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The Sirens stand, as it would seem, to the ancient and the modern, for theimpulsesin life as yet
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Chapter |

Master Nathanid Chanticleer

The Free State of Dorimare was avery smdl country, but, seeing that it was bounded on the south by
the seaand on the north and east by mountains, whileits centre consisted of arich plain, watered by two
rivers, aconsderable variety of scenery and vegetation was to be found within its borders. Indeed,
towards thewest, in striking contrast with the pastoral sobriety of the central plain, the aspect of the
country became, if not tropical, at any rate distinctly exotic. Nor was thisto be wondered at, perhaps; for
beyond the Debatable Hills (the boundary of Dorimare in the west) lay Fairyland. There had, however,
been no intercourse between the two countries for many centuries.

The socia and commercia centre of Dorimare wasiits capita, Lud-in-the-Mist, which was Situated at
the confluence of two rivers about ten milesfrom the seaand fifty from the Elfin Hills,

Lud-in-the-Mist had all the things that make an old town pleasant. It had an ancient Guild Hal, built of
mellow golden bricks and covered with ivy and, when the sun shone onit, it looked like arotten apricot;
it had aharbour in which rode vessals with white and red and tawny sails; it had flat brick houses— not
the mere carapace of human beings, but ancient living creatures, renewing and modifying themsaveswith
each generation under their changeess antique roofs. It had old arches, framing delicate landscapes that
one could walk into, and a picturesque old graveyard on the top of ahill, and little open squares where
comic baroque statues of dead citizens held levees attended by birds and lovers and insects and children.
It had, indeed, more than its share of pleasant things; for, aswe have seen, it had two rivers.

Also, it was plentifully planted with trees.

One of the handsomest houses of Lud-in-the-Mist had belonged for generations to the family of
Chanticleer. It was of red brick, and the front, which looked on to aquiet lane leading into the High
Street, was covered with stucco, on which flowers and fruit and shellswere ddlicately modeled, while
over the door was emblazoned afine, stylized cock — the badge of the family. Behind, it had a spacious
garden, which stretched down to the river Dapple. Though it had no lack of flowers, they did not



immediately meet the eye, but were imprisoned in awalled kitchen-garden, where they were planted in
neat ribands, edging the plots of vegetables. Here, too, in spring was to be found the pleasantest of al
garden conjunctions — thick yew hedges and fruit trees in blossom. Outside this kitchen-garden there
was no need of flowers, for they had many subgtitutes. Let athing be but a sort of punctua surprise, like
thefirst cache of violetsin March, let it be ddlicate, painted and gratuitous, hinting that the Cresator is
solely preoccupied with aesthetic considerations, and combines disparate objects smply because they
look sowell together, and that thing will admirably fill therole of aflower.

In early summer it was the doves, with the bloom of plums on their breasts, waddling on their cord legs
over thewide expanse of lawn, to which their propinquity gave an dmost startling greenness, that were
the flowersin the Chanticleers garden. And the trunks of birches are as good, any day, aswhite
blossom, even if there had not been the acaciasin flower. And there was awhite peacock which, in spite
of its restlessness and harsh shrieks, had something about it, too, of aflower. And the Dappleitself,
stained like a palette, with great daubs of colour reflected from sky and earth, and carrying on its surface,
in autumn, red and yellow leaves which may havefdlen onit from thetrees of Fairyland, whereit had its
source — even the Dapple might be considered as aflower growing in the garden of the Chanticleers.

Therewas aso apleached aley of hornbeams. To theimaginative, it isaways something of an
adventure to walk down apleached dley. Y ou enter boldly enough, but soon you find yoursalf wishing
you had stayed outside — it is not air that you are breathing, but silence, the dmost pa pable silence of
trees. And isthe only exit that small round holein the distance? Why, you will never be able to squeeze
through that! Y ou must turn back . . .too late! The spacious porta by which you entered hasinitsturn
ghrunk to asmall round hole.

