyes of a vivid green. She wore a close-fitting cap of some fine fur of
dazzling white. Coiled round her white throat was a large necklace of
emeralds, whose profusion of colour quite outshone the green of her
spectacles — even when the sun shone on them. Her voice was very
peculiar, very low and sweet, and so soft that the dominant note was
of sibilation. Her hands, too, were peculiar — long, flexible, white,
with a strange movement as of waving gently to and fro. She
appeared quite at ease, and, after thanking Adam, said that if any of
his uncle’s party were going to Liverpool she would be most happy
to join forces. She added cordially : “Whilst you are staying here, Mr
Salton, you must look on the grounds of Diana’s Grove as your own,
so that you may come and go just as you do in Lesser Hill. There are
some fine views and not a few natural curiosities which are sure to
interest you. There are some views in the twilight which are, they
say, unique. And if you are a student of natural history — specially of
an earlier kind, when the world was younger — you shall not have
your labour of discovery in vain.” Digitized by Google
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clung close to her form, showing to the full every
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exceedingly thin. Her eyes appeared to be weak,
for she wore large spectacles which seemed to be of
greer glass. Certainly in the centre they had the
effect of making her naturally piercing eyes of a
vivid green. She wore a close-fitting cap of some
fine fur of dazzling white. Coiled round her white
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profusion of colour quite outshone the green of her
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voice was very peculiar, very low and sweet, and so
soft that the dominant note was of sibilation.
Her hands, too, were peculiar—long, flexible, white,
with a strange movement as of waving gently to
and fro.

She appeared quite at ease, and, after thanking
Adam, said that if any of his uncle’s party were
going to Liverpool she would be most happy to
join forces. She added cordially :

‘ Whilst you are staying here, Mr Salton, you
must look on the grounds of Diana’s Grove as your
own, so that you may come and go just as you do
in Lesser Hill. There are some fine views and not
a few natural curiosities which are sure to interest
you. There are some views in the twilight which
are, they say, unique. And if you are a student of
natural history—specially of an earlier kind, when
the world was younger—you shall not have your
labour of discovery in vain.”



The Lady Arabella March 33 The heartiness with which she
spoke and warmth of her words — not of her manner, which was
abnormally cold and distant — repelled him, made him suspicious.
He felt as if he was naturally standing on guard. In the meantime
both his uncle and Sir Nathaniel had thanked her for the invitation —
of which, however, they said they were unable to avail themselves.
Adam had a sort of suspicion that though she answered regretfully,
she was in reality relieved. When he had got into the carriage with
the two old men and they had driven off, he was not surprised when
Sir Nathaniel said : " I could not but feel that she was glad to be rid
of us. She can play her game better alone ! “™ What is her game, sir
? " asked Adam unthinkingly, but the old man answered without
comment : * All the county knows it, my boy. Caswall is a very rich
man. Her husband was rich when she married him — or seemed to
be. When he committed suicide it was found that he had nothing at
all. Her father has a great position and a great estate — on paper.
But the latter is mortgaged up to the hilt, and is held in male tail
only, so that her only hope is in a rich marriage. I suppose I need
not draw any conclusion. You can do that as well as I can.” Adam
remained silent nearly all the time they were travelling through the
alleged Yale of Cheshire. He thought much during that journey and
came to several conclusions, though his lips 3 Digitized by LjOoq le
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The heartiness with which she spoke and warmth
of her words—mot of her manner, which was
abnormally cold and distant—repelled him, made
him suspicious. He felt as if he was naturally
standing on guard. In the meantime both his
uncle and Sir Nathaniel had thanked her for the
invitation—of which, however, they said they were
unable to avail themselves. Adam had a sort of
suspicion that though she answered regretfully, she
was in reality relieved. When he had got into the
carriage with the two old men and they had driven
off, he was not surprised when Sir Nathaniel said :

“1 could not but feel that she was glad to be rid
of us. She can play her game better alone ! ”’

“ What is her game, sir ? ’ asked Adam unthink-
ingly, but the old man answered without comment :

‘ All the county knows it, my boy. Caswall is
a very rich man. Her husband was rich when she
married him—or seemed to be. 'When he committed
suicide it was found that he had nothing at all.
Her father has a great position and a great estate
—on paper. But the latter is mortgaged up to the
hilt, and is held in male tail only, so that her only
hope is in a rich marriage. I suppose I need not
draw any conclusion. You can do that as well as
I can.”

Adam remained silent nearly all the time they
were travelling through the alleged Vale of
Cheshire. He thought much during that journey
and came to several conclusions, though his lips



34 The Lair of the White Worm were unmoved. One of
these conclusions was that he would be very careful about paying
any attention to Lady Arabella. He was himself a rich man, how rich
not even his uncle had the least idea, and would have been
surprised had he known. The other resolution was that he would be
very careful how he went moonlighting in Diana’s Grove, especially if
he were unattended. At Liverpool they went aboard the West African
9 which had just come to the landing-stage. There his uncle
introduced himself to Mr Caswall, and followed this up by introducing
Sir Nathaniel and then Adam. The new-comer received them all very
graciously, and said what a pleasure it was on coming home after so
long an absence of his family from their old seat, and hoped they
would see much of each other in the future. Adam was much
pleased at the warmth of the reception ; but he could not avoid a
feeling of repugnance at the man’s face. He was trying hard to
overcome this when a diversion was caused by the arrival of Lady
Arabella. The diversion was welcome to all ; the two Saltons and Sir
Nathaniel were shocked at Caswall’s face — so hard, so ruthless, so
selfish, so dominant. * God help any,” was the common thought, *
who is under the domination of such a one ! ” But presently his
African servant approached him, and at once their thoughts changed
to a larger toleration. For by comparison with this man his Digitized
by LjOoq le
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were unmoved. One of these conclusions was that
he would be very careful about paying any attention
to Lady Arabella. He was himself a rich man, how
rich not even his uncle had the least idea, and would
have been surprised had he known. The other
resolution was that he would be very careful how
he went moonlighting in Diana’s Grove, especially
if he were unattended.

At Liverpool they went aboard the West African,
which had just come to the landing-stage. There
his uncle introduced himself to Mr Caswall, and
followed this up by introducing Sir Nathaniel and
then Adam. The new-comer received them all
very graciously, and said what a pleasure it was on
coming home after so long an absence of his family
from their old seat, and hoped they would see much
of each other in the future. Adam was much
pleased at the warmth of the reception; but he
could not avoid a feeling of repugnance at the man’s
face. He was trying hard to overcome this when
a diversion was caused by the arrival of Lady
Arabella. The diversion was welcome to all ; the
two Saltons and Sir Nathaniel were shocked at
Caswall’s face—so hard, so ruthless, so selfish, so
dominant. “ God help any,”” was the common
thought, ‘ who is under the domination of such a
one!”’

But presently his African servant approached
him, and at once their thoughts changed to a larger
toleration. For by comparison with this man his



The Lady Arabella March 35 face seemed to have a certain
nobility hitherto lacking. Caswall looked indeed a savage — but a
cultured savage. In him were traces of the softening civilisation of
ages — of some of the higher instincts and education of man, no
matter how rudimentary these might be. But the face of Oolanga, as
his master at once called him, was pure pristine, unreformed,
unsoftened savage, with inherent in it all the hideous possibilities of
a lost, devilridden child of the forest and the swamp — the lowest
and most loathsome of all created things which were in some form
ostensibly human. Digitized by LjOOQle
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face seemed to have a certain nobility hitherto
lacking. Caswall looked indeed a savage—but a
cultured savage. In him were traces of the soften-
ing civilisation of ages —of some of the higher
instincts and education of man, no matter how
rudimentary these might be. But the face of
Oolanga, as his master at once called him, was pure
pristine, unreformed, unsoftened savage, with inher-
ent in it all the hideous possibilities of a lost, devil-
ridden child of the forest and the swamp—the lowest
and most loathsome of all created things which were
in some form ostensibly human.



CHAPTER V HOME-COMING As Lady Arabella and Oolanga
arrived almost simultaneously, Adam began to surmise what effect
their appearance would have on each other. They were exactly
opposite in every quality of appearance, and, so far as he could
judge, of mental or moral gifts or traits. The girl of the Caucasian
type, beautiful, Saxon blonde, with a complexion of milk and roses,
high-bred, clever, serene of nature. The other negroid of the lowest
type ; hideously ugly, with the animal instincts developed as in the
lowest brutes ; cruel, wanting in all the mental and moral faculties —
in fact, so brutal as to be hardly human. If Adam expected her to
show any repugnance he was disappointed. If anything, her pride
heightened into disdain. She seemed as if she would not — could
not — condescend to exhibit any concern or interest in such a
creature. On the other hand, his bearing was such as in itself to
justify her pride. He treated her not merely as a slave treats his
master, but as a worshipper would treat a deity. He knelt before her
with his hands outstretched and his forehead in the dust. So long as
she re36 Digitized by LjOoq le
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As Lady Arabella and Oolanga arrived almost
simultaneously, Adam began to surmise what effect
their appearance would have on each other. They
were exactly opposite in every quality of appearance,
and, so far as he could judge, of mental or moral
gifts or traits. The girl of the Caucasian type,
beautiful, Saxon blonde, with a complexion of milk
and roses, high-bred, clever, serene of nature. The
other negroid of the lowest type; hideously ugly,
with the animal instincts developed as in the lowest
brutes ; cruel, wanting in all the mental and moral
faculties—in fact, so brutal as to be hardly human.
If Adam expected her to show any repugnance he
was disappointed. If anything, her pride heightened
into disdain. She seemed as if she would not—
could not—condescend to exhibit any concern or
interest in such a creature. On the other hand, his
bearing was such as in itself to justify her pride.
He treated her not merely as a slave treats his
master, but as a worshipper would treat a deity.
He knelt before her with his hands outstretched

and his forehead in the dust. So long as she re-
36



Home-coming 37 mained he did not move ; it was only
when she went over to Caswall and spoke that he relaxed his
attitude of devotion and simply stood by respectfully. His dress,
which was a grotesque mixture, more than ever seemed absurd. He
had on evening dress of an ill cut, an abnormally efflorescent white
shirt with exaggerated cuffs and collar, all holding mock jewels of
various colours. In his nose was a silver ring, and in his ears large
ornaments composed of trophies of teeth. He wore a tall hat, which
had once been of a shape of some kind, with a band of gold lace.
Altogether he looked like a horrible distortion of a gentleman’s
servant. All those around grinned or openly jeered. One of the
stewards, who was carrying some of Mr Caswall’s lighter luggage
and making himself important, after the manner of stewards to
debarking passengers, was attentive even to him. Adam spoke to his
own bailiff, Davenport, who was standing by, having arrived with the
bailiff of Lesser Hill, who had followed Mr Salton in his own pony
trap. As he spoke he pointed to the attentive ship’s steward, and
presently the two men were conversing. After a little time Mr Salton
said to Adam : “ I think we ought to be moving. I have some things
to do in Liverpool, an$ I am sure that both Mr Caswall and Lady
Arabella would like to get under weigh for Castra Regis.” To which
said Adam : Digitized by LjOoq le
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mained he did not move; it was only when she
went over to Caswall and spoke that he relaxed his
attitude of devotion and simply stood by respect-
fully. His dress, which was a grotesque mixture,
more than ever seemed absurd. He had on evening
dress of an ill cut, an abnormally efflorescent white
shirt with exaggerated cuffs and collar, all holding
mock jewels of various colours. In his nose was
a silver ring, and in his ears large ornaments com-
posed of trophies of teeth. He wore a tall hat,
which had once been of a shape of some kind, with
a band of gold lace. Altogether he looked like a
horrible distortion of a gentleman’s servant. All
those around grinned or openly jeered. One of the
stewards, who was carrying some of Mr Caswall’s
lighter luggage and making himself important, after
the manner of stewards to debarking passengers,
was attentive even to him.

Adam spoke to his own bailiff, Davenport, who
was standing by, having arrived with the bailiff of
Lesser Hill, who had followed Mr Salton in his own
pony trap. As he spoke he pointed to the attentive
ship’s steward, and presently the two men were
conversing.

After a little time Mr Salton said to Adam :

“T think we ought to be moving. I have some
things to do in Liverpool, and I am sure that both
Mr Caswall and Lady Arabella would like to get
under weigh for Castra Regis.” To which said
Adam :



38 The Lair of the White Worm " I too, sir, would like to do
something. I want to find out where Ross, the animal merchant,
lives — you know, the local Jamrach. I want to take a small animal
home with me, if you don't mind. He is only a little thing, and will be
no trouble.” ™ Of course not, my boy. Whatever you like. What kind
of animal is it that you want ? ”* A mongoose.” * A mongoose !
What on earth do you want it for ? “ " To kill snakes.” ™ Good ! ” The
old man remembered the mound at Stone. No explanation was
needed. Ross, the animal merchant, had had dealings with Adam
chiefly in the way of mongooses. When he heard what was wanted
he asked : " Do you want something special, or will an ordinary
mongoose do ? "™ Well, of course I want a good one. But I see no
need for anything special. It is for ordinary use.” * I can let you have
a choice of ordinary ones. I only asked because I have in stock a
very special one which I got lately from Nepaul. He has a record of
his own. He killed a king cobra that had been seen in the Rajah’s
garden. But I don’t suppose we have any snakes of the kind in this
cold climate — I daresay an ordinary one will do.” The bargain was
effected. When Adam was coming away with the box under his arm,
he said to Ross : Digitized by LjOoq le



38 The Lair of the White Worm

T too, sir, would like to do something. I want
to find out where Ross, the animal merchant, lives—
you know, the local Jamrach. I want to take a
small animal home with me, if you don’t mind.
He is only a little thing, and will be no trouble.”

“ Of course not, my boy. Whatever you like.
What kind of animal is it that you want ?

‘“ A mongoose.”

“ A mongoose! What on earth do you want it
for 27

“ To kill snakes.”

“Good!” The old man remembered the mound
at Stone. No explanation was needed.

Ross, the animal merchant, had had dealings with
Adam chiefly in the way of mongooses. When he
heard what was wanted he asked :

‘“Do you want something special, or will an
ordinary mongoose do ¢ ”’

““ Well, of course I want a good one. But I see
no need for anything special. It is for ordinary
use.”’

‘I can let you have a choice of ordinary ones. I
only asked because I have in stock a very special
one which I got lately from Nepaul. He has a
record of his own. He killed a king cobra that had
been seen in the Rajah’s garden. But I don’t
suppose we have any snakes of the kind in this cold
climate—I daresay an ordinary one will do.”

The bargain was effected. When Adam was coming
away with the box under his arm, he said to Ross :



Home-coming 39 " I don’t know anything of the snakes
here. I wouldn’t have believed there are any at all, only I saw some
to-day. I shall try this mongoose, and if he is any good I shall be
glad to keep him. But don't part with the other yet. I shall send you
word if I want him.” When Adam got back to the carriage, carefully
carrying the box with the mongoose, Sir Nathaniel said : ™ Hullo !
what have you got there ? ™ A mongoose.” ™ What for ? "™ To Kkill
snakes ! “ Sir Nathaniel laughed. ™ Well, even as yet, it seems you
have come to the right place.” " How do you mean ? Why ' as yet ' ?
"* Remember the snakes yesterday. But that is only a beginning.” "
A beginning ! How so ? ™ That, my boy, belongs to the second
section of our inquiry. It will have a direct bearing on it.” * You mean
about the legends ? “* We shall begin on them.” ™ And then ? “ " I
heard Lady Arabella’s invitation to you to come to Diana’s Grove in
the twilight.” ™ Well, what on earth has that got to do with it ? "™
Nothing directly that I know of. But we shall see.” Adam waited, and
the old man went on : Digitized by LjOoq le



40 The Lair of the White Worm * Have you by any chance
heard the other name which was given long ago to that place.” ™ No,
sir.” ™ It was called Look here, this subject wants a lot of talking over
and listening. Suppose we wait till after dinner to-night, when we
shall be alone and shall have lots of time before us.” * All right, sir.
Let us wait ! ” Adam was filled with curiosity, but he thought it better
not to hurry matters. All would come in good time. His attention was
then claimed by the events of the day. Shortly the Lesser Hill party
set out for Castra Regis, and for the time he thought no more of
Diana’s Grove or of what mysteries it had contained— or might still
contain. The guests were crowding in and special places were
marked for important guests. Some little time was occupied in
finding their seats. Adam, seeing so many persons of varied degree,
looked round for Lady Arabella, but could not locate her. It was only
when he saw the old-fashioned travelling carriage approach and
heard the sound of cheering which went with it, that he realised that
Edgar Caswall had arrived. Then, on looking more closely, he saw
that Lady Arabella, dressed as he had seen her last, was seated
beside him. When the carriage drew up at the great flight of steps,
the host jumped down and gave her his hand and led her up to the
great dais table, and placed her in the seat to the right of that kept
for himself. Digitized by Google



40 The Lair.of the White Worm

‘“ Have you by any chance heard the other name
which was given long ago to that place.”

“ No, sir.”

“It was called—— Look here, this subject
wants a lot of talking over and listening. Suppose
we wait till after dinner to-night, when we shall be
- alone and shall have lots of time before us.”

“ All right, sir. Let us wait!” Adam was
filled with curiosity, but he thought it better not
to hurry matters. All would come in good time.

His attention was then claimed by the events of
the day. Shortly the Lesser Hill party set out for
Castra Regis, and for the time he thought no more
of Diana’s Grove or of what mysteries it had con-
tained—or might still contain.

The guests were crowding in and special places
were marked for important guests. Some little
time was occupied in finding their seats. Adam,
gseeing so many persons of varied degree, looked
round for Lady Arabella, but could not locate her.
It was only when he saw the old-fashioned travelling
carriage approach and heard the sound of cheering
which went with it, that he realised that Edgar
Caswall had arrived. Then, on looking more closely,
he saw that Lady Arabella, dressed as he had seen
her last, was seated beside him. When the carriage
drew up at the great flight of steps, the host
jumped down and gave her his hand and led her up
to the great dais table, and placed her in the seat
to the right of that kept for himself.



Home-coming 41 It was evident to all that she was the
chief guest at the festivities. It was not long before the seats on the
dais were filled and the tenants and guests of lesser importance had
occupied all the coigns of vantage not reserved. The order of the
day had been carefully arranged by the committee. There were
some speeches, happily neither many nor long ; and then festivities
were suspended till the time for feasting had arrived. In the interval
Caswall walked among his guests, speaking to all in a friendly
manner and expressing a general welcome. The other guests came
down from the dais and followed his example, so there was
unceremonious meeting and greeting between gentle and simple.
Adam Salton naturally followed with his eyes all that went on within
their scope, taking note of all who seemed to afford any interest. He
was young and a man and a stranger from a far distance ; so on all
these accounts he naturally took stock rather of the women than of
the men, and of these, those who were young and attractive. There
were lots of pretty girls among the crowd who had seemingly no
dislike to be looked at ; and Adam, who was a handsome young man
and well set up, got his full share of admiring glances. These did not
concern him much, and he remained unmoved until there came
along a group of three, by their dress and bearing, of the farmer
class. One was a sturdy old man; the other two were good-looking
girls, one of a little over twenty, the other not quite grown —
Digitized by LjOoq le



Home-coming 41

It was evident to all that she was the chief guest
at the festivities. It was not long before the seats
on the dais were filled and the tenants and guests
of lesser importance had occupied all the coigns of
vantage not reserved. The order of the day had
been carefully arranged by the committee. There
were some speeches, happily neither many nor long ;
and then festivities were suspended till the time for
feasting had arrived. In the interval Caswall
walked among his guests, speaking to all in a friendly
manner and expressing a general welcome. The
other guests came down from the dais and followed
his example, so there was unceremonious meeting
and greeting between gentle and simple. Adam
Salton naturally followed with his eyes all that went
on within their scope, taking note of all who seemed
to afford any interest. He was young and a man
and a stranger from a far distance; so on all these
accounts he naturally took stock rather of the
women than of the men, and of these, those who
were young and attractive. There were lots of
pretty girls among the crowd who had seemingly
no dislike to be looked at ; and Adam, who was a
handsome young man and well set up, got his full
share of admiring glances. These did not concern
him much, and he remained unmoved until there
came along a group of three, by their dress and
bearing, of the farmer class. One was a sturdy old
man; the other two were good-looking girls, one
of a little over twenty, the other not quite grown—



42 The Lair of the White Worm seventeen at most. So soon
as Adam’s eyes met those of the younger girl, who stood nearest to
him, some sort of electricity flashed — that divine spark which
begins by recognition and ends in obedience. Men call it * Love.”
Both the elders of the party noticed how much Adam was taken by
the pretty girl, and both spoke of her to him in a way which made
his heart warm to them. " Did you notice that party that passed ?
The old man is Michael Watford, one of the tenants of Mr Caswall.
He occupies Mercy Farm, which Sir Nathaniel tells me he pointed out
to you to-day. The girls are his grand-daughters, the elder, Lilia,
being the only child of his eldest son, who died when she was less
than a year old. His wife died on the same day — in fact at the same
time. She is a good girl — as good as she is pretty. The other is her
first cousin, the daughter of Watford’s second son. He went for a
soldier when he was just over twenty, and was drafted abroad. He
was not a good correspondent, though he was a good enough son.
A few letters came, and then his father heard from the colonel of his
regiment that he had been killed by dacoits in Burmah. He heard
from the same source that his boy had been married to a Burmese,
and that there was a daughter only a year old. Watford had the child
brought home, and she grew up beside Lilia. The only thing that
they heard of her birth was that her name was Mimi. The two
Digitized by LjOoq le



43 Home-coming children adored each other, and do to this
day. Strange how different they are ! Lilia all fair, like the old Saxon
stock she is sprung from ; Mimi almost as dark as the darkest of her
mother’s race. Lilia is as gentle as a dove, but Mimi‘s black eyes can
glow whenever she is upset. The only thing that upsets her is when
anything happens to injure or threaten or annoy Lilia. Then her eyes
glow as do the eyes of a bird when her young are threatened.”
Digitized by Google
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children adored each other, and do to this day.
Strange how different they are! Lilla all fair, like
the old Saxon stock she is sprung from; Mimi
almost as dark as the darkest of her mother’s race.
Lilla is as gentle as a dove, but Mimi’s black eyes
can glow whenever she is upset. The only thing
that upsets her is when anything happens to injure
or threaten or annoy Lilla. Then her eyes glow
as do the eyes of a bird when her young are
threatened.”



CHAPTER VI THE WHITE WORM Mb Salton introduced
Adam to Mr Watford and his grand-daughters, and they all moved on
together. Of course people, neighbours, in the position of the
Watfords knew all about Adam Salton, his relationship,
circumstances, and prospects. So it would have been strange indeed
if both girls did not see or dream of possibilities of the future. In
agricultural England, eligible men of any class were rare. This
particular man was specially eligible, for he did not belong to a class
in which barriers of caste were strong. So when it began to be
noticed that he walked beside Mimi Watford and seemed to desire
her society, all their friends seemed to give the promising affair a
helping hand. When the gongs sounded for the banquet, he went
with her into the tent where her father had seats. Mr Salton and Sir
Nathaniel noticed that the young man did not come to claim his
appointed place at the dais table ; but they understood and made no
remark, or indeed did not seem to notice his absence. Lady Arabella
sat as before at Edgar CaswalTs right hand. She was certainly a very
beautiful 44 Digitized by LjOoq le



CHAPTER VI

THE WHITE WORM

Mr SavroN introduced Adam to Mr Watford and
his grand-daughters, and they all moved on together.
Of course people, neighbours, in the position of the
Watfords knew all about Adam Salton, his relation-
ship, circumstances, and prospects. So it would
have been strange indeed if both girls did not see
or dream of possibilities of the future. In agricul-
tural England, eligible men of any class were rare.
This particular man was specially eligible, for he
did not belong to a class in which barriers of caste
were strong. So when it began to be noticed that
he walked beside Mimi Watford and seemed to
desire her society, all their friends seemed to give
the promising affair a helping hand. When the
gongs sounded for the banquet, he went with her
into the tent where her father had seats. Mr
Salton and Sir Nathaniel noticed that the young
man did not come to claim his appointed place at
the dais table; but they understood and made no
remark, or indeed did not seem to notice his absence.
Lady Arabella sat as before at Edgar Caswall’s
right hand. She was certainly a very beautiful
44



The White Worm 45 woman, and to all it seemed fitting
from her rank and personal qualities that she should be the chosen
partner of the heir on his first appearance. Of course nothing was
said openly by those of her own class who were present; but words
were not necessary when so much could be expressed by nods and
smiles. It seemed to be an accepted thing that at last there was to
be a mistress of Castra Regis, and that she was present amongst
them. There were not lacking some who, whilst admitting all her
charm and beauty, placed her in only the second rank of beauty, Lilia
Watford being marked as first. There was sufficient divergence of
type as well as of individual beauty to allow of fair commenting ;
Lady Arabella represented the aristocratic type, and Lilia that of the
commonalty. When the dusk began to thicken, Mr Salton and Sir
Nathaniel walked home — the trap had been sent away early in the
day, leaving Adam to follow in his own time. He came in earlier than
was expected, and seemed upset about something. Neither of the
elders made any comment. They all lit cigarettes, and, as dinner-
time was close at hand, went to their rooms to get ready. Adam had
evidently been thinking in the interval. He joined the others in the
drawing-room, looking ruffled and impatient — a condition of things
seen for the first time. The others, with the patience — or the
experience— of age trusted to time to unfold Digitized by LjOOQle
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woman, and to all it seemed fitting from her rank
and personal qualities that she should be the chosen
partner of the heir on his first appearance. Of
course nothing was said openly by those of her
own class who were present; but words were not
necessary when so much could be expressed by
nods and smiles. It seemed to be an accepted
thing that at last there was to be a mistress of
Castra Regis, and that she was present amongst
them. There were not lacking some who, whilst
admitting all her charm and beauty, placed her
in only the second rank of beauty, Lilla Watford
being marked as first. There was sufficient diver-
gence of type as well as of individual beauty to
allow of fair commenting; Lady Arabella repre-
sented the aristocratic type, and Lilla that of the
commonalty.

When the dusk began to thicken, Mr Salton and
Sir Nathaniel walked home—the trap had been
sent away early in the day, leaving Adam to follow
in his own time. He came in earlier than was
expected, and seemed upset about something.
Neither of the elders made any comment. They
all lit cigarettes, and, as dinner-time was close at
hand, went to their rooms to get ready. Adam
had evidently been thinking in the interval. He
joined the others in the drawing-room, looking
ruffied and impatient—a condition of things seen
for the first time. The others, with the patience—
or the experience—of age trusted to time to unfold



46 The Lair of the White Worm and explain things. They
had not long to wait. After sitting down and standing up several
times, Adam suddenly burst out : ™ That fellow seems to think he
owns the earth. Can't he let people alone ! He seems to think that
he has only to throw his handkerchief to any woman, and be her
master.” This outburst was in itself enlightening. Only thwarted
affection in some guise could produce this feeling in an amiable
young man. Sir Nathaniel, as an old diplomatist, had a way of
understanding, as if by foreknowledge, the true inwardness of
things, and asked suddenly, but in a matter-of-fact, indifferent voice
: * Was he after Lilia ? "™ Yes. And he didn't lose any time either.
Almost as soon as they met he began to butter her up, and to tell
her how beautiful she is. Why, before he left her side he had asked
himself to tea to-morrow at Mercy Farm. Stupid ass ! He might see
that the girl isn't his sort ! I never saw anything like it. It was just
like @ hawk and a pigeon.” As he spoke, Sir Nathaniel turned and
looked at Mr Salton — a keen look which implied a full
understanding. Then the latter said quietly :  Tell us all about it,
Adam. There are still ten minutes before dinner, and we shall all
have better appetites when we have come to some conclusion on
this matter.” Digitized by LjOoq le



46 The Lair of the White Worm

and explain things. They had not long to wait.
After sitting down and standing up several times,
Adam suddenly burst out :

“ That fellow seems to think he owns the earth.
Can’t he let people alone! He seems to think that
he has only to throw his handkerchief to any
woman, and be her master.”

This outburst was in itself enlightening. Only
thwarted affection in some guise could produce this
feeling in an amiable young man. Sir Nathaniel,
as an old diplomatist, had a way of understanding,
as if by foreknowledge, the true inwardness of
things, and asked suddenly, but in a matter-of-fact,
indifferent voice :

“ Was he after Lilla ?

“Yes. And he didn’t lose any time either.
Almost as soon as they met he began to butter her
up, and to tell her how beautiful she is. Why,
before he left her side he had asked himself to tea
to-morrow at Mercy Farm. Stupid ass! He might
see that the girl isn’t his sort ! I never saw any-
thing like it. It was just like a hawk and a
pigeon.”

As he spoke, Sir Nathaniel turned and looked
at Mr Salton—a keen look which implied a full
understanding. Then the latter said quietly :

“Tell us all about it, Adam. There are still
ten minutes before dinner, and we shall all have
better appetites when we have come to some con-
clusion on this matter.”




The White Worm 47 Adam spoke with an unwonted
diffidence : ™ There is nothing to tell, sir ; that is the worst of it. I am
bound to say that there was not a word said that a human being
could object to. He was very civil, and all that was proper — just
what a landlord might be to a tenant’s daughter. . . . And yet — and
yet — well, I don’t know how it was, but it made my blood simply
boil.” * How did the hawk and the pigeon come in ? “ Sir Nathaniel’s
voice was soft and soothing, nothing of contradiction or overdone
curiosity in it — a tone eminently suited to win confidence. ™ I can
hardly explain it. I can only say that he looked like a hawk and she
like a dove — and, now that I think of it, that is what they each did
look like ; and do look like in their normal condition.” * Thatisso ! ”
came the soft voice of Sir Nathaniel. Adam went on : * Perhaps that
early Roman look of his set me off. But I wanted to protect her ; she
seemed in danger.” * She seems in danger, in a way, from all you
young men. I couldn’t help noticing the way that even you looked,
as if you wished to absorb her.” Here the kindly, temperate voice of
Mr Salton came in : * I hope both you young men will keep your
heads cool. You know, Adam, it won't do to have any quarrel
between you, especially so soon after his home-coming and your
arrival here. We must Digitized by LjOoq le
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Adam spoke with an unwonted diffidence :

“ There is nothing to tell, sir; that is the worst
of it. I am bound to say that there was not a word
said that a human being could object to. He was
very civil, and all that was proper—just what a
landlord might be to a tenant’s daughter. . . . And
yet—and yet—well, I don’t know how it was, but
it made my blood simply boil.”

“ How did the hawk and the pigeon come in ? ”
Sir Nathaniel’s voice was soft and soothing, noth-
ing of contradiction or overdone curiosity in it—a
tone eminently suited to win confidence.

“I can hardly explain it. I can only say that
he looked like a hawk and she like & dove—and, now
that I think of it, that is what they each did look
like ; and do look like in their normal condition.”

“That is so!” came the soft voice of Sir
Nathaniel.

Adam went on :

‘‘ Perhaps that early Roman look of his set me off.
But I wanted to protect her; she seemed in danger.”

‘“She seems in danger, in a way, from all you
young men. I couldn’t help noticing the way that
even you looked, as if you wished to absorb her.”

Here the kindly, temperate voice of Mr Salton
came in :

‘“ I hope both you young men will keep your heads
cool. You know, Adam, it won’t do to have any
quarrel between you, especially so soon after his
home-coming and your arrival here. We must



48 The Lair of the White Worm think of the feelings and
happiness of our neighbours ; mustnt we ? ”* I hope so, sir. And I
assure you that, whatever may happen, or even threaten, I shall
obey your wishes in this as in all things.” ™ Silence ! ” whispered Sir
Nathaniel, who heard the servants in the passage bringing dinner.
After dinner, over the walnuts and the wine, Sir Nathaniel returned
to the subject of the local legends, saying : ™ It will perhaps be a
less dangerous topic for us to discuss than more recent ones.” ™ All
right, sir,” said Adam heartily. * I think you may depend on me now
with regard to any topic. I can even discuss with Mr Caswall. Indeed,
I may meet him to-morrow. He is going, as I said, to call at Mercy
Farm at three o’clock — but I have an appointment at two.” “ I
notice,” said Mr Salton, " that you do not lose any time.” ™ No, sir.
Perhaps that is the reason why the part I came from has for its
motto — ' Advance, Australia ! " ™ All right, my boy. Advance is
good — so long as you take care where you are going and how.
There is a line in one of Shakespeare’s plays, ' They stumble that run
fast.” It is worth bearing in mind.” ™ All right again, sir ; but I don't
think you need fear me now I have had my kick.” Digitized by LjOoq
le



48 The Lair of the White Worm

think of the feelings and happiness of our neighbours;
mustn’t we ¢ ”’

“Thopeso,sir. And I assure you that, whatever
may happen, or even threaten, I shall obey your
wishes in this as in all things.”

‘“ Silence | ’ whispered Sir Nathaniel, who heard
the servants in the passage bringing dinner.

After dinner, over the walnuts and the wine,
Sir Nathaniel returned to the subject of the local
legends, saying: ‘‘It will perhaps be a less
dangerous topic for us to discuss than more recent
ones.”

“ All right, sir,”” said Adam heartily. ‘‘I think
you may depend on me now with regard to any
topic. I can even discuss with Mr Caswall. Indeed,
I may meet him to-morrow. He is going, as I said,
to call at Mercy Farm at three o’clock—but I have
an appointment at two.”

“I notice,” said Mr Salton, ‘ that you do not
lose any time.”

“ No, sir. Perhaps that is the reason why the
part I came from has for its motto—‘ Advance,
Australia !’

“ All right, my boy. Advance is good —so
long as you take care where you are going and how.
There is a line in one of Shakespeare’s plays, ‘ They
stumble that run fast.’ It is worth bearing in
mind.”

‘““ All right again, sir ; but I don’t think you need
fear me now I have had my kick.”



The White Worm 49 The two old men once more looked at
each other steadily. It was as much as to say, ™ Good ! The boy has
had his lesson. He will be all right ! “ Then, lest the mood of his
listener should change with delay, Sir Nathaniel began at once : " I
don’t propose to tell you all the legends of Mercia, or even to make a
selection of them. It will be better, I think, for our purpose if we
consider a few facts — recorded or unrecorded — about this
neighbourhood. I shall try to remember, and you, Adam, shall ask
me questions as we go along. We all want stimulation to memory.
When we have nothing amongst us to remember it will be time
enough to invent. I propose to go on where we left off yesterday
morning, about the few places round here that we spoke of. I think
we might begin with Diana’s Grove. It has roots in the different
epochs of our history, and each has, be sure, its special crop of
legend. The Druid and the Roman are too far off for matters of detail
; but it seems to me the Saxon and the Angles are near enough to
yield material for legendary lore. If there were anything well
remembered of an earlier period, we may take it that it had some
beginning in what was accepted as fact. We find that this particular
place had another name or sobriquet besides Diana’s Grove. This
was manifestly of Roman origin, or of Grecian accepted as Roman.
The former is more pregnant of adventure and romance than the
Roman name. In Mercian 4 Digitized by LjOoq le
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The two old men once more looked at each other
steadily. It was as much as to say, ‘“ Good! The
boy has had his lesson. He will be all right!”
Then, lest the mood of his listener should change
with delay, Sir Nathaniel began at once :

“1 don’t propose to tell you all the legends of
Mercia, or even to make a selection of them. It
will be better, I think, for our purpose if we consider
a few facts—recorded or unrecorded—about this
neighbourhood. I shall try to remember, and you,
Adam, shall ask me questions as we go along. We
all want stimulation to memory. When we have
nothing amongst us to remember it will be time
enough to invent. I propose to go on where we
left off yesterday morning, about the few places
round here that we spoke of. I think we might
begin with Diana’s Grove. It has roots in the
different epochs of our history, and each has, be sure,
its special crop of legend. The Druid and the
Roman are too far off for matters of detail ; but
it seems to me the Saxon and the Angles are near
enough to yield material for legendary lore. If
there were anything well remembered of an earlier
period, we may take it that it had some beginning
in what was accepted as fact. We find that this
particular place had another name or sobriquet
besides Diana’s Grove. This was manifestly of
Roman origin, or of Grecian accepted as Roman.
The former is more pregnant of adventure and

romance than the Roman name. In Mercian
4



50 The Lair of the White Worm tongue it was * The Lair of
the White Worm.” This needs a word of explanation at the beginning.
“ In the dawn of the language, the word * worm 9 had a somewhat
different meaning from that in use to-day. It was an adaptation of
the Anglo-Saxon 4 wyrm,5 meaning primarily a dragon or snake ; or
from the Gothic 4 waurms,” a serpent ; or the Icelandic 4 ormur/ or
the German 4 wurm/ We gather that it conveyed originally an idea of
size and power, not as now in the diminutive of both these
meanings. Here legendary history helps us. We have the well-known
legend of the 4 Worm Well 9 of Lambton Castle, and that of the 4
Laidly Worm of Spindleston Heugh * near Bamborough. In both these
legends the 4 worm “ was a monster of vast size and power — a
veritable dragon or serpent, such as legend attributes to vast fens or
quags where there was illimitable room for expansion. A glance at a
geological map will show that whatever truth there may have been
of the actuality of such monsters in the early geologic periods, at
least there was plenty of possibility. In the eastern section of
England there were originally vast plains where the naturally plentiful
supply of water could gather. There the streams were deep and
slow, and there were holes of abysmal depth, where any kind and
size of antediluvian monster could find a habitat. In places, which
now we can see from our windows, were mud-holes a hundred or
more feet deep. Who can tell us when the age of Digitized by CjOOQ
le
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tongue it was ‘ The Lair of the White Worm.’
This needs a word of explanation at the beginning.