Master Nathaniel Chanticleer, the actual head of the family, wasatypica Dorimaritein appearance;
rotund, rubicund, red-haired, with hazdl eyesin which thejokes, before he uttered them, twinkled like a
trout in aburn. Spiritualy, too, he passed for atypica Dorimarite; though, indeed, it is never safeto
classify the souls of on€e's neighbors; oneis apt, in thelong run, to be proved afool. Y ou should regard
each meeting with afriend asastting heis unwittingly giving you for aportrait — a portrait thet,
probably, when you or he die, will ill be unfinished. And, though thisis an aosorbing pursuit,
nevertheless, the painters are gpt to end pessmists. For however handsome and merry may be the face,
however rich may be the background, in the first rough sketch of each portrait, yet with every added
stroke of the brush, with every tiny readjustment of the "vaues" with every modification of the
chiaroscuro, the eyes looking out a you grow more disquieting. And, findly, itisyour own face that you
aredaring a interror, asin amirror by candle-light, when al the houseis till.

All who knew Master Nathaniel would have been not only surprised, but incredul ous, had they been
told he was not a happy man. Y et such was the case. His life was poisoned at its springs by asmall,
nameessfear; afear not dways active, for during considerable periodsit would lie dmost dormant —
almost, but never entirely.

He knew the exact date of its genesis. One evening, many years ago, when hewas still but alad, he
and some friends decided as afrolic to dress up as the ghosts of their ancestors and frighten the servants.
Therewas no lack of properties; for the attics of the Chanticleers were filled with the lumber of the past:
grotesgue wooden masks, old wegpons and musical instruments, and old costumes — tragic,
hierophantic robes that looked little suited to the uses of daily life. There were whole chests, too, filled
with pieces of slk, embroidered or painted with curious scenes. Who has not wondered in what
mysterious forests our ancestors discovered the models for the beasts and birds upon their tapestries,
and on what planet were enacted the scenesthey have portrayed? It isin vain that the dead fingers have
sdtitched beneath them — and we can picture the mocking smile with which these crafty cozeners of
posterity accompanied the action — the words " February,” or "Hawking," or "Harvest," having us believe
that they are but illustrations of the activities proper to the different months. We know better. These are
not the norma activities of mortal men. What kind of beings peopled the earth four or five centuries ago,
what strange lore they had acquired, and what were their sinister doings, we shal never know. Our



ancestors keep their secret well.

Among the Chanticleers lumber there was aso no lack of those ddlicate, sophisticated toys— fans,
porcelain cups, engraved seals— that, when the civilisation that played with them is dead, become
pathetic and gppedling, just as tunes once gay inevitably become plaintive when the generation that first
sang them hasturned to dust. But those particular toys, one felt, could never have been redlly frivolous—
there was a curious gravity about their colouring and lines. Besides, the mora of the ephemerd things
with which they were decorated was often pointed in an aphorism or riddle. For instance, on afan
painted with wind-flowers and violets were illuminated these words. "Why isMdancholy like Honey?
Becauseit isvery swest, and it is culled from Flowers.”

Thesetrifles clearly belonged to alater period than the masks and costumes. Neverthel ess, they, too,
seemed very remote from the daily life of the modern Dorimarites.

Widl, when they had whitened their faces with flour and decked themsalves out to look as fantagtic as
possible, Master Nathaniel seized one of the old instruments, asort of lute ending in the carving of a
cock's head, its strings rotted by damp and antiquity, and, crying out, "Let's seeif thisold fellow hasa
croak leftin him!" plucked roughly at its Strings. They gave out one note, so plangent, blood-freezing and
aluring, that for afew seconds the company stood asif petrified.

Then one of the girls saved the Situation with a humourous squawk, and, putting her handsto her ears,
cried, "Thank you, Nat, for your cat's concert! It was worse than asqueaking date.” And one of the
young men cried laughingly, "1t must be the ghost of one of your ancestors, who wantsto be let out and
given aglassof hisown claret.” And theincident faded from their memories— but not from the memory
of Magter Nathanid.

He was never again the same man. For years that note was the gpex of his nightly dreams; the point
towardswhich, by their circuitous and seemingly senselesswindings, they had dl thetime been
converging. It was asif the note were aliving substance, and subject to the law of chemica changes—
that isto say, asthat law worksin dreams. For instance, he might dream that his old nurse was baking an
apple on thefirein her own cosy room, and as he watched it Smmer and sizzle she would look at him
with astrange smile, asmile such as he had never seen on her face in hiswaking hours, and say, "But, of
course, you know it isn't redlly the gpple. It's the Note.”

The influence that this experience had had upon his attitude to daily life was a curious one. Before he
had heard the note he had caused his father some uneasiness by hisimpatience of routine and his
hankering after travel and adventure. He had, indeed, been heard to vow that he would rather be the
captain of one of hisfather's shipsthan the sedentary owner of the whole fleet.