*“In the dawn of the language, the word ¢ worm’
had a somewhat different meaning from that in use
to-day. It was an adaptation of the Anglo-Saxon
‘wyrm,’ meaning primarily a dragon or snake ; or
from the Gothic ‘ waurms,’” a serpent; or the Ice-
landic ‘ ormur,’ or the German ‘ wurm.” We gather
that it conveyed originally an idea of size and power,
not as now in the diminutive of both these meanings.
Here legendary history helps us. We have the
well-known legend of the ‘ Worm Well ’ of Lamb-
ton Castle, and that of the ‘ Laidly Worm of Spind-
leston Heugh’ near Bamborough. In both these
legends the ¢ worm ’ was a monster of vast size
and power—a veritable dragon or serpent, such as
legend attributes to vast fens or quags where there
was illimitable room for expansion. A glance at
a geological map will show that whatever truth
there may have been of the actuality of such
monsters in the early geologic periods, at least
there was plenty of possibility. In the eastern
section of England there were originally vast
plains where the naturally plentiful supply of water
could gather. There the streams were deep and
slow, and there were holes of abysmal depth, where
any kind and size of antediluvian monster could
find a habitat. In places, which now we can see
from our windows, were mud-holes a hundred or
more feet deep. Who can tell us when the age of



The White Worm 51 the monsters which flourished in slime
came to an end ? If such a time there was indeed, its limits could
only apply to the vast number of such dangers. There must have
been times and places and conditions which made for greater
longevity, greater size, greater strength than was usual. Such
overlappings may have come down even to our earlier centuries.
Nay, are there not now creatures of a vastness of bulk regarded by
the generality of men as impossible ? Even in our own day there are
here and there seen the traces of animals, if not the animals
themselves, of stupendous size — veritable survivals from earlier
ages, preserved by some special qualities in their habitats. I
remember meeting a distinguished man in India, who had the
reputation of being a great shikaree, who told me that the greatest
temptation he had ever had in his life was to shoot a giant snake
which he had literally come across in the Terai of Upper India. He
was on a tiger-shooting expedition, and as his elephant was crossing
a nullah it squealed. He looked down from his howdah and saw that
the elephant had stepped across the body of a snake which was
dragging itself through the jungle. * So far as I could see/ he said, *
it must have been eighty or one hundred feet in length. Fully forty or
fifty feet was on each side of the track, and though the weight which
it dragged had thinned it to its least, it was as thick round as a
man’s body. I suppose you know that when you are Digitized by
LjOoq le
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the monsters which flourished in slime came to an
end? If such a time there was indeed, its limits
could only apply to the vast number of such dangers.
There must have been times and places and condi-
tions which made for greater longevity, greater
size, greater strength than was usual. Such over-
lappings may have come down even to our earlier
centuries. Nay, are there not now creatures of a
vastness of bulk regarded by the generality of men
as impossible? Even in our own day there are
here and there seen the traces of animals, if not the
animals themselves, of stupendous size—veritable
survivals from earlier ages, preserved by some
special qualities in their habitats. I remember
meeting a distinguished man in India, who had the
reputation of being a great shikaree, who told me
that the greatest temptation he had ever had in
his life was to shoot a giant snake which he had
literally come across in the Terai of Upper India.
He was on a tiger-shooting expedition, and as his
elephant was crossing a nullah it squealed. He
looked down from his howdah and saw that the
elephant had stepped across the body of a snake
which was dragging itself through the jungle. °So
far as I could see,” he said, ‘it must have been
eighty or one hundred feet in length. Fully forty
or fifty feet was on each side of the track, and
though the weight which it dragged had thinned
it to its least, it was as thick round as a man’s
body. I suppose you know that when you are



52 The Lair of the White Worm after tiger, it is a point of
honour not to shoot at anything else, as life may depend on it. I
could easily and with safety have spined this monster, but I felt that
I must not — and so with regret I had to let it go.” ™ Just imagine
such a monster anywhere in this country, and at once we could get a
sort of idea of the * worms/ which possibly did frequent the great
morasses which spread round the mouths of any of the great
European rivers/” Adam had been thinking ; at last he spoke : " I
haven't the least doubt, sir, that there may have been such monsters
as you have spoken of still existing at a much later period than is
generally accepted. Also, that if there were such things, that this
was the very place for them. I have tried to think over the matter
since you pointed out the configuration of the ground. But if you will
not be offended by my expressing — not indeed a doubt, but a
difficulty — it seems to me that there is a hiatus somewhere.” ™
Where ? What kind ? Tell me frankly, where is your difficulty. You
know I am always glad of an honest opinion in any difficulty.” * Well,
sir, all that you say may be, probably is, true. But are there not
mechanical difficulties ? ”* As how ? ”* Well, our antique monster
must have been mighty heavy, and the distances he had to travel
were long and the ways difficult. From where we Digitized by LjOoq
le
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after tiger, it is a point of honour not to shoot at
anything else, as life may depend on it. I could
easily and with safety have spined this monster,
but I felt that I must not—and so with regret I
had to let it go.’

“‘ Just imagine such a monster anywhere in this
country, and at once we could get a sort of idea of
the ‘ worms,” which possibly did frequent the great
morasses which spread round the mouths of any
of the great European rivers.”

Adam had been thinking ; at last he spoke :

“1 haven’t the least doubt, sir, that there may
have been such monsters as you have spoken of still
existing at a much later period than is generally
accepted. Also, that if there were such things,
that this was the very place for them. I have
tried to think over the matter since you pointed
out the configuration of the ground. But if you
will not be offended by my expressing—not indeed
a doubt, but a difficulty—it seems to me that there
is a hiatus somewhere.”

“ Where ¢! What kind ¢ Tell me frankly, where
is your difficulty. You know I am always glad of
an honest opinion in any difficulty.”

“ Well, sir, all that you say may be, probably is,
true. But are there not mechanical difficulties ? ”’

“As how ?”

““ Well, our antique monster must have been
mighty heavy, and the distances he had to travel
were long and the ways difficult. From where we



The White Worm 53 are now sitting down to the level of
the mud-holes even the top of them is a distance of several hundred
feet — I am leaving out of consideration altogether for the present
lateral distance. Is it possible that there was a way by which a
monster such as you have spoken of could travel up and down, and
yet no chance recorder have ever seen him ? Of course we have the
legends ; but is not some more exact evidence necessary in a
scientific investigation ? “* My dear Adam, all you say is perfectly
right, and, were we starting on just such an investigation, we could
not do better than follow your reasoning. But, my dear boy, you
must remember that all this took place thousands of years ago. You
must remember, too, that all records of the kind that would help us
are lacking. Also, that the places to be considered were absolutely
desert so far as human habitation or population are considered. In
the vast desolation of such a place as complied with the necessary
conditions there must have been such profusion of natural growth as
would bar the progress of men formed as we are. The lair of such a
monster as we have in mind would not have been disturbed for
hundreds — or thousands — of years. Moreover, these creatures
must have occupied places quite inaccessible to man. A snake who
could make himself comfortable in a quagmire a hundred feet deep
would be protected even on the outskirts by such stupendous
morasses as how no longer exist, or which, if they exist anywhere at
all, can be on Digitized by LjOoq le
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are now sitting down to the level of the mud-holes
even the top of them is a distance of several hundred
feet—I am leaving out of consideration altogether
for the present lateral distance. Is it possible that
there was a way by which a monster such as you
have spoken of could travel up and down, and yet
no chance recorder have ever seen him ? Of course
we have the legends; but is not some more exact
evidence necessary in a scientific investigation ? ”’
“ My dear Adam, all you say is perfectly right,
and, were we starting on just such an investigation,
we could not do better than follow your reasoning.
But, my dear boy, you must remember that all
this took place thousands of years ago. You must
remember, too, that all records of the kind that
would help us are lacking. Also, that the places to
be considered were absolutely desert so far as human -
habitation or population are considered. In the
vast desolation of such a place as complied with the
necessary conditions there must have been such pro-
fusion of natural growth as would bar the progress of
men formed as we are. The lair of such a monster
as we have in mind would not have been disturbed
for hundreds—or thousands—of years. Moreover,
these creatures must have occupied places quite
inaccessible to man. A snake who could make
himself comfortable in a quagmire a hundred feet
deep would be protected even on the outskirts by
such stupendous morasses as now no longer exist,
or which, if they exist anywhere at all, can be on



54 The Lair of the White Worm very few places on the
earth’s surface. Far be it from me to say, or even to think for a
moment, that in more elemental times such things could not have
been. The condition of things we speak of belongs to the geologic
age — the great birth and growth of the world, when natural forces
ran riot, when the struggle for existence was so savage that no
vitality which was not founded in a gigantic form could have even a
possibility of survival. That such a time was we have evidences in
geology, but there only. We can never expect proofs such as this age
demands. We can only imagine or surmise such things — or such
conditions and such forces as overcame them.” ™ Come, let us get to
bed,” said Mr Salton. " Like you both, I enjoy the conversation. But
one thing is certain : we cannot settle it before breakfast.” Digitized
by LjOoq le
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very few places on the earth’s surface. Far be it
from me to say, or even to think for & moment,
that in more elemental times such things could not
have been. The condition of things we speak of
belongs to the geologic age—the great birth and
growth of the world, when natural forces ran riot,
when the struggle for existence was so savage that
no vitality which was not founded in a gigantioc form
could have even a possibility of survival. That
such a time was we have evidences in geology, but
there only. We can never expect proofs such as
this age demands. We can only imagine or surmise
such things—or such conditions and such forces as
overcame them.”

“ Come, let us get to bed,’” said Mr Salton. ‘‘ Like
you both, I enjoy the conversation. But one thing
is certain : we cannot settle it before breakfast.”



CHAPTER VII HAWK AND PIGEON At breakfast-time next
morning Sir Nathaniel and Mr Salton were seated when Adam came
hurriedly into the room. ™ Any news ?” asked his uncle mechanically.
" Four.”  Four what ? ” asked Sir Nathaniel. * Snakes,” said Adam,
helping himself to a grilled kidney. * Four snakes. How ? I don't
understand.” * Mongoose,” said Adam, and then added explanatorily
: * I was out with the mongoose just after three.” ™ Four snakes in
one morning ! Why, I didn’t know there were so many on the Brow ’
— the local name for the western cliff. * I hope that wasn't the
consequence of our talk of last night ? "™ It was, sir. But not
directly.” ™ But, God bless my soul, you didn’t expect to get a snake
like the Lambton worm, did you ? Why, a mongoose to tackle a
monster like that — if there were one — would have to be bigger
than a haystack.” 55 Digitized by LjOoq le
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CHAPTER VII

HAWK AND PIGEON

AT breakfast-time next morning Sir Nathaniel and
Mr Salton were seated when Adam came hurriedly
into the room.

“ Any news ?”’ asked his uncle mechanically.

“ Four.”

“ Four what ? ”’ asked Sir Nathaniel.

‘“ Snakes,”” said Adam, helping himself to a grilled
kidney.

“ Four snakes. How ? I don’t understand.”

“ Mongoose,”’ said Adam, and then added explana-
torily : ““1I was out with the mongoose just after
three.”

“ Four snakes in one morning! Why, I didn’t
know there were so many on the Brow ’—the local
name for the western cliff. ‘I hope that wasn’t the
consequence of our talk of last night ?

“ It was, sir. But not directly.”

“ But, God bless my soul, you didn’t expect to
get a snake like the Lambton worm, did you ?
Why, a mongoose to tackle & monster like that—if
there were one—would have to be bigger than a
haystack.”

55



56 The Lair of the White Worm ™ These were ordinary
snakes, only about as big as a walking-stick.” * Well, it's well to be
rid of them, big or little. That is a good mongoose, I suppose ; he'll
clear out all such vermin round here,” said Mr Salton. Adam went
quietly on with his breakfast. Killing a few snakes in a morning was
no new experience to him. He left the room the moment breakfast
was finished and went to the study that his uncle had arranged for
him. Both Sir Nathaniel and Mr Salton took it that he wanted to be
by himself as so to avoid any questioning or talk of the visit that he
was to make that afternoon. He stayed by himself either in the
house or walking, till about half an hour before dinner-time. Then he
came quietly into the smoking-room, where Mr Salton and Sir
Nathaniel were sitting together ready dressed. He too was dressed,
and the old diplomatist noticed that his hand was, if possible, more
steady than usual. He had actually shaved himself when making his
toilet, but there was no sign of a cut or even of a quiver of the hand.
Sir Nathaniel smiled to himself quietly as he said under his voice : "
He is all right. That is a sign there is no mistaking — for a man in
love. He certainly was in love yesterday ; and one way or another, if
he can get rid of, or overcome, troubles of the heart like that, I think
we needn’t have any special apprehension about him.” So he
resumed the magazine which he had been reading. Digitized by
LjOoq le
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‘“‘ These were ordinary snakes, only about as big
as a walking-stick.”

““ Well, it’s well to be rid of them, big or little.
That is a good mongoose, I suppose ; he’ll clear out
all such vermin round here,” said Mr Salton.

Adam went quietly on with his breakfast. Killing
a few snakes in a morning was no new experience to
him. He left the room the moment breakfast was
finished and went to the study that his uncle had
arranged for him. Both Sir Nathaniel and Mr Salton
took it that he wanted to be by himself as so to avoid
any questioning or talk of the visit that he was to
make that afternoon. He stayed by himself either
in the house or walking, till about half an hour before
dinner-time. Then he came quietly into the smok-
ing-room, where Mr Salton and Sir Nathaniel were
sitting together ready dressed. He too was dressed,
and the old diplomatist noticed that his hand was,
if possible, more steady than usual. He had
actually shaved himself when making his toilet, but
there was no sign of a cut or even of a quiver of the
hand. Sir Nathaniel smiled to himself quietly as
he said under his voice :

“He is all right. That is a sign there is no
mistaking—for a man in love. He certainly was
in love yesterday ; and one way or another, if he can
get rid of, or overcome, troubles of the heart like
that, I think we needn’t have any special appre-
hension about him.”” So he resumed the magazine
which he had been reading. '



57 Hawk and Pigeon After a few minutes of silence all
round, Adam gave further evidence of his aplomb. He suddenly said,
looking at the others : * I suppose there is no use waiting. We had
better get it over at once.” His uncle, thinking to make things easier
to him, said : * Get what over 1 ” There was a sign of shyness about
him at this. He stammered a little at first, but his voice became more
even as he went on : * My visit to Mercy Farm.” Mr Salton waited
eagerly. The old diplomatist simply smiled easily. ™ I suppose you
both know that I was much interested yesterday in the Watfords ? “
There was no denial or fending off the question. Both the old men
smiled acquiescence. Adam went on : "I meant you to see it — both
of you. You, unole, because you are my uncle and the nearest thing
to me on earth — of my own kin, and, moreover, you couldn’t have
been more kind to me or made me more welcome if you had been
my own father.” Mr Salton said nothing. He simply held out his hand,
and the other took it and held it for a few seconds. * And you, sir,
because you have shown me something of the same affection which
in my wildest dreams of home I had no right to expect.” He stopped
for an instant, much moved. Digitized by LjOoq le
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After a few minutes of silence all round, Adam
gave further evidence of his aplomb. He suddenly
said, looking at the others :

“1 suppose there is no use waiting. We had
better get it over at once.”

His uncle, thinking to make things easier to him,
said :

“ Get what over ? ”’

There was a sign of shyness about him at this.
He stammered a little at first, but his voice became
more even as he went on :

“ My visit to Mercy Farm.”

Mr Salton waited eagerly. The old diplomatist
simply smiled easily. )

“1 suppose you both know that I was much
interested yesterday in the Watfords ? > There
was no denial or fending off the question. Both the
old men smiled acquiescence. Adam went on:
““I meant you to see it—both of you. You,
uncle, because you are my uncle and the nearest
thing to me on earth—of my own kin, and, more-
over, you couldn’t have been more kind to me or
made me more welcome if you had been my own
father.” Mr Salton said nothing. He simply held
out his hand, and the other took it and held it
for a few seconds. ‘“ And you, sir, because you
have shown me something of the same affection
which in my wildest dreams of home I had no
right to expect.”” He stopped for an instant, much
moved.



58 The Lair of the White Worm Sir Nathaniel said softly,
laying his hand on the boy’s shoulder : * You are right, my boy ;
quite right. That is the proper way to look at it. And I may tell you
that we old men, who have no children of our own, feel our hearts
growing warm when we hearwords like those.” Then Adam hurried
on, speaking with a rush, as if he wanted to come to the crucial
point : * Mr Watford had not come in, but Lilia and Mimi were at
home, and they made me feel very welcome. They have all a great
regard for my uncle. I am glad of that any way, for I like them all —
much. We were having tea when Mr Caswall came to the door,
attended by the Christy Minstrel.” ™ The Christy Minstrel ! ” repeated
Sir Nathaniel. His voice sounded simply as an acknowledgment, not
as a comment of any kind. " Lilia opened the door herself. The
window of the living-room at the farm, as of course you know, is a
large one, and from within you cannot help seeing anyone coming.
Mr Caswall said he ventured to call, as he wished to make the
acquaintance of all his tenants in a less formal way and more
individually than had been possible to him on the previous day. The
girls made him very welcome. They are very sweet girls those, sir.
Someone will be very happy some day there — with either of them.
“ And that man may be you, Adam,” said Mr Salton heartily. A sad
look came over the young man’s eyes, and Digitized by LjOoq le
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Sir Nathaniel said softly, laying his hand on the
boy’s shoulder :

“You are right, my boy; quite right. That is the
proper way to look at it. And I may tell you that we
old men, who have no children of our own, feel our
hearts growing warm when we hear words like those.”

Then Adam hurried on, speaking with a rush, as
if he wanted to come to the crucial point :

“Mr Watford had not come in, but Lilla and
Mimi were at home, and they made me feel very
welcome. They have all a great regard for my uncle.
I am glad of that any way, for I like them all—much.
We were having tea when Mr Caswall came to
the door, attended by the Christy Minstrel.”

“ The Christy Minstrel ! ” repeated Sir Nathaniel.
His voice sounded simply as an acknowledgment,
not as a comment of any kind.

“ Lilla opened the door herself. The window of
the living-room at the farm, as of course you know, ' .
is a large one, and from within you cannot help
seeing anyone coming. Mr Caswall said he ven-
tured to call, as he wished to make the acquaintance
of all his tenants in a less formal way and more
individually than had been possible to him on the
previous day. The girls made him very welcome.
They are very sweet girls those, sir. Someone will
be very happy some day there—with either of them.”

“ And that man may be you, Adam,” said Mr
Salton heartily.

A sad look came over the young man’s eyes, and



Hawk and Pigeon 59 the fire his uncle had seen there died
out. Likewise the timbre had left his voice, making it sound
dreadfully lonely as he spoke : * Such might crown my life. But that
happiness, I fear, is not for me, or not without pain and loss and
woe.” ™ Well, it's early days yet ! “ said Sir Nathaniel heartily. The
young man turned on him his eyes, which had now grown
excessively sad, as he answered : “ Yesterday — a few hours ago —
that remark would have given me new hope — new courage ; but
since then I have learned too much.” The old man, skilled in the
human heart, did not attempt to argue in such a matter. He simply
varied the idea and went on : * Too early to give in, my boy.” * I am
not of a giving-in kind,” said the young man earnestly. * But, after
all, it is wise to realise a truth. And when a man, though he is
young, feels as I do — as I have felt ever since yesterday, when I
first saw Mimi’s eyes — his heart jumps. He does not need to learn
things. He knows.” There was silence in the room, during which the
twilight stole on imperceptibly. It was Adam who again broke the
silence as he asked his uncle : * Do you know, uncle, if we have any
second sight in our family ? ” “Second sight! No, not that I ever
heard of. Why ? ” Digitized by LjOoq le



60 The Lair of the White Worm ™ Because,” he answered
slowly, * I have a conviction over me which seems to answer all the
conditions of second sight that I have ever heard of.” * And then ?
asked the old man, much perturbed. * And then the usual inevitable.
What in the Hebrides and other places, where the Sight is a cult — a
belief — is called ‘the doom’ — the court from which there is no
appeal. I have often heard of second sight — you know we have
many western Scots in Australia ; but I have realised more of its true
inwardness in an instant of this afternoon than I did in the whole 'of
my life previously — a granite wall stretching up to the very
heavens, so high and so dark that the eye of God Himself cannot see
beyond. Well, if the Doom must come, it must. That is all.” The voice
of Sir Nathaniel broke in, smooth and sweet and grave, but very,
very stern : " Can there not be a fight for it ? There can for most
things.” ™ For most things, yes. But for the Doom, no. What a man
can do I shall do. There will be — must be — a fight. When and
where and how I know not. But a fight there will be. But, after all,
what is @a man in such a case ? " A man ! Adam, there are three of
us.” He looked at his old friend as he spoke, and that old friend’s
eyes blazed. “ Ay, three of us,” he said, and his voice rang. Digitized
by LjOOQle
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2

“ Because,” he answered slowly, “I have a
conviction over me which seems to answer all the
conditions of second sight that I have ever heard
of.”

‘“ And then ? ’ asked the old man, much perturbed.

‘“ And then the usual inevitable. What in the
Hebrides and other places, where the Sight is a cult—
a belief—is called ‘the doom’—the court from
which there is no appeal. I have often heard of
second sight—you know we have many western
Scots in Australia; but I have realised more of its
true inwardness in an instant of this afternoon than
I did in the whole ‘of my life previously—a granite
wall stretching up to the very heavens, so high and
so dark that the eye of God Himself cannot see
beyond. Well, if the Doom must come, it must.
That is all.”

The voice of Sir Nathaniel broke in, smooth and
sweet and grave, but very, very stern :

*“ Can there not be a fight for it ¢ There can for
most things.”

“ For most things, yes. But for the Doom, no.
What a man can do I shall do. There will be—
must be—a fight. When and where and how I know
not. But a fight there will be. But, after all, what
is & man in such a case ?”’

“A man! Adam, there are three of us.”” He
looked at his old friend as he spoke, and that old
friend’s eyes blazed.

‘“ Ay, three of us,” he said, and his voice rang.
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6i Hawk and Pigeon There was again a pause, and Sir
Nathaniel, anxious to get {mck to less emotional and more neutral
ground, said quietly : * Tell us of the rest of the meeting. Omit no
detail. It may be useful. Remember we are all pledged to this. It is a
fight & Voutrance, and we can afford to throw away or forgo no
chance.” Adam said quietly, looking at him : ™ We shall throw away
or lose nothing that we can help. We fight to win, and the stake is a
life — perhaps more than one — we shall see.” Then he went on in a
conversational tone, such as he had used when he spoke of the
coming to the farm of Edgar Caswall : * When Mr Caswall came in
the Christy Minstrel touched his ridiculous hat and went away — at
least, he went a short distance and there remained. It gave one the
idea that he expected to be called and intended to remain in sight,
or within hail. Then Mimi got another cup and made fresh tea, and
we all went on together.” ™ Was there anything uncommon — were
you all quite friendly ? “ asked Sir Nathaniel quietly. Adam answered
at once : " Quite friendly. There was nothing that I could notice out
of the common — except,” he went on, with a slight hardening of
the voice, “ except that he kept his eyes fixed on Lilia in a way which
was quite intolerable to any man who might hold her dear.” * Now, in
what way did he look ? " asked Sir Digitized by LjOoq le
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There was again a pause, and Sir Nathaniel,
anxious to get back to less emotional and more
neutral ground, said quietly :

“Tell us of the rest of the meeting. Omit no
detail. It may be useful. Remember we are all
pledged to this. Itis a fight d I’outrance, and we can
afford to throw away or forgo no chance.”

Adam said quietly, looking at him :

‘““ We shall throw away or lose nothing that
we can help. We fight to win, and the stake is a
life—perhaps more than one—we shall see.”” Then
he went on in a conversational tone, such as he had
used when he spoke of the coming to the farm of
Edgar Caswall : “ When Mr Caswall came in the
Christy Minstrel touched his ridiculous hat and went
away—at least, he went a short distance and there
remained. It gave one the idea that he expected
to be called and intended to remain in sight, or
within hail. Then Mimi got another cup and made
fresh tea, and we all went on together.”

“ Was there anything uncommon—were you all
quite friendly ? ’ asked Sir Nathaniel quietly.

Adam answered at once :

“ Quite friendly. There was nothing that I
could notice out of the common—except,”’ he went
on, with a slight hardening of the voice, ‘except
that he kept his eyes fixed on Lilla in a way which
was quite intolerable to any man who might hold
her dear.”

““ Now, in what way did he look ? ”’ asked Sir



62 The Lair of the White Worm Nathaniel. * T am not
doubting. I only ask for information.” ™ I can hardly say,” was the
answer. " There was nothing in itself offensive ; but no one could
help noticing it.” * You did. Miss Watford herself, who was the victim,
and Mr Caswall, who was the offender, are out of range as
witnesses. Was there anyone else who noticed ? “ ™ Mimi did. I tell
you her face flamed with anger as she saw the look.” " What kind of
look was it ? Over-ardent or too admiring, or what ? Was it the look
of a lover or one who fain would be ? You understand ? “ ™ Yes, sir, I
quite understand. Anything of that sort I should of course notice. It
would be part of my preparation for keeping my self-control — to
which I am pledged.” ™ If it were not amatory, was it threatening ?
Where was the offence ? “ Adam smiled kindly at the old man : " It
was not amatory. Even if it was, such was to be expected. I should
be the last man in the world to object, since I am myself an offender
in that respect. Moreover, not only have I been taught to fight fair,
but by nature I really believe I am just. I would be as tolerant of and
as liberal to a rival if he were one as I should expect him to be to
me. No, the look I mean was nothing of that kind. And so long as it
did not lack proper respect I Digitized by LjOoq le
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Nathaniel. ‘““I am not doubting. I only ask for
information.”

“I can hardly say,”’ was the answer. * There
was nothing in itself offensive; but no one could
help noticing it.”

“You did. Miss Watford herself, who was the
victim, and Mr Caswall, who was the offender, are
out of range as witnesses. Was there anyone else
who noticed ¢ ”’

“Mimi did. I tell you her face flamed with
anger as she saw the look.”

“ What kind of look was it? Over-ardent or too
admiring, or what ¥ Was it the look of a lover or
~ one who fain would be? You understand ?

“Yes, sir, I quite understand. Anything of
that sort I should of course notice. It would be
part of my preparation for keeping my self-control—
to which I am pledged.”

“If it were not amatory, was it threatening ?
Where was the offence ?

Adam smiled kindly at the old man :

“ It was not amatory. Even if it was, such was
to be expected. I should be the last man in the
world to object, since I am myself an offender in that
respect. Moreover, not only have I been taught
to fight fair, but by nature I really believe I am
just. I would be as tolerant of and as liberal to a
rival if he were one as I should expect him to be to
me. No, the look I mean was nothing of that kind.
And so long as it did not lack proper respect I




Hawk and Pigeon 63 should not of my own part
condescend to notice it. I shall try to describe it to you. Did you ever
seriously study the eyes of a hound ? "™ At rest ? "™ No, when he is
following his instincts ! Or, better still,” Adam went on, * the eyes of
a bird of prey when he is following his instincts. Not when he is
swooping, but merely when he is watching his quarry ? " ™ No,” said
Sir Nathaniel, * I don't know that I ever did. Why, may I ask ? "
That was the look. Certainly not amatory or anything of that kind —
and yet it was, it struck me, more dangerous, if not so deadly as an
actual threatening.” Again there was a silence, which Sir Nathaniel
broke as he stood up : ™ I think it would be well if we all thought
over this by ourselves. Then we can renew the subject.” Digitized by
LjOoq le
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should not of my own part condescend to notice it.
I shall try to describe it to you. Did you ever
seriously study the eyes of a hound ?”’

“ At rest ? 7

““No, when he is following his instincts! Or,
better still,”” Adam went on, ‘‘ the eyes of a bird of
prey when he is following his instincts. Not when
he is swooping, but merely when he is watching his
quarry ?”’

““ No,” said Sir Nathaniel, “I don’t know that
I ever did. Why, may I ask ¢ ”

* That was the look. Certainly not amatory or
anything of that kind—and yet it was, it struck me,
more dangerous, if not so deadly as an actual
threatening.”

Again there was a silence, which Sir Nathaniel
broke as he stood up :

“1 think it would be well if we all thought over
this by ourselves. Then we can renew the subject.”



CHAPTER Vin OOLANGA Mb Salton had an appointment for
six o'clock at Walsall. When he had driven off, Sir Nathaniel took
Adam by the arm and said to him : ™ May I come with you for a
while to your study ? I want to speak to you privately without your
uncle knowing about it, or even what the subject is. You don’t mind,
do you ? It is not any idle curiosity. No, no. It is on the subject to
which we are all committed.” Adam said with some constraint : “ Is it
necessary to 'keep my uncle in the dark about it ? He might be
offended.” " It is not necessary ; but it is advisable. It is for his sake
that I asked. My friend is an old man, and it might concern him
unduly — even alarm him. I promise you there shall be nothing that
could cause him anxiety in our silence, or at which he could take
umbrage.” ™ Go on, sir ! ” said Adam simply. When they were locked
into the study he spoke : ™ You see, your uncle is how an old man. I
know it, for we were boys together. He has led an 64 Digitized by
LjOoq le



CHAPTER VIII

OOLANGA

Mr SavrToN had an appointment for six o’clock at
Walsall. When he had driven off, Sir Nathaniel
took Adam by the arm and said to him :

‘““ May I come with you for a while to your study ?
I want to speak to you privately without your uncle
knowing about it, or even wh{a,t the subject is. You
don’t mind, do you ?* Itis not any idle curiosity.
No, no. It is on the subject to which we are all
committed.”

Adam said with some constraint :

““Is it necessary to keep my uncle in the dark
about it ? He might be offended.”

““ It is not necessary ; but it is advisable. It is
for his sake that I asked. My friend is an old man, -
and it might concern him unduly—even alarm him.
I promise you there shall be nothing that could
cause him anxiety in our silence, or at which he
could take umbrage.”

““ Go on, sir ! 7’ said Adam simply.

When they were locked into the study he spoke :

“ You see, your uncle isnow an old man. I know

it, for we were boys together. He has led an
64



Oolanga 65 uneventful and somewhat self-contained life, so
that any such condition of things as has now arisen is apt to perplex
him from its very strangeness. In fact; any new matter is trying to
old people. It has its own disturbances and its own anxieties, and
neither of these things are good for lives that should be restful. Your
uncle is a strong man with a very happy and placid nature. Given
health and ordinary conditions of life, there is no reason why he
should not live to be a hundred. You and I therefore, who both love
him, though in different ways, should make it our business to protect
him from all disturbing influences. Such care shall undoubtedly add
to the magnitude of his span of life and the happiness of his days. I
am sure you will agree with me that any labour to this end would be
well spent. All right, my boy ! I see your answer in your eyes ; so we
need say no more of that. And now,” here his voice changed, " tell
me all that took place at that interview. You cannot be too
exhaustive. Nothing is too trivial. There are strange things in front of
us — how strange we cannot at present even guess. Doubtless some
of the difficult things to understand which lie behind the veil will in
time be shown to us to see and understand. In the meantime, all we
can do is to think and work patiently, fearlessly, and unselfishly to an
end that we think is right. Tell me as well as you can — I shall try to
help you. You had just got so far as where Lilia opened the door to
Mr Caswall, and the 5 Digitized by LjOoq le
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uneventful and somewhat self-contained life, so that
any such condition of things as has now arisen is
apt to perplex him from its very strangeness. In
fact, any new matter is trying to old people. It
has its own disturbances and its own anxieties, and
neither of these things are good for lives that should
be restful. Your uncle is a strong man with a
very happy and placid nature. Given health and
ordinary conditions of life, there is no reason why
he should not live to be a hundred. You and I there-
fore, who both love him, though in different ways,
should make it our business to protect him from all
disturbing influences. Such care shall undoubtedly
add to the magnitude of his span of life and the
happiness of his days. I am sure you will agree
with me that any labour to this end would be well
spent. All right, my boy! I see your answer in
your eyes ; so we need say no more of that. And
now,” here his voice changed, ‘ tell me all that took
place at that interview. You cannot be too ex-
haustive. Nothing is too trivial. There are strange
things in front of us—how strange we cannot at
present even guess. Doubtless some of the difficult
things to understand which lie behind the veil will
in time be shown to us to see and understand. In
the meantime, all we can do is to think and work
patiently, fearlessly, and unselfishly to an end that
we think is right. Tell me as well as you can—I
shall try to help you. You had just got so far as

where Lilla opened the door to Mr Caswall, and the
5



66 The Lair of the White Worm Christy Minstrel, who had
followed him, went a little distance away and lurked. You also
observed that Mimi was disturbed in her mind at the way Mr Caswall
looked at her cousin/' ** Certainly — though ' disturbed in her mind ’
is only a poor way of expressing her objection." * Can you remember
well enough to describe Caswall’s eyes, and how Lilia looked, and
what Mimi said and did ? Also of the Christy Minstrel, who is, I take
it, Oolanga, CaswalTs West African servant. When you have said all
you know of these things I want you to tell me what you have heard
in any way about the * Christy Minstrel.’ I take it this will be the most
humorous way of bringing him in. Though indeed I doubt his being
in any conceivable way a subject of humour. Tragedy would more
probably be a follower in his train." ™ I'll do what I can, sir. All the
time Mr Caswall was staring he kept his eyes fixed and motionless—
but not as if he was dead or in a trance. His forehead was wrinkled
up as it is when one is trying to see through or into something. At
the best of times his face i& not of very equable or of gentle
expression ; but when it was screwed up like that it was almost
diabolical. It frightened poor Lilia so that she trembled, and after a
bit got so pale that I thought she had fainted. However, she held up
and tried to stare back, but in a feeble kind of way. Then Mimi came
close and held her Digitized by Google
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Christy Minstrel, who had followed him, went a
little distance away and lurked. You also observed
that Mimi was disturbed in her mind at the way
Mr Caswall looked at her cousin.”

‘“ Certaintly—though ¢ disturbed in her mind’
is only a poor way of expressing her objection.”

““Can you remember well enough to describe
Caswall’s eyes, and how Lilla looked, and what
Mimi said and did ? Also of the Christy Minstrel,
who is, I take it, Oolanga, Caswall’'s West African
gservant. When you have said all you know of
these things I want you to tell me what you have
heard in any way about the ‘ Christy Minstrel.’
I take it this will be the most humorous way of
bringing him in. Though indeed I doubt his being
in any conceivable way a subject of humour.
Tragedy would more probably be a follower in his
train.”

“T’1l do what I can, sir. All the time Mr Cas-
wall was staring he kept his eyes fixed and motion-
less—but not as if he was dead or in a trance. His
forehead was wrinkled up as it is when one is trying
to see through or into something. At the best of
times his face i3 not of very equable or of gentle
expression ; but when it was screwed up like that
it was almost diabolical. It frightened poor Lilla
so that she trembled, and after a bit got so pale
that I thought she had fainted. However, she
held up and tried to stare back, but in a feeble
kind of way. Then Mimi came close and held her



Oolanga 67 hand. That braced her up, and — still, never
ceasing her return stare — she got colour again and seemed more
like herself.” " Did he stare too ? "™ More than ever. The weaker Lilia
seemed the stronger he seemed to 'get, just as if he was feeding on
her strength. All at once she turned round, threw up her hands, and
fell down in a faint. I could not see what else happened just then,
for Mimi had thrown herself on her knees beside her and hid her
from me. Then there was something like a black shadow between
us, and there was the pleasing form of the Christy Minstrel, looking
more like a malignant devil than ever. He had better look out. I am
not usually a patient man, and the sight of that ugly devil is enough
to make an Eskimo’s blood boil. When he saw my face he seemed to
realise danger — immediate danger — and he slunk out of the room
as noiselessly as if he had been blown out. I learned one thing,
however. He is an enemy, if ever a man had one.” ™ That still leaves
us three to two ! ” — this from Sir Nathaniel. * Then Caswall slunk
out much as the nigger had done. When he had gone, Lilia
recovered at once. I hope I won't see Mr Christy look at Lilia again !
" As he spoke he took a nickel-plated revolver from his pocket and
put it back again with an ominous remark : * I dont know if he
wishes to be buried on English soil. He can have his choice if he
likes. Digitized by CjOOQ le
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hand. That braced her up, and—still, never ceasing
her return stare—she got colour again and seemed
more like herself.”

“ Did he stare too ? ”

““More than ever. The weaker Lilla seemed
the stronger he seemed to get, just as if he was
feeding on her strength. All at once she turned
round, threw up her hands, and fell down in a faint.
I could not see what else happened just then, for
Mimi had thrown herself on her knees beside her -
and hid her from me. Then there was something
like a black shadow between us, and there was the
pleasing form of the Christy Minstrel, looking more
like a malignant devil than ever. He had better
look out. I am not usually a patient man, and
the sight of that ugly devil is enough to make an
Eskimo’s blood boil. When he saw my face he
seemed to realise danger—immediate danger—
and he slunk out of the room as noiselessly as if he
had been blown out. I learned one thing, however.
He is an enemy, if ever a man had one.”

‘ That still leaves us three to two ! ’—this from
Sir Nathaniel.

““ Then Caswall slunk out much as the nigger had
done. When he had gone, Lilla recovered at once.
I hope I won’t see Mr Christy look at Lilla again !
As he spoke he took a nickel-plated revolver from
his pocket and put it back again with an ominous
remark : “I don’t know if he wishes to be buried
on English soil. He can have his choice if he likes.



68 The Lair of the White Worm Ordinarily speaking, he isn't
worth a cartridge; but when there is a lady in the case ” The
revolver clicked. ™ Now,” said Sir Nathaniel, anxious to restore peace,
" have you found out anything yet regarding your friend the Christy
Minstrel ? I am anxious to be posted regarding him. I fear there will
be, or may be, grave trouble with him.”* Yes, sir, I've heard a good
deal about him— of course it is not official ; but then hearsay may
guide us at first. You know my man Davenport, I think. He really is
my alter ego — private secretary, confidential man of business, and
general factotum. He came with me in a journey of exploration
across the desert. He saved my life many times. He is devoted to
me, and has my full confidence. I asked him to go on board the
West African and have a good look round, and find out what he
could about Mr Caswall. Naturally, he was struck with the aboriginal
savage. He found one of the ship’s stewards who had been on the
regular voyages to South Africa. He knew Oolanga and had made a
study of him. He is a man who gets on well with niggers, and they
opened their hearts to him. It seems that this Oolanga is quite a
great person in the nigger world of the African West Coast. He has
the two things which men of his own colour respect : he can make
them afraid, and he is lavish with money. I don’t know whose money
— but that does not matter. They are always Digitized by Google
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Ordinarily speaking, he isn’t worth a ocartridge;
but when there is a lady in the case——'" The
revolver clicked.