But after he had heard the Note amore stay-at-home and steady young man could not have been
found in Lud-in-the-Mist. For it had generated in him what one can only cal awistful yearning after the
prosaic things he already possessed. It was asif he thought he had aready lost what he was actualy
holding in hishands.

From this there sprang an ever-present sense of insecurity together with adistrust of the homely things
he cherished. With what familiar object — quill, pipe, pack of cards— would he be occupied, in which
regular recurrent action — the pulling on or off of his nightcap, the weekly auditing of his accounts—
would he be engaged when I T, the hidden menace, sprang out at him? And he would gaze in terror &t his
furniture, hiswals, his pictures— what strange scene might they one day witness, what awful experience
might he one day havein their presence?

Hence, at times, he would gaze on the present with the agonizing tenderness of one who gazes on the
padt: hiswife, Stting under the lamp embroidering, and retailing to him the gossip she had culled during
the day; or hislittle son, playing with the great magtiff on thefloor.

Thisnogtagiafor what was ill there seemed to find avoice in the cry of the cock, which tells of the
plough going through the land, the smdll of the country, the placid bustle of the farm, as happening now,
al round one; and which, smultaneoudly, mourns them as things vanished centuries ago.

From his secret poison there was, however, some sweetness to be distilled. For the unknown thing that
he dreaded could at times be envisaged as a dangerous cape that he had aready doubled. And to lie



awake at night in hiswarm feather bed, listening to the breathing of hiswife and the soughing of the trees,
would become, from this attitude, an exquisite pleasure.

Hewould say to himsdf, "How pleasant thisisl How safe! How warm! What a difference from that
lonely heath when | had no cloak and the wind found the fissuresin my doublet, and my feet were aching,
and there was not moon enough to prevent my stumbling, and IT was lurking in the darkness!” enhancing
thus his present well-being by imagining some unpleasant adventure now safe behind him.

This aso was the cause of histaking a pride in knowing hisway about his native town. For instance,
when returning from the Guildhdl to his own house he would say to himsdlf, " Straight acrossthe
market-place, down Appleimp Lane, and round by the Duke Aubrey Armsinto the High Street . . . |
know every step of the way, every step of the way!"

And he would get a sense of security, athrill of pride, from every acquaintance who passed the time of
day with him, from every dog to whom he could put aname. "That's Wagtail, Goceline Flack's dog.
That's Mab, the bitch of Rackabite the butcher, | know them!™

Though he did not redliseit, he was masguerading to himsdlf asastranger in Lud-in-the-Mist — a
stranger whom nobody knew, and who wasthus amost as safe asif he wereinvisible. And one dways
takes apride in knowing one's way about a strange town. But it was only this pride that emerged
completely into his consciousness.

The only outward expression of this secret fear was a sudden, unaccountable irascibility, when some
harmless word or remark happened to sting the fear into activity. He could not stand people saying,
"Who knows what we shall be doing thistime next year?' and he loathed such expressions as "for the last
time" "never again," however trivid the context in which they gppeared. For instance, he would snap his
wife's head off — why, she could not think — if she said, " Never again shdl | go to that butcher,” or
"That garchisadisgrace. It'sthe last time | shdl useit for my ruffs”

Thisfear, too, had awakened in him awistful craving for other men's shoes that caused himto take a
passonate interest in the lives of hisneighbors; that isto say if these lives moved in a different sphere
from his own. From this he had gained the reputation — not quite deserved —of being avery
warmhearted, sympathetic man, and he had won the heart of many a sea-captain, of many afarmer, of
many an old working-woman by the unfeigned interest he showed in their conversation. Their long,
meandering tales of humble normd liveswerelike the proverbid glimpse of asnug, lamp-lit parlour toa
traveller belated after nightfall.

He even coveted dead men's shoes, and he would loiter by the hour in the ancient burying-ground of
Lud-in-the-Migt, known from timeimmemorid asthe Fields of Grammary. He could judtify this habit by
pointing out the charming view that one got thence of both Lud and the surrounding country. But though
he sincerdly loved the view, what redlly brought him there were such epitaphs asthis:

HERE LIESEBENEEZOR SPIKE

BAKER

WHO HAVING PROVIDED THE CITIZENS

OF LUD-IN-THE-MIST FOR SIXTY YEARS

WITH FRESH SWEET LOAVES

DIED AT THE AGE OF EIGHTY-EIGHT
SURROUNDED BY HIS SONS AND GRANDSONS.