‘““ Now,” said Sir Nathaniel, anxious to restore
peace, ‘‘ have you found out anything yet regard-
ing your friend the Christy Minstrel? I am
anxious to be posted regarding him. I fear there
will be, or may be, grave trouble with him.”

- “Yes, sir, I've heard a good deal about him—of
course it is not official; but then hearsay may
guide us at first. You know my man Davenport,
I think. He really is my aller ego— private
secretary, confidential man of business, and general
factotum. He came with me in a journey of ex-
ploration across the desert. He saved my life many
times. He is devoted to me, and has my full
confidence. I asked him to go on board the West
African and have a good look round, and find out
what he could about Mr Caswall. Naturally, he
was struck with the aboriginal savage. He found
one of the ship’s stewards who had been on the
regular voyages to South Africa. He knew Oolanga
and had made a study of him. He is a man who
gets on well with niggers, and they opened their
hearts to him. It seems that this Oolanga is quite
a great person in the nigger world of the African
West Coast. He has the two things which men of
his own colour respect : he can make them afraid,
and he is lavish with money. 1 don’t know whose
money—but that does not matter. They are always



Oolanga 69 ready to trumpet his greatness. Evil greatness
it is — but neither does that matter. Briefly, this is his history. He was
originally a witch-finder — about as low an occupation as exists
amongst even aboriginal savages, amongst the mangrove swamps.
Then he got up in the world and became an Obi-man, which gives
an opportunity to wealth via blackmail. Finally, he reached the
highest honour in hellish service. He became a user of Voodoo,
which seems to be a service of the utmost baseness and cruelty. I
was told some of his deeds of cruelty, which are simply sickening.
They made me long for an opportunity of helping to drive him back
to hell. You might think to look at him that you could measure in
some way the extent of his vileness ; but it would be a vain hope.
Monsters such as he is belong to an earlier and more rudimentary
stage of barbarism. Whoever kills him when the time comes will not
have to fear punishment, but to expect praise. He is in his way a
clever fellow — for a nigger ; but is none the less dangerous or the
less hateful for that. The men in the ship told me that he was a
collector : some of them had seen his collections. Such collections !
All that was potent for evil in bird or beast, or even in fish. Beaks
that could break and rend and tear. All the birds represented were of
a predatory kind. Even the fishes are those which are born to
destroy, to wound, to torture. The collection, I assure you, was an
object lesson in human malignity. This Digitized by LjOoq le
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is—but neither does that matter. Briefly, this is
his history. He was originally a witch-finder—
about as low an occupation as exists amongst even
aboriginal savages, amongst the mangrove swamps.
Then he got up in the world and became an Obi-man,
which gives an opportunity to wealth via black-
mail. Finally, he reached the highest honour in
hellish service. He became a user of Voodoo,
which seems to be a service of the utmost baseness
and cruelty. I was told some of his deeds of cruelty,
which are simply sickening. They made me long
for an opportunity of helping to drive him back to
hell. You might think to look at him that you
could measure in some way the extent of his vile-
ness ; but it would be a vain hope. Monsters such
a8 he is belong to an earlier and more rudimentary
stage of barbarism. Whoever kills him when the
time comes will not have to fear punishment, but
to expect praise. He isin his way a clever fellow—
for a nigger ; but is none the less dangerous or the
less hateful for that. The men in the ship told me
that he was a collector : some of them had seen his
collections. Such collections! All that was potent
for evil in bird or beast, or even in fish. Beaks
that could break and rend and tear. All the
birds represented were of a predatory kind. Even
the fishes are those which are born to destroy, to
wound, to torture. The collection, I assure you,
was an object lesson in human malignity. This



70 The Lair of the White Worm being has enough evil in his
face to frighten even a strong man. It is little wonder that the sight
of it unexpectedly put that poor girl into a dead faint ! If that other
savage intends to keep him round here they may build a new prison
at once ; for there won't be a decent man or woman in his
neighbourhood that won't be a criminal at the very start, if indeed it
be a crime to destroy such a thing.” Adam was up in the early
morning and took a smart walk round the Brow. As he was passing
Diana’s Grove he looked in on the short avenue of trees, and noticed
the snakes killed on the previous morning by the mongoose. They all
lay in a row, straight and rigid, as if they had been placed by hands.
Their skins seemed all damp and sticky, and they were covered all
over with ants and all sorts of insects. They looked loathsome, so
after a glance he passed on. A little later, when his steps took him,
naturally enough, past the entrance to Mercy Farm, he was passed
by the Christy Minstrel moving quickly under the trees wherever
there was shadow. Laid across one extended arm, and looking like
dirty towels across a rail, he had the horrid-looking snakes. He did
not seem to see Adam, to the pleasant surprise of the latter. No one
was to be seen at Mercy except a few workmen in the farmyard. So,
after waiting round on a chance of seeing Mimi, he began to go
slowly home. Once more he was passed on the way. This time it was
by Lady Arabella, walking hurriedly and Digitized by CjOOQ le
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being has enough evil in his face to frighten even
& strong man. It is little wonder that the sight of
it unexpectedly put that poor girl into a dead faint !
If that other savage intends to keep him round
here they may build a new prison at once ; for there
won’t be a decent man or woman in his neighbour-
hood that won’t be a criminal at the very start, if
indeed it be a crime to destroy such a thing.”
Adam was up in the early morning and took a
smart walk round the Brow. As he was passing
Diana’s Grove he looked in on the short avenue of
trees, and noticed the snakes killed on the previous
morning by the mongoose. They all lay in a row,
straight and rigid, as if they had been placed by
hands. Their skins seemed all damp and sticky,
and they were covered all over with ants and all
sorts of insects. They looked loathsome, so after
a glance he passed on. A little later, when his
steps took him, naturally enough, past the entrance
to Mercy Farm, he was passed by the Christy
Minstrel moving quickly under the trees wherever
there was shadow. Laid across one extended arm,
and looking like dirty towels across a rail, he had
the horrid-looking snakes. He did not seem to
see Adam, to the pleasant surprise of the latter.
No one was to be seen at Mercy except a few work-
men in the farmyard. So, after waiting round on
a chance of seeing Mimi, he began to go slowly home.
Once more he was passed on the way. This time
it was by Lady Arabella, walking hurriedly and



Oolanga 7 1 so furiously angry that she did not seem to
recognise him even to the extent of acknowledging his bow. He
wondered, but simply went on his way. When he got to Lesser Hill,
he went to the coachhouse where the box with the mongoose was
kept, and took it with him, intending to finish at the Mound of Stone
what he had begun the previous morning with regard to the
extermination. He found that the snakes were even more easily
attacked than on the previous day ; no less than six were killed in
the first half-hour. As no more appeared, he took it for granted that
the morning’s work was over, and went towards home. The
mongoose had by this time become accustomed to him, and was
willing to let himself be handled freely. Adam lifted him up and put
him on his shoulders and walked on. Presently he saw a lady
advancing towards him, and as they grew nearer recognised Lady
Arabella. Hitherto the mongoose had been quiet, like a playful
affectionate kitten ; but when the two got close he was horrified to
see the mongoose, in a state of the wildest fury, with every hair
standing on end, jump from his shoulder and run towards Lady
Arabella. It looked so furious and so intent on attack that he called
out : ™ Look out — look out ! The animal is furious and means to
attack.” She looked more than ever disdainful and was passing on ;
the mongoose jumped at her in a furious Digitized by LjOoq le
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so furiously angry that she did not seem to recog-
nise him even to the extent of acknowledging his
bow. He wondered, but simply went on his way.
When he got to Lesser Hill, he went to the coach-
house where the box with the mongoose was kept,
and took it with him, intending to finish at the
Mound of Stone what he had begun the previous
morning with regard to the extermination. He
found that the snakes were even more easily
attacked than on the previous day; no less than
six were killed in the first half-hour. As no more
appeared, he took it for granted that the morning’s
work was over, and went towards home. The
mongoose had by this time become accustomed
to him, and was willing to let himself be handled
freely. Adam lifted him up and put him on his
shoulders and walked on. Presently he saw a
lady advancing towards him, and as they grew
nearer recognised Lady Arabella. Hitherto the
mongoose had been quiet, like a playful affec-
tionate kitten; but when the two got close he
was horrified to see the mongoose, in a state of
the wildest fury, with every hair standing on end,
jump from his shoulder and run towards Lady
Arabella. It looked so furious and so intent on
attack that he called out :

“ Look out—look out! The animal is furious
and means to attack.”

She looked more than ever disdainful and was
passing on ; the mongoose jumped at her in a furious



72 The Lair of the White Worm attack. Adam rushed
forward with his stick, the only weapon he had. But just as he got
within striking distance the lady drew out a revolver and shot the
animal, breaking his backbone. Not satisfied with this, she poured
shot after shot into him till the magazine was exhausted. There was
no coolness or hauteur about her now. She seemed more furious
even than the animal, her face transformed with hate, and as
determined to kill as he had appeared to be. Adam, not knowing
exactly what to do, lifted his hat in apology and hurried on to Lesser
Hill. Digitized by LjOoq le
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attack. Adam rushed forward with his stick, the
only weapon he had. But just as he got within
striking distance the lady drew out a revolver and
shot the animal, breaking his backbone. Not satis-
fied with this, she poured shot after shot into him
till the magazine was exhausted. There was no
coolness or hauteur about her now. She seemed
more furious even than the animal, her face trans-
formed with hate, and as determined to kill as he
had appeared to be. Adam, not knowing exactly
what to do, lifted his hat in apology and hurried
on to Lesser Hill.



CHAPTER IX SURVIVALS At breakfast Sir Nathaniel noticed
that Adam was put out about something. But he said nothing. The
lesson of silence is better remembered in age than in youth. When
they were both in the study, where Sir Nathaniel had followed him,
Adam at once began to tell his companion of what had happened.
Sir Nathaniel looked graver and graver as the narration proceeded,
and when Adam had stopped he remained silent for several minutes.
At last he said : * This is very grave. I have not formed my thought
yet ; but it seems to me at first impression that this is worse than
anything we had thought of.” * Why, sir ? ” said Adam. * Is the killing
of @ mongoose — no matter by whom — so serious a thing as all
that ? ” The other smoked on quietly for quite another few minutes
before he spoke. ™ When I have properly thought it over I may
moderate my opinion. But in the meantime it seems to me that there
is something dreadful 73 Digitized by LjOOQle



CHAPTER IX

SURVIVALS

AT breakfast Sir Nathaniel noticed that Adam was
put out about something. But he said nothing.
The lesson of silence is better remembered in age
than in youth. When they were both in the study,
where Sir Nathaniel had followed him, Adam at
once began to tell his companion of what had
happened. Sir Nathaniel looked graver and graver
as the narration proceeded, and when Adam had
stopped he remained silent for several minutes.
At last he said :

“ This is very grave. 1 have not formed my
thought yet ; but it seems to me at first impression
that this is worse than anything we had thought
of.” |

“ Why, sir 2’ said Adam. “ Is the killing of a
mongoose—no matter by whom—so serious a thing
as all that ?

The other smoked on quietly for quite another
few minutes before he spoke.

“ When I have properly thought it over I may
moderate my opinion. But in the meantime it
seems to me that there is something dreadful

73



74 The Lair of the White Worm behind all this — something
that may affect all our lives — that may mean the issue of life or
death to any of us.” Adam sat up quickly. ™ Do tell me, sir, what is in
your mind — if, of course, you have no objection to, or do not think
it better not.” ™ I have no objection, Adam. In fact, if I had, I should
have to overcome it. I fear there can be no more hidden or reserved
thoughts between us.” " Indeed, sir, that sounds serious, worse than
serious ! ” Again they both resumed their cigars, and presently Sir
Nathaniel said gravely : * Adam, I greatly fear the time has come for
us — for you and me, at all events — to speak out plainly to one
another. Does not there seem something very mysterious about this
? "™ I have thought so, sir, all along. The only difficulty one has is
what one is to think and where to begin.” ™ Let us begin with what
you have told me. First take the conduct of the mongoose.” Adam
waited ; the other went on : * He was quiet, even friendly and
affectionate with you. He only attacked the snakes, which is, after
all, only his business in life.” " Thatis so ! ”* Then we must try to
find out or imagine some reason why he attacked Lady Arabella.”
Digitized by LjOoq le
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behind all this—something that may affect all our
lives—that may mean the issue of life or death to
any of us.”

Adam sat up quickly.

“Do tell me, sir, what is in your mind—if, of
course, you have no objection to, or do not think it
better not.”

“I have no objection, Adam. In fact, if I had,
I should have to overcome it. I fear there can be
no more hidden or reserved thoughts between us.”

‘“ Indeed, sir, that sounds serious, worse than
serious ! ”’

Again they both resumed their cigars, and pre-
sently Sir Nathaniel said gravely :

“ Adam, I greatly fear the time has come for us—
for you and me, at all events—to speak out plainly
to one another. Does not there seem something
very mysterious about this ? ”’

‘““ T have thought so, sir, all along. The only diffi-
- oculty one has is what one is to think and where to
begin.”

“Let us begin with what you have told me.
First take the conduct of the mongoose.”

Adam waited ; the other went on:

“ He was quiet, even friendly and affectionate
with you. He only attacked the snakes, which is,
after all, only his business in life.”

“ That is so!”

““ Then we must try to find out or imagine some
reason why he attacked Lady Arabella.”



Survivals 75 ™ I fear we shall have to imagine ; there is no
logical answer to that question.” ™ Then let us imagine. He had not
shown any disposition hitherto to attack strangers ? ”* No ; the
opposite. He made friends at once with everyone he came across.
Then even if his action is based on instinct, why does he single out
one person in such a way ? " " In that, sir, I see a difficulty, or, if you
will permit me, it may be only a flaw in your reasoning.” ™ Permit ! I
shall be glad. Go on.” ™ It seems to me that you take ' instinct ‘ as a
definite fixed thing concerning which there can be only one reading
— even by the brute creation.” * Go on, Adam. This is very
interesting.” * * We both may have erred in our idea of ' instinct/
May it not be that a mongoose may have merely the instinct to
attack, that nature does not allow or provide him with the fine
reasoning powers to discriminate who he is to attack ? * ™ Good ! Of
course that may be so. But then, on the other hand, should we not
satisfy ourselves why he does wish to attack anything? If for
centuries in all parts of the world this particular animal is known to
attack only one kind of other animal, are we not justified in
assuming that when a case strange to us comes before us, if one of
the first class attacks a hitherto unclassed animal, he recognises in
that animal some quality which it has in common with the hitherto
classed animal ? ” Digitized by LjOOQle
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“1I fear we shall have to imagine ; there is no
logical answer to that question.”

“ Then let us imagine. He had not shown any
disposition hitherto to attack strangers ? ’

“No; the opposite. He made friends at once
with everyone he came across.”

“ Then even if his action is based on instinct, why
does he single out one person in such a way % ”’

“In that, sir, I see a difficulty, or, if you will
permit me, it may be only a flaw in your reasoning.”

“Permit ! I shall be glad. Go on.”

“ It seems to me that you take ‘instinct’ as a
definite fixed thing concerning which there can be
only one reading—even by the brute creation.”

“ Go on, Adam. This is very interesting.”

*‘ We both may have erred in our idea of ‘ instinct.’
May it not be that a mongoose may have merely the
instinct to attack, that nature does not allow or
provide him with the fine reasoning powers to dis-
criminate who he is to attack ?’

“Good! Of course that may be so. But then,
on the other hand, should we not satisfy ourselves
why he does wish to attack anything? If for
centuries in all parts of the world this particular
animal is known to attack only omne kind of
other animal, are we not justified in assuming that
when a case strange to us comes before us, if one of
the first class attacks a hitherto unclassed animal,
he recognises in that animal some quality which it
has in common with the hitherto classed animal ¢



76 The Lair of the White Worm ™ That is a good argument,
sir,” Adam went on, “ but a dangerous one. If we followed it out with
pure logic it would lead us to believe that Lady Arabella is a snake.
And I doubt if we — either of us — are prepared to go so far” ™ So
far as I am concerned I am to follow blindly the lead of logic. But
before doing so we have a duty to fulfil."* What is that duty, sir? "™
The first of all duties, truth. We must be sure before going to such
an end that there is no point as yet unconsidered which would
account for the unknown thing which puzzles us.”“ As how ? " *
Well, suppose the instinct works on some physical basis — sight, for
instance, or smell. If there were anything in recent juxtaposition to
the accused which would look like the cause or would carry the
scent, surely that would supply the missing cause. ' " Of course ! ”
Adam spoke with conviction. Sir Nathaniel went on : * Now, from
what you tell me, your Christy Minstrel friend had just come from
the direction of Diana’s Grove carrying the dead snakes, which the
mongoose had killed the previous morning. Might not the scent have
been carried that way ? "™ Of course it might, probably was. I never
thought of that. Look here, sir, I really think it will be prudent of us
not to draw final conclusions Digitized by LjOoq le
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“ That is a good argument, sir,”” Adam went on,
“ but a dangerous one. If we followed it out with
pure logic it would lead us to believe that Lady
Arabella is a snake. And I doubt if we—either of
us—are prepared to go so far.”

‘“ So far as I am concerned I am to follow blindly
the lead of logic. But before doing so we have a
duty to fulfil.”

““ What is that duty, sir ¢ ”

‘“ The first of all duties, truth. We must be sure
before going to such an end that there is no point
as yet unconsidered which would account for the
unknown thing which puzzles us.”

‘“Ashow 27

“ Well, suppose the instinct works on some
physical basis—sight, for instance, or smell. If
there were anything in recent juxtaposition to the
accused which would look like the cause or would
carry the scent, surely that would supply the missing
cause. ’

““Of course |’ Adam spoke with conviction.

Sir Nathaniel went on :

““ Now, from what you tell me, your Christy Min-
strel friend had just come from the direction of
Diana’s Grove carrying the dead snakes, which the
mongoose had killed the previous morning. Might
not the scent have been carried that way ? ”’

“Of course it might, probably was. I never
thought of that. Look here, sir, I really think it
will be prudent of us not to draw final conclusions



Survivals 77 till we know more. At any rate that episode has
a suggestive hint for us — one which we can follow up without
saying anything to anybody. Then we shall be in a safer position for
going on.” ™ Good and sensible ! ” Sir Nathaniel spoke approvingly ;
and so it was tacitly arranged between the two to wait. But whilst
they were sitting in silence an idea struck Adam, and he thought it
wise to make it known to the elder man. ™ Two things I want to ask
you, if I may. One is a sort of corollary to the other.” Sir Nathaniel
listened. He went on : “ Is there any possible way of even guessing
approximately how long a scent will remain? You see, this is a
natural scent, and may derive from a place where it has been
effective for thousands of years. Then, does a scent of any kind
carry with it any form or quality of another kind, either good or evil ?
I ask you because one ancient name of the house lived in by the
lady who was attacked by the mongoose was * The Lair of the White
Worm.” If any of these things be so, our possibilities of knowledge
and our difficulties have multiplied indefinitely. They may even
change in kind. We may get into even moral entanglements ; before
we know it we may be even in the midst of a bedrock struggle
between good and evil.” Sir Nathaniel, after a pause, asked : " Is
that the question you wished to ask me ? " Digitized by LjOoq le



Survivals i

till we know more. At any rate that episode has
a suggestive hint for us—one which we can follow
up without saying anything to anybody. Then we
shall be in a safer position for going on.”

“Good and semsible!” Sir Nathaniel spoke
approvingly ; and so it was tacitly arranged between
the two to wait.

But whilst they were sitting in silence an idea
struck Adam, and he thought it wise to make it
known to the elder man.

“ Two things I want to ask you, if I may. One
is a sort of corollary to the other.”” Sir Nathaniel
listened. He went on: ‘‘ Is there any possible way
of even guessing approximately how long a scent
will remain? You see, this is a natural scent, and
may derive from a place where it has been effective
for thousands of years. Then, does a scent of any
kind carry with it any form or quality of another
kind, either good or evil? I ask you because one
ancient name of the house lived in by the lady who
was attacked by the mongoose was ‘ The Lair of
the White Worm.” If any of these things be so,
our possibilities of knowledge and our difficulties
have multiplied indefinitely. They may even
change in kind. We may get into even moral
entanglements ; before we know it we may be even
in the midst of a bedrock struggle between good and
evil.”

Sir Nathaniel, after a pause, asked :

‘ Is that the question you wished to ask me % ”’



78 The Lair of the White Worm " Yes, sir.” Sir Nathaniel
smiled gravely. " I don’t see on what the corollary rests. With regard
to the first question— or the first part, though, so far as I know,
there are no fixed periods with which a scent may be active — I
think we may take it that that period does not run into thousands of
years. As to whether any moral change accompanies a physical one,
I can only say that I have met no argument of proof or even no
assertion of the fact. At the same time, we must remember that"
good "and ' evil " are terms so wide as to take in the whole scheme
of creation and all that is implied by them and by their mutual action
and reaction. Generally, I would say that in the scheme of a First
Cause anything is possible. So long as the inherent forces or
tendencies of any one thing are veiled from us we must expect
mystery. This hides from us more than we at first conceive, and as
time goes on and some light gets into the darker places, we are able
to understand that there are other darknesses. And so on, until the
time shall .come when the full light of understanding beats upon us.’
“ Then I presume, sir,” said Adam, * that it would be at least wise of
us to leave these questions alone till we know more.” ™ Most
certainly. To listen and remember should be our guiding principle in
such an inquiry.” ™ There is one other question on which I should like
to ask your opinion. It is the last of my general Digitized by LjOoq le
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78 The Lair of the White Worm

“Yes, sir.”

Sir Nathaniel smiled gravely.

“T don’t see on what the corollary rests. With
regard to the first question—or the first part, though,
so far as I know, there are no fixed periods with
which a scent may be active—I think we may take
it that that period does not run into thousands of
years. As to whether any moral change accom-
panies a physical one, I can only say that I have met
no argument of proof or even no assertion of the
fact. At the same time, we must remember that
‘good’ and ‘ evil ’ are terms so wide as to take in
the whole scheme of creation and all that is implied
by them and by their mutual action and reaction.
Generally, I would say that in the scheme of a
First Cause anything is possible. So long as the
inherent forces or tendencies of any one thing are
veiled from us we must expect mystery. This
hides from us more than we at first conceive, and
as time goes on and some light gets into the darker
places, we are able to understand that there are other
darknesses. And so on, until the time shall .come -
when the full light of understanding beats upon us.”

“Then I presume, sir,” said Adam, ‘ that it
would be at least wise of us to leave these questions
alone till we know more.”

‘“ Most certainly. To listen and remember should
be our guiding principle in such an inquiry.”

‘ There is one other question on which I should
like to ask your opinion. It is the last of my general



Survivals 79 questions — for the present. Suppose that
there are any permanent forces appertaining to the past, what we
may call * survivals/ do these belong to good as well as to evil ? For
instance, if the scent of the primaeval monster can so remain in
proportion to the original strength, can the same be true of things of
good import ? ” Sir Nathaniel thought a while, then he answered : *
We must be careful from the beginning not to confuse the physical
and the moral, ~'differentiate the two and to keep them
differentiated. I can see that already you have switched on the moral
entirely, so perhaps we had better follow it up first. On the side of
the moral we have certain justification for belief in the utterances of
revealed religion. For instance, * the effectual fervent prayer of a
righteous man availeth much 9 is altogether for good. We have
nothing of a similar kind on the side of evil. But if we accept this
dictum we need have no more fear of * mysteries ’ : these become
thenceforth merely obstacles.” Adam waited in silence, which was
intended to be, and was, respectful. Then he suddenly changed to
another phase of the subject. “ And now, sir, may I turn for a few
minutes to purely practical things, or rather to matters of historical
fact ? 99 Sir Nathaniel bowed acquiescence. He went on : * We have
already spoken of the history, so far as it is known, of some of the
places round us — Digitized by Google



Survivals 79

questions—for the present. Suppose that there are
any permanent forces appertaining to the past,
what we may call ‘survivals,” do these belong to
good as well as to evil ¢ For instance, if the scent of
the primseval monster can so remain in proportion
to the original strength, can the same be true of
things of good import ? ”

Sir Nathaniel thought a while, then he answered :

“ We must be careful from the beginning not to
confuse the physical and the moral, ﬁo”diﬁerentiate
~ the two and to keep them differentiated. I can
see that already you have switched on the moral
entirely, so perhaps we had better follow it up first.
On the side of the moral we have certain justifica-
tion for belief in the utterances of revealed religion.
For instance, ‘the effectual fervent prayer of a
righteous man availeth much’ is altogether for
good. We have nothing of a similar kind on the
side of evil. But if we accept this dictum we need
have no more fear of ‘ mysteries ’: these become
thenceforth merely obstacles.”

Adam waited in silence, which was intended to be,
and was, respectful. Then he suddenly changed to
another phase of the subject.

“ And now, sir, may I turn for a few minutes to
purely practical things, or rather to matters of
historical fact ¢ ”’

Sir Nathaniel bowed acquiescence. He went on :

“ We have already spoken of the history, so far
as it is known, of some of the places round us—



8o The Lair of the White Worm * Castra Regis/ * Diana’s
Grove "and * The Lair of the White Worm.' I would like to ask if
there is anything not necessarily of evil import about any of the
places ? ”* Which ? ” asked Sir Nathaniel shrewdly. ™ Well, for
instance, this house and Mercy Farm ? "™ Here we turn,” said Sir
Nathaniel, * to the other side, the light side of things. Let us take
Mercy Farm first. You have no objection ? “™ Thank you, sir.” The
young man’s comment was complete and illuminative. ™ Perhaps we
had better remember the history of that particular place. The details
may later on help us in coming to some useful, or at all events
interesting, conclusion. * When Augustine was sent by Pope Gregory
to Christianise England in the time of the Romans, he was received
and protected by Ethelbert, King of Kent, whose wife, daughter of
Charibert, King of Paris, was a Christian, and did much for
Augustine. She founded a nunnery in memory of Columba, which
was named Bedes misericordice , the House of Mercy, and, as the
region was Mercian, the two names became inextricably involved. As
Columba is the Latin for dove, the dove became a sort of
signification of the nunnery. She seized on the idea and made the
newly-founded nunnery a house of doves. Someone sent her a
freshly-discovered dove, a sort of carrier, but which had in the white
Digitized by Google



80 The Lair of the White Worm

‘ Castra Regis,” ‘ Diana’s Grove ’ and ‘ The Lair of
the White Worm.” I would like to ask if there is
anything not necessarily of evil import about any
of the places ? ”

“ Which ? ”’ asked Sir Nathaniel shrewdly.

““Well, for instance, this house and Mercy
Farm ?”

‘“ Here we turn,’’ said Sir Nathaniel, ¢ to the other
side, the light side of things. Let us take Mercy
Farm first. You have no objection ? ”’

‘““ Thank you, sir.” The young man’s comment
was complete and illuminative.

‘ Perhaps we had better remember the history
of that particular place. The details may later on
help us in coming to some useful, or at all events
interesting, conclusion.

“ When Augustine was sent by Pope Gregory to
Christianise England in the time of the Romans, he
was received and protected by Ethelbert, King of
Kent, whose wife, daughter of Charibert, King of
Paris, was a Christian, and did much for Augustine.
She founded a nunnery in memory of Columba,
which was named Sedes misericordice, the House of
Mercy, and, as the region was Mercian, the two
names became inextricably involved. As Columba
is the Latin for dove, the dove became a sort of
signification of the nunnery. She seized on the
idea and made the newly-founded nunnery a house
of doves. Someone sent her a freshly-discovered
dove, a sort of carrier, but which had in the white



Survivals 8 1 feathers of its head and neck the form of a
religious cowl. And so in especial the bird became the symbol of the
nuns of Mercy. The nunnery flourished for more than a century,
when, in the time of Penda, who was the reactionary of
heathendom, it fell into decay. In the meantime the doves, which,
protected by religious feeling, had increased mightily, were known in
all Catholic communities. When King Offa ruled in Mercia about a
hundred and fifty years later, he restored Christianity, and under its
protection the nunnery of St Columba was restored and its doves
flourished again. In process of time this religious house again fell
into desuetude ; but before it disappeared it had achieved a great
name for good works, and in especial for the piety of its members. I
think I see now where your argument leads. I do not know if you
started it, having thought it out to the full. But in any case I will
venture an opinion ; that if deeds and prayers and hopes and
earnest thinking leave anywhere any moral effect, Mercy Farm and
all around it have almost the right to be considered holy ground.” *
Thank you, sir,” said Adam earnestly, and was silent. Again Sir
Nathaniel understood. 6 Digitized by Google
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feathers of its head and neck the form of a religious
cowl. And so in especial the bird became the
symbol of the nuns of Mercy. The nunnery
flourished for more than a century, when, in the time
of Penda, who was the reactionary of heathendom,
it fell into decay. In the meantime the doves,
which, protected by religious feeling, had increased
mightily, were known in all Catholic communities.
When King Offa ruled in Mercia about a hundred
and fifty years later, he restored Christianity, and
under its protection the nunnery of St Columba was
restored and its doves flourished again. In process
of time this religious house again fell into desuetude;
but before it disappeared it had achieved a great
name for good works, and in especial for the piety
of its members. I think I see now where your
argument leads. I do not know if you started it,
having thought it out to the full. But in any case
I will venture an opinion ; that if deeds and prayers
and hopes and earnest thinking leave anywhere any '
moral effect, Mercy Farm and all around it have
almost the right to be considered holy ground.”

“ Thank you, sir,”’ said Adam earnestly, and was
silent. Again Sir Nathaniel understood.



CHAPTER X SMELLING DEATH Adam Salton, though he
made little talk, did not let the grass grow under his feet in any
matter which he had undertaken, or in which he was interested. He
had agreed with Sir Nathaniel that they should not do anything with
regard to the mystery of Lady Arabella's fear of the mongoose, but
he steadily pursued his course in being prepared to do whenever the
opportunity might come. He was in his own mind perpetually casting
about for information or clues which might lead to such. Baffled by
the killing of the mongoose, he looked around for another line to
follow. He did not intend to give up the idea of there being a link
between the woman and the animal, but he was already preparing a
second string to his bow. His new idea was to use the faculties of
Oolanga, so far as he could, in the service of discovery. His first
move was to send Davenport to Liverpool to try to find the steward
of the West African , who had told him about Oolanga, and then to
get him to try to induce (by bribery or other means) the nigger to
come to the Brow. So soon as he himself would 82 Digitized by
LjOoq le



CHAPTER X

SMELLING DEATH

ApaM SaLTON, though he made little talk, did not
let the grass grow under his feet in any matter
which he had undertaken, or in which he was
interested. He had agreed with Sir Nathaniel
that they should not do anything with regard to
the mystery of Lady Arabella’s fear of the mongoose,
but he steadily pursued his course in being prepared
to do whenever the opportunity might come. He
was in his own mind perpetually casting about for
information or clues which might lead to such.
Baffled by the killing of the mongoose, he looked
around for another line to follow. He did not
intend to give up the idea of there being a link
between the woman and the animal, but he was
already preparing a second string to his bow. His
new idea was to use the faculties of Oolanga, so
_ far as he could, in the service of discovery. His
first move was to send Davenport to Liverpool to
try to find the steward of the West African, who had
told him about Oolanga, and then to get him to try
to induce (by bribery or other means) the nigger to

come to the Brow. So soon as he himself would
82



Smelling Death 83 have speech of the Voodoo-man he
would be able to learn from him something useful. Davenport went
away in the early morning, and was successful in both his missions,
for he had to get Boss to send another mongoose, and also the one
reserved for sending when told ; he was able to tell Adam that he
had seen the steward, who already told him a lot he wanted to
know, and had also arranged to have Oolanga brought to Lesser Hill
the following day. At this point Adam saw his way sufficiently clear to
adumbrate to Davenport with fair exactness what he wished him to
find out. He had come to the conclusion that it would be better —
certainly at first — not himself to appear in the matter, with which
Davenport was fully competent to deal. It would be time for himself
to take a personal part when matters had advanced a little further.
That evening, when Davenport arrived, he had a long interview with
Adam, in which he told what he had learned, partly from the ship
steward, partly from the other Africans in the ship’s service, and
partly from Oolanga’s own boasting. If what the nigger said was in
any wise true, the man had a rare gift which might be useful in the
quest they were after. He could, as it were, * smell death.” If any
one was dead, if any one had died, or if a place had been used in
connection with death, he seemed to know the broad fact by
intuition. Adam made up his mind that to test this faculty with
regard to several places would be his first task. Digitized by LjOoq le
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have speech of the Voodoo-man he would be able
to learn from him something useful. Davenport
went away in the early morning, and was successful
in both his missions, for he had to get Ross to
send another mongoose, and also the one reserved
for sending when told ; he was able to tell Adam
that he had seen the steward, who already told him
a lot he wanted to know, and had also arranged to
have Oolanga brought to Lesser Hill the following
day. At this point Adam saw his way sufficiently
clear to adumbrate to Davenport with fair exact-
ness what he wished him to find out. He had come
to the conclusion that it would be better—certainly
at first—not himself to appear in the matter, with
which Davenport was fully competent to deal. It
would be time for himself to take a personal part
when matters had advanced a little further.

That evening, when Davenport arrived, he had
a long interview with Adam, in which he told what
he had learned, partly from the ship steward, partly
from the other Africans in the ship’s service, and
partly from Oolanga’s own boasting. If what the
nigger said was in any wise true, the man had a
- rare gift which might be useful in the quest they
were after. He could, as it were, ‘ smell death.”
If any one was dead, if any one had died, or if a
place had been used in connection with death, he
seemed to know the broad fact by intuition. Adam
made up his mind that to test this faculty with
regard to several places would be his first task.



84 The Lair of the White Worm Naturally he was anxious for
this, and the time passed slowly. The only comfort was the arrival
the next morning of a strong packing case, locked, from Boss, the
key being in the custody of Davenport. In the case were two smaller
boxes, both locked. One of them contained a mongoose to replace
that killed by Lady Arabella ; the other was the reserved mongoose
which had already killed the king-cobra in Nepaul. When both the
animals had been safely put under lock and key in the place
arranged for them, he felt that he might breathe more freely. Of
course no one was allowed to know the secret of their existence in
the house, except himself and Davenport. He arranged that
Davenport should take Oolanga round the neighbourhood for a walk,
stopping at each of the places which he designated. Having gone all
along the Brow, he was to return the same way and induce him to
touch on the same subijects in talking with Adam, who was to meet
them as if by chance at the farthest part — that beyond Mercy Farm.
Davenport was never to lose sight of him and was to bring him back
to Liverpool safely, and leave him on board the ship, where he was
to wait till his master should send for him. The incidents of the day
were just what Adam expected. At Mercy Farm, at Diana’s Grove, at
Castra Regis, and a few other spots, he stopped and, opening his
wide nostrils as if to sniff boldly, said that he smelled death. It was
not always in the Digitized by LjOoq le



Smelling Death 8 5 same form. At Mercy Farm he said there
were many small deaths. At Diana’s Grove his bearing was different.
There was a distinct sense of enjoyment about him, especially when
he spoke of many great deaths long ago. Here, too, he sniffed in a
strange way, like a bloodhound at check, and looked puzzled. He
said no word in either praise or disparagement, but in the centre of
the Grove where, hidden amongst ancient oak stumps, was a block
of granite slightly hollowed on the top, he bent low and placed his
forehead on the ground. This was the only place where he showed
distinct reverence. At the Castle, though he spoke of much death, he
showed no sign of respect. There was evidently something about
Diana’s Grove which both interested and baffled him. Before leaving
he moved all over the place unsatisfied, and in one spot where,
close to the edge of the Brow, was a deep hollow, he appeared to be
afraid. After returning several times to this place, he suddenly turned
and ran in a panic of fear to the higher ground, crossing as he did so
the outcropping rock. Then he seemed to breathe more freely, and
even recovered some of his jaunty impudence. All this seemed to
satisfy Adam’s expectations. He went back to Lesser Hill with a
serene and settled calm upon him. When he went back to the house,
Adam met Sir Nathaniel, who followed him into his study, saying as
he closed the door behind him : Digitized by LjOOQle
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same form. At Mercy Farm he said there were
many small deaths. At Diana’s Grove his bearing
was differens. There was a distinct sense of
enjoyment about him, especially when he spoke of
many great deaths long ago. Here, too, he sniffed
in a strange way, like a bloodhound at check, and
looked puzzled. He said no word in either praise
or disparagement, but in the centre of the Grove
where, hidden amongst ancient oak stumps, was a
block of granite slightly hollowed on the top, he
bent low and placed his forehead on the ground.
This was the only place where he showed distinct
reverence. At the Castle, though he spoke of
much death, he showed no sign of respect. There
was evidently something about Diana’s Grove
which both interested and baffled him. Before
leaving he moved all over the place unsatisfied,
and in one spot where, close to the edge of the Brow,
was a deep hollow, he appeared to be afraid. After
returning several times to this place, he suddenly
turned and ran in a panic of fear to the higher
ground, crossing as he did so the outcropping rock.
Then he seemed to breathe more freely, and even
recovered some of his jaunty impudence.

All this seemed to satisfy Adam’s expectations.
He went back to Lesser Hill with a serene and
settled calm upon him.

When he went back to the house, Adam me#$ Sir
Nathaniel, who followed him into his study, saying
as he closed the door behind him :



86 The Lair of the White Worm " By the way, I forgot to ask
you details about one thing. When that extraordinary staring episode
of Mr Caswall went on, how did Lilia take it — how did she bear
herself ? ”* She looked frightened, and trembled just as I have seen
a pigeon with a hawk, or a bird with a serpent.” " Thanks. That will
do. It is just as I expected. There have been circumstances in the
Caswall family which lead one to believe that they have had from the
earliest times some extraordinary mesmeric or hypnotic faculty.
Indeed, a skilled eye could read so much in their physiognomy. That
shot of yours, whether by instinct or intention, of the hawk and the
pigeon was peculiarly apposite. I think we may settle on that as a
fixed trait to be accepted throughout our investigation.” When the
dusk had fallen, Adam took the new mongoose — not the one from
Nepaul — and, carrying the box slung over his shoulder, strolled
towards Diana’s Grove. Close to the gateway he met Lady Arabella,
clad as usual in tightly fitting white, which showed off her
extraordinarily slim figure. To his intense astonishment the
mongoose allowed hei; to pet him, take him up in her arms and
fondle him. As she was coming in his direction he left him with her
and walked on. Round the roadway between the entrances of
Diana’s Grove and Lesser Hill were many trees with tall thin trunks
with not much foliage except Digitized by LjOoq le
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‘“ By the way, I forgot to ask you details about
one thing. When that extraordinary staring epi-
sode of Mr Caswall went on, how did Lilla take it—
how did she bear herself ?

““ She looked frightened, and trembled just as I
have seen a pigeon with a hawk, or a bird with a
serpent.’”’

‘“ Thanks. That willdo. Itisjust as I expected.
There have been circumstances in the Caswall family
which lead one to believe that they have had from
the earliest times some extraordinary mesmeric or
hypnotic faculty. Indeed, a skilled eye could read
so much in their physiognomy. That shot of yours,
whether by instinct or intention, of the hawk and
the pigeon was peculiarly apposite. I think we
may settle on that as a fixed trait to be accepted
throughout our investigation.”

When the dusk had fallen, Adam took the new
mongoose—not the one from Nepaul—and, carrying
the box slung over his shoulder, strolled towards
Diana’s Grove. Close to the gateway he met Lady
Arabella, clad as usual in tightly fitting white,
which showed off her extraordinarily slim figure.

To his intense astonishment the mongoose allowed
her to pet him, take him up in her arms and fondle
him. As she was coming in his direction he left
him with her and walked on.

Round the roadway between the entrances of
Diana’s Grove and Lesser Hill were many trees
with tall thin trunks with not much foliage except
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Smelling Death 87 at top. In the dusk this place was
shadowy, and the view of anyone was hampered by the clustering
trunks. In the uncertain, tremulous light which fell through the tree-
tops, it was hard to distinguish anything clearly, and as Adam looked
back it seemed to him that Lady Arabella was actually dancing in a
fantastic sort of way. Her arms were opening and shutting and
winding about strangely ; the white fur which she wore round her
throat was also twisting about, or seemed to be. Not a sound was to
be heard. There was something uncanny in all this silent movement
which struck Adam as worthy of notice ; so he waited, almost
stopping his progress altogether, and walked with lingering steps, so
as to let her overtake him. But as the dusk was thickening he could
distinguish no more than he could at first. At last somehow he lost
sight of her altogether, and turned back on his track to find her.
Presently he came across her close to her own gate. She was
leaning over the paling of split oak branches which formed the paling
of the avenue. He could not see the mongoose, so he asked her
where he had gone to.  He slipt out of my arms while I was petting
him,” she answered, " and disappeared under the hedges.” As she
spoke she was walking back with him looking for the little animal.
They found him at a place where the avenue widened so as to let
carriages pass each other. The little creature seemed quite changed.
He had been ebulliently active ; now Digitized by LjOoq le
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at top. In the dusk this place was shadowy, and
the view of anyone was hampered by the clustering
trunks. In the uncertain, tremulous light which
fell through the tree-tops, it was hard to distinguish
anything clearly, and as Adam looked back it
seemed to him that Lady Arabella was actually
dancing in a fantastic sort of way. Her arms were
opening and shutting and winding about strangely ;
the white fur which she wore round her throat was
also twisting about, or seemed to be. Not a sound
was to be heard. There was something uncanny in
all this silent movement which struck Adam as
worthy of notice; so he waited, almost stopping
his progress altogether, and walked with lingering
steps, 80 as to let her overtake him. But as the dusk
was thickening he could distinguish no more than
he could at first. At last somehow he lost sight
of her altogether, and turned back on his track to
find her. Presently he came across her close to
her own gate. She was leaning over the paling of
split oak branches which formed the paling of the
avenue. He could not see the mongoose, so he
asked her where he had gone to.

“ He slipt out of my arms while I was petting th,
she answered, “ and disappeared under the hedges.”

As shespoke she was walking back with him looking
for the little animal. They found him at a place
where the avenue widened so as to let carriages
pass each other. The little creature seemed quite
changed. He had been ebulliently active; now



88 The Lair of the White Worm he was dull and spiritless —
seemed to be dazed. He allowed himself to be lifted by either of the
pair ; but when he was alone with Lady Arabella he kept looking
round him in a strange way, as though trying to escape. When they
had come out on the roadway Adam held the mongoose tight to
him, and, lifting his hat to his companion, moved quickly towards
Lesser Hill ; he and Lady Arabella lost sight of each other in the
thickening gloom. When Adam got home he put the mongoose in his
box, which was left in the room where he had been, and locked the
door. The other mongoose — the one from Nepaul — was safely
locked in his own box, but he lay quiet and did not stir. When he got
to his study Sir Nathaniel came in, shutting the door behind him. ™ I
have come,” he said, * while we have an opportunity of being alone,
to tell you something of the Caswall family which I think will interest
you. Somehow we got switched off when we were within touch of
the subject this afternoon.” Adam prepared himself to listen. The
other began at once : ™ The point I was coming to to-day, when we
were diverted from the subject, was this : there is, or used to be, a
belief in this part of the world that the Caswall family had some
strange power of making the wills of other persons subservient to
their own. There are many allusions to the subject in memoirs and
other unimportant works, but I Digitized by LjOoq le
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he was dull and spiritless—seemed to be dazed.
He allowed himself to be lifted by either of the pair ;
but when he was alone with Lady Arabella he kept
looking round him in a strange way, as though
trying to escape. When they had come out on the
roadway Adam held the mongoose tight to him,
and, lifting his hat to his companion, moved quickly
towards Lesser Hill; he and Lady Arabella lost
sight of each other in the thickening gloom.

When Adam got home he put the mongoose in
his box, which was left in the room where he had
been, and locked the door. The other mongoose—
the one from Nepaul—was safely locked in his own
box, but he lay quiet and did not stir. When he
got to his study Sir Nathaniel came in, shutting the
door behind him.

“I have come,’”’ he said, ‘‘ while we have an
opportunity of being alone, to tell you something of
the Caswall family which I think will interest you.
Somehow we got switched off when we were within
touch of the subject this afternoon.”

Adam prepared himself to listen. The other
began at once :

““ The point I was coming to to-day, when we
were diverted from the subject, was this: there
is, or used to be, a belief in this part of the world
that the Caswall family had some strange power of
making the wills of other persons subservient to
their own. There are many allusions to the subject
in memoirs and other unimportant works, but I



Smelling Death 89 only know of one where the subject is
spoken of definitely. It is Mercia and its Worthies, written by Ezra
Toms more than a hundred years ago. The author more than infers
that it was a mesmeric power, for he goes into the question of the
close association of the then Edgar Caswall with Mesmer in Paris. He
speaks of Caswall being a pupil and the fellow worker of Mesmer,
and states that though, when the latter left France, he took away
with him a vast quantity of philosophical and electric instruments, he
was never known to use them again. He once made it known to a
friend that he had given them to his old pupil. The term he used was
odd, for it was ' bequeathed,” but no such bequest of Mesmer was
ever made known. At any rate the instruments were missing, and
never turned up. I just thought I would call your attention to this, as
you might want to make a note of it. We have not come, yet at all
events, to the mystery of the * hawk and the pigeon.” ” Just as he
finished speaking, a servant came into the room to tell Adam that
there was some strange noise coming from the locked room into
which he had gone when he came in. He hurried off to the place at
once, Sir Nathaniel going with him. Having locked the door behind
him, Adam opened the packing-case where the boxes of the two
mongooses were locked up. There was no sound from one of them,
but from the other a queer restless struggling. Having opened both
boxes, he found that the noise Digitized by LjOoq le
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only know of one where the subject is spoken of
definitely. It is Mercia and its Worthies, written
by Ezra Toms more than a hundred years ago. The
author more than infers that it was a mesmeric
power, for he goes into the question of the close
association of the then Edgar Caswall with
Mesmer in Paris. He speaks of Caswall being a
pupil and the fellow worker of Mesmer, and states
that though, when the latter left France, he took
away with him a vast quantity of philosophical and
electric instruments, he was never known to use
them again. He once made it known to a friend
that he had given them to his old pupil. The term
he used was odd, for it was ‘bequeathed,” but no
such bequest of Mesmer was ever made known.
At any rate the instruments were missing, and never
turned up. I just thought I would call your atten-
tion to this, as you might want to make a note of it.
We have not come, yet at all events, to the mystery
of the ‘ hawk and the pigeon.” ”

Just as he finished speaking, a servant came into
the room to tell Adam that there was some strange
noise coming from the locked room into which he
had gone when he came in. He hurried off to the
place at once, Sir Nathaniel going with him. Hav-
ing locked the door behind him, Adam opened the
packing-case where the boxes of the two mongooses
were locked up. There was no sound from one of
them, but from the other a queer restless struggling.
Having opened both boxes, he found that the noise



90 The Lair of the White Worm was from the Nepaul
animal, which, however, became quiet at once. In the other box the
new mongoose lay dead, with every appearance of having been
strangled. There was nothing to be done that night. So Adam locked
the boxes and the room again, taking with him the keys ; and both
he and Sir Nathaniel went off to bed. Digitized by LjOoq le
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was from the Nepaul animal, which, however,
became quiet at once. In the other box the new
mongoose lay dead, with every appearance of having
been strangled.

There was nothing to be done that night. So
Adam locked the boxes and the room again, taking
with him the keys; and both he and Sir Nathaniel
went off to bed.



CHAPTER XI THE FIRST ENCOUNTER Adam S Alton was up
with the dawn, and, taking a fast horse, rode off to Liverpool,
bringing with him, slung across his shoulders, the box with the body
of the mongoose. He was so early that he had to wake up Mr Ross.
From him he, however, got what he wanted, the address of a
comparative anatomist, who helped him in dealing with the health of
his menagerie. Dr Cleaver lived not far away, and in a very short
time Adam was ushered into his study. Unstrapping the box, he took
out the body of the mongoose, now as stiff as wood, for the rigor
mortis had long ago set in. Laying the body on Dr Cleaver’s table, he
said : “ Last night this was frisky in my arms. Now it is dead. What
did it die of ? ” The doctor went methodically to work and made a
full examination. Then he said gravely : " It may be necessary to
make a more exhaustive examination. But in the meantime, I may
say that it has been choked to death. And, considering the nature of
its uses and its enemies, I think it was killed by some powerful snake
of the constrictor 9* Digitized by Google



CHAPTER XI

THE FIRST ENCOUNTER

ApaM SALTON was up with the dawn, and, taking
a fast horse, rode off to Liverpool, bringing with
him, slung across his shoulders, the box with the
body of the mongoose. He was so early that
he had to wake up Mr Ross. From him he,
however, got what he wanted, the address of a
comparative anatomist, who helped him in dealing
with the health of his menagerie. Dr Cleaver
lived not far away, and in a very short time Adam
was ushered into his study. Unstrapping the box,
he took out the body of the mongoose, now as stiff
as wood, for the rigor mortis had long ago set in.
Laying the body on Dr Cleaver’s table, he said :

‘ Last night this was frisky in my arms. Now it
is dead. What did it die of ¢ ”

The doctor went methodically to work and made
a full examination. Then he said gravely :

‘‘ It may be necessary to make a more exhaustive
examination. But in the meantime, I may say
that it has been choked to death. And, considering
the nature of its uses and its enemies, I think it was
killed by some powerful snake of the constrictor
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92 The Lair of the White Worm class. Vast pressure must
have been exercised, as every bone in its body seems to have been
broken.” As the doctor accompanied Adam to the door, he said : * Of
course it is none of my business, but as I am a comparative
anatomist, such things are of keen interest to me — I shall be really
grateful if some time you will give me details of the death ; and if
you can possibly do so, supply me with weights and measures of
both the animals.” Adam, on paying his fee, thanked him warmly,
gave him his card, and promised that some time later on he would
be happy to tell him all he himself knew. Then he rode back to
Lesser Hill and got in just as his uncle and Sir Nathaniel were sitting
down to breakfast. When breakfast was over, Sir Nathaniel went with
Adam to the study. When he had closed the door, and Adam had told
him all up to the previous night, he looked at the young man with a
grave, inquiring glance and said : ™ Well ? " Adam told him all that
occurred at his visit to Dr Cleaver. He finished up with : * I am at
sea, sir. I am looking for your opinion.” ™ So am I for yours,” said Sir
Nathaniel. * This gets worse and frorse. It seems to me that the
mysteries are only beginning. We have now a detective story added.
I suppose there is nothing to do but to wait — as we are doing — for
the other parts of the mystery.” Digitized by LjOoq le
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class. Vast pressure must have been exercised,
as every bone in its body seems to have been broken.”
As the doctor accompanied Adam to the door, he
said : “ Of course it is none of my business, but
as I am a comparative anatomist, such things are
of keen interest to me—1I shall be really grateful if
some time you will give me details of the death ;
and if you can possibly do so, supply me with weights
and measures of both the animals.”

Adam, on paying his fee, thanked him warmly,
gave him his card, and promised that some time
later on he would be happy to tell him all he himself
knew. Then he rode back to Lesser Hill and got
in just as his uncle and Sir Nathaniel were sitting
down to breakfast.

When breakfast was over, Sir Nathaniel went with
Adam to the study. When he had closed the door,
and Adam had told him all up to the previous night,
he looked at the young man with a grave, inquiring
glance and said :

“ Well 2”7

Adam told him all that occurred at his visit to
Dr Cleaver. He finished up with :

“ I am at sea, sir. I am looking for your opinion.”

““So am I for yours,” said Sir Nathaniel. *‘ This
gets worse and Wworse. It seems to me that the
mysteries are only beginning. We have now a
detective story added. I suppose there is nothing
to do but to wait—as we are doing—for the other
parts of the mystery.”



The First Encounter 93 ™ Do you want me specially for
anything this afternoon ? ” asked Adam, adding, ** Of course I am at
your command if you do. If not, I thought of calling at Mercy Farm.”
He said this with a diffidence which made the old man’s stem
features relax. “ I suppose you would not wish me to come with
you?” he asked playfully. Adam at once replied: ™ I should love it, sir
; but to-day I think it would be better not.” Then, seeing the other’s
inquiring look, he went on : ™ The fact is, sir, that Mr Caswall is going
to tea to-day, and I think it would be wiser if I were present.” ** Quite
so. Of course you will tell me later if there should take place
anything which it would be well for me to know.” * Certainly. I shall
try to see you as soon as I get home.” They said no more, and a
little after four o’clock Adam set out for Mercy. He was home just as
the clocks were striking six. He was pale and upset, but otherwise
looked strong and alert. The old man summed up his appearance
and manner thus : * Braced up for battle.” Realising that Adam
wished to talk with him, he quietly went over and locked the door. *
Now ! ” said Sir Nathaniel, and settled down to listen, looking at
Adam steadily and listening Digitized by LjOoq le



94 The Lair of the White Worm attentively that he might
miss nothing — even the inflection of a word. * I found Miss Watford
and Mimi at home. Watford had been detained by business on the
farm. Miss Watford received me as kindly as before. Mimi, too,
seemed glad to see me. Mr Caswall came so soon after I had
arrived, that he or someone on his behalf must have been watching
for me. He was followed closely by the Christy Minstrel, who was
puffing hard as if he had been running — so it was probably he who
watched. Mr Caswall was very cool and collected, but there was a
more than usually iron look about his face that I did not like.
However, both he and I got on very well. He talked pleasantly on all
sorts of questions. The nigger waited a while and then disappeared
as on the other occasion. Mr Caswall’s eyes were as usual fixed on
Lilia. True, they seemed to be very deep and earnest, but there was
no offence in them. Had it not been for the drawing down of the
brows and the stem set of the jaws, I should not at first have
noticed anything. But the stare, when presently it began, increased
in intensity. I could see that Lilia began to suffer from nervousness,
as on the first occasion ; but she carried herself bravely. However,
the more nervous she grew, the harder Mr Caswall stared. It was
evident to me that he had come prepared for some sort of mesmeric
or hypnotic battle. After a while he began to throw glances round
him and then raised his hand, Digitized by Google
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attentively that he might miss nothing—even the
inflection of a word.

“I found Miss Watford and Mimi at home.
Watford had been detained by business on the farm.
Miss Watford received me as kindly as before.
Mimi, too, seemed glad to see me. Mr Caswall
came 80 soon after I had arrived, that he or some-
one on his behalf must have been watching for me.
He was followed closely by the Christy Minstrel,
who was puffing hard as if he had been running—
so it was probably he who watched. Mr Caswall
was very cool and collected, but there was a more
than usually iron look about his face that I did not
like. However, both he and I got on very well. He
talked pleasantly on all sorts of questions. The
nigger waited a while and then disappeared as on
the other occasion. Mr Caswall’s eyes were as
usual fixed on Lilla. True, they seemed to be very
deep and earnest, but there was no offence in them.
Had it not been for the drawing down of the
brows and the stern set of the jaws, I should not at
first have noticed anything. But the stare, when
presently it began, increased in intensity. I could
see that Lilla began to suffer from nervousness, as
on the first occasion ; but she carried herself bravely.
However, the more nervous she grew, the harder
Mr Caswall stared. It was evident to me that he
had come prepared for some sort of mesmeric or
hypnotic battle. After a while he began to throw
glances round him and then raised his hand,



The First Encounter 95 without letting either Lilia or Mimi
see the action. It was evidently intended to give some sign to the
Christy Minstrel, for he came, in his usual stealthy way, quietly in by
the hall door, which was open. Then Mr CaswalTs efforts at staring
became intensified, and poor Lilia’s nervousness grew greater. Mimi,
seeing that her cousin was distressed, came close to her, as if to
comfort or strengthen her with the consciousness of her presence.
This evidently made a difficulty for Mr Caswall, for his efforts,
without seeming to get feebler, seemed less effective. This continued
for a little while, to the gain of both Lilia and Mimi. Then there was a
diversion. Without word or apology the door opened and Lady
Arabella March entered the room. We had seen her coming through
the great window. Without a word she crossed the room and stood
beside Mr Caswall. It really was very like a fight of a peculiar kind ;
and the longer it was sustained the more earnest — the fiercer — it
grew. That combination of forces — the over-lord, the white woman,
and the black man — would have cost some — probably all of them
— their lives in the Southern States of America. To us all it was
simply horrible. But all that you can understand. This time, to go on
in sporting phrase, it was understood by all to be a* fight to a finish,’
and the mixed group did not slacken a moment or relax their efforts.
On Lilia the strain began to tell disastrously. She grew pale — a
patchy pallor, which meant that all her Digitized by Google
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without letting either Lilla or Mimi see the action.
It was evidently intended to give some sign to the
Christy Minstrel, for he came, in his usual stealthy
way, quietly in by the hall door, which was open.
Then Mr Caswall’s efforts at staring became inten-
sified, and poor Lilla’s nervousness grew greater.
Mimi, seeing that her cousin was distressed, came
close to her, as if to comfort or strengthen her
with the consciousness of her presence. This
evidently made a difficulty for Mr Caswall, for his
efforts, without seeming to get feebler, seemed less
effective. This continued for a little while, to the
gain of both Lilla and Mimi. Then there was a
diversion. Without word or apology the door
opened and Lady Arabella March entered the room.
We had seen her coming through the great window.
Without a word she crossed the room and stood
beside Mr Caswall. It really was very like a fight
of a peculiar kind ; and the longer it was sustained
the more earnest—the fiercer—it grew. That
combination of forces—the over-lord, the white
woman, and the black man—would have cost some—
probably all of them—their lives in the Southern
States of America. To us all it was simply horrible.
But all that you can understand. This time, to go
on in sporting phrase, it was understood by all to
be a ‘ fight to a finish,” and the mixed group did not
slacken a moment or relax their efforts. On Lilla
the strain began to tell disastrously. She grew
pale—a patchy pallor, which meant that all her



96 The Lair of the White Worm nerves were out of order.
She trembled like an aspen, and though she struggled bravely, I
noticed that her legs would hardly stiffen. A dozen times she seemed
about to collapse in a faint, but each time, on catching sight of
Mimi’s eyes, she made a fresh struggle and pulled through. ™ By now
Mr Caswall’s face had lost its appearance of passivity. No longer was
it immobile. His eyes glowed with a red fiery light. He was still the
old Boman in inflexibility of purpose; but grafted on the Boman was
a new Berserker fury. The statical force of his nature had entered on
a new phase. It had become dynamical. His companions in the
baleful work seemed to have taken on something of his feeling. Lady
Arabella looked like a soulless, pitiless being, not human unless it
revived old legends of transformed human beings ewho had lost
their humanity in some transformation or in the sweep of natural
savagery. As for the Christy Minstrel, the only comparison I can
suggest was a fiend from hell, engaged in the active pursuit of his
natural purpose. I think I have already given you my impression of
his lofty natural beauty. That I take back, for then I only spoke of
possibilities. . . . Now that I have seen his devilry in full blast, such a
belief is inadequate. I can only say, that it was solely due to the self-
restraint which you impressed on me that I did not wipe him out as
he stood — without warning, without fair play — without a single
one of the graces of life and death. Digitized by LjOoq le



The First Encounter 97 Lilia was silent in the helpless
concentration of deadly fear ; Mimi was all resolve and self-
forgetfulness, so intent on the soul-struggle in which she was
engaged that there was no possibility of any other thought. As for
myself, the bonds of will which held me inactive seemed like bands
of steel which nhumbed all my faculties, except sight and hearing. I
was limited absolutely to the power of waiting. We seemed fixed in
an impasse . Something must happen, though the power of guessing
what was inactive. As in a dream, I saw Mimi’s hand move restlessly,
as if groping for something. It was like a hand grown blind.
Mechanically it touched that of Lilia, and in that instant she was
transformed. It was as if youth and strength entered afresh into
something already dead to sensibility and intention. As if by
inspiration, she grasped the other’s hand with a force which
blenched the knuckles. Her face suddenly flamed, as if some divine
light shone through it. Her form rose and expanded till it stood out
majestically. Lifting her right hand, she stepped forward towards
Caswall, and with a bold sweep of her arm seemed to drive some
strange force towards him. Again and again was the gesture
repeated, the man falling back from her at each movement. Towards
the door he retreated, she following. There was a sound as of the
cooing sob of doves, which seemed to multiply and intensify with
each second. The sound from the unseen source rose and rose as he
7 Digitized by LjOoq le
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Lilla was silent in the helpless concentration of
deadly fear ; Mimi was all resolve and self-forget-
fulness, so intent on the soul-struggle in which she
was engaged that there was no possibility of any
other thought. As for myself, the bonds of will
which’' held me inactive seemed like bands of steel
which numbed all my faculties, except sight and
hearing. I was limited absolutely to the power of
waiting. We seemed fixed in an i¢mpasse. Some-
thing must happen, though the power of guessing
what was inactive. As in a dream, I saw Mimi’s
hand move restlessly, as if groping for something.
It was like a hand grown blind. Mechanically it
touched that of Lilla, and in that instant she was
transformed. It was as if youth and strength
entered afresh into something already dead to
sensibility and intention. As if by inspiration,
she grasped the other’s hand with a force which
blenched the knuckles. Her face suddenly flamed,
as if some divine light shone through it. Her form
rose and expanded ftill it stood out majestically.
Lifting her right hand, she stepped forward towards
Caswall, and with a bold sweep of her arm seemed
to drive some strange force towards him. Again
and again was the gesture repeated, the man falling
back from her at each movement. Towards the
door he retreated, she following. There was &
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to multiply and intensify with each second. The

sound from the unseen source rose and rose as he
1



98 The Lair of the White Worm retreated, till finally it
swelled out in a triumphant peal, as she, with a fierce sweep of her
arm, seemed to hurl something at her foe, and he, moving his hands
blindly before his face, appeared to bo swept through the doorway
and out into the open sunlight. At the same moment as he went, the
light of day became suddenly dimmed, as though a mighty shadow
had swept over the face of the earth. The air was full of a fierce
continuous sound as of whirring wings. * All at once my own
faculties were fully restored ; I could see and hear everything, and
be fully conscious of what was going on. Even the figures of the
baleful group were there, though dimly seen as through a veil — a
shadowy veil. I saw Lilia sink down in a swoon, and Mi mi throw up
her arms in a gesture of triumph. As I saw her through the great
window, the sunshine flooded the landscape, which, however, was
momentarily becoming eclipsed by an on-rush of a myriad birds. ™
Hark to the rushing of their wings ! ” Digitized by LjOoq le
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retreated, till finally it swelled out in a triumphant
peal, as she, with a fierce sweep of her arm, seemed
to hurl something at her foe, and he, moving his
hands blindly before his face, appeared to be swept
through the doorway and out into the open sunlight.
At the same moment as he went, the light of day
became suddenly dimmed, as though a mighty
shadow had swept over the face of the earth. The
air was full of a fierce continuous sound as of whirring
wings.

¢ All at once my own faculties were fully restored ;
I could see and hear everything, and be fully
conscious of what was going on. Even the figures
of the baleful group were there, though dimly
seen as through a veil—a shadowy veil. 1 saw
Lilla sink down in a swoon, and Mimi throw up
her arms in a gesture of triumph. As I saw her
through the great window, the sunshine flooded
the landscape, which, however, was momentarily
becoming eclipsed by an on-rush of a myriad birds.

‘“ Hark to the rushing of their wings!”



CHAPTER XII THE KITE By the next morning, daylight
showed the actual danger which threatened the east side of
England. From every part of the eastern counties reports were
received concerning the enormous immigration of birds. Experts
were sending — on their own account, on behalf of learned
societies, and through local and imperial governing bodies — reports
dealing with the matter, and suggesting remedies. As might have
been expected, the latter were mostly worthless. They were either
disguised or undisguised advertisements with some personal object,
or else merely the babble of persons desirous of notoriety on a
quasi-scientific basis. The longsuffering public showed by its
indifference to such reports forced upon them that they were not
such fools as they were supposed to be. Of course the reports closer
to home were more disturbing, even if more monotonous, for Castra
Regis was the very centre of the trouble. All day long, and even all
night long, it would seem that the birds were coming thicker from all
quarters. Doubtless many were going as well as coming, but the
mass seemed never 99 Digitized by LjOoq le
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ioo The Lair of the White Worm to get less. Each bird
seemed to sound some note of fear or anger or seeking, and the
whirring of wings never ceased nor lessened. The air was full of a
muttered throb. No window or barrier could shut out the sound, till
the ears of any listening became partly paralysed by the ceaseless
sound. So monotonous it was, so cheerless, so disheartening, so
melancholy, that all longed, but in vain, for any variety, no matter
how terrible it might be. The second morning the reports from all
the districts round were more alarming than ever. Farmers began to
dread the coming of winter as they saw the dwindling of the timely
fruitfulness of the earth. And as yet it was only warning of evil, not
the evil accomplished ; the ground began to look bare whenever
some passing sound temporarily frightened the birds. Edgar Caswall
tortured his brain for a long time unavailingly, to think of some
means of getting rid of what he as well as his neighbours had come
to regard as a plague of birds. At last he recalled a circumstance
which promised a solution of the difficulty. The experience was of
some years ago in China, far up-country, towards the head- waters
of the Yang-tze-kiang, where the smaller tributaries spread out in a
sort of natural irrigation scheme to supply the wilderness of paddy-
fields. It was at the time of the ripening rice, and the wilderness of
birds which came to feed on the coming crop was a serious menace
not only to the district, but to the Digitized by LjOoq le
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tricts round were more alarming than ever. Farmers
began to dread the coming of winter as they saw
the dwindling of the timely fruitfulness of the earth.
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the evil accomplished ; the ground began to look
bare whenever some passing sound temporarily
frightened the birds.

Edgar Caswall tortured his brain for a long time
unavailingly, to think of some means of getting rid
of what he as well as his neighbours had come to
regard as a plague of birds. At last he recalled a
circumstance which promised a solution of the
difficulty. The experience was of some years ago
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The Kite IOI country at large. The farmers, who were more
or less afflicted with the same trouble every season, knew how to
deal with it. They made a vast kite, which they caused to be flown
over the centre spot of the incursion. The kite was shaped like a
great hawk ; and the moment it rose into the air the birds began to
cower and seek protection and then to disappear. So long as that
kite was flying overhead the birds lay low. The crop was saved.
Accordingly Caswall had his men construct an immense kite,
adhering as well as they could to the lines of a hawk. Then he and
his men, with a sufficiency of string, began to fly it high overhead.
The experience of China was repeated. The moment the kite rose,
the birds hid or sought shelter. The following morning, the kite still
flying high, no bird was to be seen as far as the eye could reach
from Castra Regis. But there followed in turn what proved even a
worse evil. All the birds were cowed ; their sounds stopped. Neither
song nor chirp was heard — silence seemed to have taken the place
of the myriad voices of bird life. But that was not all. The silence
spread to all animals. The fear and restraint which brooded amongst
the denizens of the air began to affect all life. Not only did the birds
cease song or chirp, but the lowing of the cattle ceased in the fields
and the myriad sounds of life died away In the place of these things
was only a soundless gloom, more dreadful, more disheartening,
more soul-killing than any Digitized by LjOoq le
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less afflicted with the same trouble every season,
knew how to deal with it. They made a vast kite,
which they caused to be flown over the centre spot of
the incursion. The kite was shaped like a great
hawk ; and the moment it rose into the air the birds
began to cower and seek protection and then to
disappear. So long as that kite was flying overhead
the birds lay low. The crop was saved. Accord-
ingly Caswall had his men construct an immense
kite, adhering as well as they could to the lines of a
hawk. Then he and his men, with a sufficiency of
string, began to fly it high overhead. The experi-
ence of China was repeated. The moment the kite
rose, the birds hid or sought shelter. The following
morning, the kite still flying high, no bird was to be
seen as far as the eye could reach from Castra Regis.
But there followed in turn what proved even a
worse evil. All the birds were cowed ; their sounds
stopped. Neither song nor chirp was heard—
silence seemed to have taken the place of the
myriad voices of bird life. But that was not all.
The silence spread to all animals.

The fear and restraint which brooded amongst
the denizens of the air began to affect all life. Not
only did the birds cease song or chirp, but the lowing
of the cattle ceased in the fields and the myriad
sounds of life died away. In the place of these
things was only a soundless gloom, more dreadful,
more disheartening, more soul-killing than any



102 The Lair of the White Worm concourse of sounds, no
matter how full of fear and dread. Pious individuals and bodies put
up constant prayers for relief from the intolerable solitude. After a
little there were signs of universal depression which who ran might
read. One and all the faces of men and women seemed bereft of
vitality, of interest, of thought, and, most of all, of hope. Men
seemed to have lost the power of expression of their thoughts. The
soundless air seemed to have the same effect as the universal
darkness when men gnawed their tongues with pain. From this
infliction of silence there was no relief. Everything was affected ;
gloom was the predominant note. Joy appeared to have passed
away as a factor of life, and this creative impulse had nothing to
take its place. That giant spot in high air was a plague of evil
influence. It seemed like a new misanthropic belief which had fallen
on human beings, carrying with it the negation of all hope. After a
few days, men began to grow desperate ; their very words as well
as their senses seemed to be in chains. Edgar Caswall again tortured
his brain to find any antidote or palliative of this greater evil than
before. He would gladly have destroyed the kite, or caused its flying
to cease ; but he dared not. The instant it was pulled down, the
birds rose up in even greater numbers ; all those who depended in
any way on agriculture sent pitiful protests to Castra Regis. It was
strange indeed what influence that kite Digitized by LjOoq le
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of interest, of thought, and, most of all, of hope.
Men seemed to have lost the power of expression of
their thoughts. The soundless air seemed to have
the same effect as the universal darkness when men
gnawed their tongues with pain.

From this infliction of silence there was no relief.
Everything was affected; gloom was the pre-
dominant note. Joy appeared to have passed away
as a factor of life, and this creative impulse had
nothing to take its place. That giant spot in
high air was a plague of evil influence. It seemed
like a new misanthropic belief which had fallen
on human beings, carrying with it the negation
of all hope. After a few days, men began to grow
desperate ; their very words as well as their senses
seemed to be in chains. Edgar Caswall again tor-
tured his brain to find any antidote or palliative
of this greater evil than before. He would gladly
have destroyed the kite, or caused its flying to
cease ; but he dared not. The instant it was
pulled down, the birds rose up in even greater
numbers; all those who depended in any way
on agriculture sent pitiful protests to Castra Regis.

It was strange indeed what influence that kite



The Kite 103 seemed to exercise. Even human beings were
affected by it, as if both it and they were realities. As for the people
at Mercy Farm, it was like a taste of actual death. Lilia felt it most. If
she had been indeed a real dove, with a real kite hanging over her in
the air, she could not have been more frightened or more affected
by the fright this created. Of course, some of those already drawn
into the vortex noticed the effect on individuals. Those who were
interested took care to compare their information. They felt that it
might be of service later on. Strangely enough, as it seemed to the
others, the person who took the ghastly silence least to heart was
the Christy Minstrel. By nature he was not a man sensitive to, or
afflicted by, nerves. This alone would not have produced the
seeming indifference, so they set their minds to discover the real
cause. Adam came quickly to the conclusion that there was for him
some compensation that the others did not share ; and he soon
believed that that compensation was in one form or another
enjoyment of the sufferings of others. Thus, he had a never-failing
source of amusement. The birds alone seemed as if they would
satisfy even him. He took delight in the oppression by the predatory
birds of the others of their kind. And then, even of them he took the
occasion to add to his collection of beaks. Lady Arabella’s cold nature
rendered her immune to anything in the Digitized by LjOoq le
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others, the person who took the ghastly silence
least to heart was the Christy Minstrel. By nature
he was not a man sensitive to, or afflicted by, nerves.
This alone would not have produced the seeming
indifference, so they set their minds to discover
the real cause. Adam came quickly to the con-
clusion that there was for him some compensation
that the others did not share ; and he soon believed
that that compensation was in one form or another
enjoyment of the sufferings of others. Thus, he
had a never-failing source of amusement. The
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104 The Lair of the White Worm way of pain or trouble to
or of others. And Edgar Caswall was far too haughty a person, and
too stem of nature, to concern himself about even poor or helpless
people, much less the lower order of mere animals. Mr Watford, Mr
Salton, and Sir Nathaniel were all concerned in the issue, partly from
kindness of heart — for none of them could see suffering, even of
wild birds, unmoved — and partly on account of their property,
which had to be protected, or ruin would stare them in the face
before long. Lilia suffered acutely. As time went on, her face became
pinched, and her eyes dull with watching and crying. Mimi suffered
too on account of her cousin’s suffering. But as she could do
nothing, she resolutely made up her mind to self-restraint and
patience. The inhabitants of the district around took the matter with
indifference. They had been freed from the noises, and the silence
did not trouble them. It is often so ; people put a different and more
lofty name on their own purposes. For instance, these people
probably considered their own view founded on common weal,
whereas it was merely indifference founded on selfishness. Digitized
by LjOoq le
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Edgar Caswall was far too haughty a person, and
too stern of nature, to concern himself about even
poor or helpless people, much less the lower order
of mere animals. Mr Watford, Mr Salton, and Sir
Nathaniel were all concerned in the issue, partly
from kindness of heart—for none of them could see
suffering, even of wild birds, unmoved—and partly
on account of their property, which had to be
protected, or ruin would stare them in the face
before long. Lilla suffered acutely. As time went
on, her face became pinched, and her eyes dull
with watching and crying. Mimi suffered too on
account of her cousin’s suffering. But as she
could do nothing, she resolutely made up her mind
to self-restraint and patience. The inhabitants of
the district around took the matter with indiffer-
ence. They had been freed from the noises, and
the silence did not trouble them. It is often so ;
people put a different and more lofty name on
their own purposes. For instance, these people
probably considered their own view founded on
common weal, whereas it was merely indifference
founded on selfishness.



CHAPTER XIII MESMER'S CHEST After a couple of weeks
had passed, the kite seemed to give to Edgar Caswall a new zest for
life. It appeared to have a satisfying influence on him. He was never
tired of looking at its movements. He had a comfortable armchair
put out on the tower, wherein he sat sometimes all day long,
watching as though the kite was a new toy and he a child lately
come into possession of it. He did not seem to have lost interest in
Lilia, for he still paid an occasional visit at Mercy Farm. Indeed, his
feeling towards her, whatever it had been at first, had now so far
changed that it had become a distinct affection of a purely animal
kind. In the change of the kind of affection, the peculiarly
impersonal, philosophic, almost platonic, had shed all the finer
qualities that had belonged to it. Indeed, it seemed as though the
man’s nature had become corrupted, and that all the baser and
more selfish and more reckless qualities had become more
conspicuous. There was not so much sternness apparent in his
nature, because there was less self-restraint. Determination had 105
Digitized by LjOoq le
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io6 The Lair of the White Worm become indifference.
Sensitiveness, such as had been, became callousness. Altogether,
there did not seem to be in his nature the same singleness of
purpose, either in kind or degree. Strangely, as he unconsciously
yielded to this demoralising process, he seemed to be achieving a
new likeness to Oolanga. Sometimes as Adam— ever on the watch
— noticed the growing change, he began to<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>