How willingly would he have changed placeswith that old baker! And then the disquieting thought
would cometo him that perhaps after dl epitaphs are not altogether to be trusted.

Chapter 11
The Duke Who Laughed Himsdf Off a Throne and Other Traditions of Dorimare



Before we start on our story, it will be necessary, for its proper understanding, to give a short sketch of
the history of Dorimare and the bdliefs and customs of its inhabitants.

Lud-in-the-Mist was scattered about the banks of two rivers, the Dapple and the Dawl, which met on
itsoutskirts at an acute angle, the apex of which was the harbour. Then there were more houses up the
sdeof ahill, on thetop of which stood the Fidds of Grammary.

The Dawl wasthe biggest river of Dorimare, and it became so broad at Lud-in-the-Mist asto give that
town, twenty milesinland though it was, al the advantages of a port; while the actual segport town itsalf
was little more than afishing village. The Dapple, however, which had its sourcein Fairyland (from asalt
inland sea, the geographers held) and flowed subterraneoudly under the Debatable Hills, was ahumble
little stream, and played no part in the commercid life of the town. But an old maxim of Dorimare bade
one never forget that “The Dapple flowsinto the Dawl.' It had come to be employed when one wanted to
show the inadvisability of despising the services of humble agents; but, possibly, it had originaly another
goplication.

The wedlth and importance of the country was mainly due to the Dawl. It was thanksto the Dawl that
girlsin remote villages of Dorimare wore brooches made out of walrus tusks, and gpplied bits of
unicorns hornsto their toothache, that the chimney-piece in the parlour of dmost every farm-house was
adorned with an ostrich egg, and that when the ladies of Lud-in-the-Mist went out shopping or to play
cards with their friends, their market-basket or ivory markerswere carried by little indigo pagesin
crimson turbans from the Cinnamon Ides, and that pigmy peddlers from the far North hawked amber
through the streets. For the Dawl had turned Lud-in-the-Mist into atown of merchants, and dl the power
and nearly dl the wedth of the country wasin their hands.

But this had not aways been the case. In the old days Dorimare had been a duchy, and the population
had consisted of nobles and peasants. But gradualy there had arisen amiddle-class. And this class had
discovered — asit dways does— that trade was serioudy hampered by aruler unchecked by a
congdtitution, and by aruthless, privileged class. Figuratively, these things were damming the Dawl.

Indeed, with each generation the Dukes had been growing more capricious and more sdfish, till finaly
these failings had culminated in Duke Aubrey, a hunchback with aface of angdlic beauty, who seemed to
be possessed by alaughing demon of destructiveness. He had been known, out of sheer wantonness, to
gdlop with his hunt straight through afield of stlanding corn, and to st fireto afine ship for the mere
pleasure of watching it burn. And he dedlt with the virtue of his subjects wives and daughtersin the same
high-handed way.

Asarule, his pranks were seasoned by adightly sinister humour. For instance, when on the eve of
marriage amaid, according to immemoria custom, wasritudly offering her virginity to the spirit of the
farm, symbolised by the most ancient tree on the freehold, Duke Aubrey would legp out from behind it,
and, pretending to be the spirit, take her at her word. And tradition said that he and one of his boon
companions wagered that they would succeed in making the court jester commit suicide of hisown free
will. So they began to work on hisimagination with plaintive songs, the burden of which wasthefrailty of
al lovely things, and with grim fables comparing man to a shepherd, doomed to stand by impotent, while
his sheep are torn, one by one, by aravenous wolf.

They won their wager; for coming into the jester's room one morning they found him hanging from the
ceiling, dead. And it was believed that echoes of the laughter with which Duke Aubrey greeted this
spectacle were, from time to time, gill to be heard proceeding from that room.

But there had been pleasanter aspects to him. For one thing, he had been an exquisite poet, and such
of his songs as had come down were as fresh as flowers and as lonely asthe cuckoo's cry. Whilein the
country storieswere till told of his genidity and tenderness— how he would appear a a village wedding
with a cart-load of wine and cakes and fruit, or of how he would stand at the bedside of the dying, grave
and compassionate as apriest.

Nevertheless, the grim merchants, obsessed by awill to wedlth, raised up the people against him. For
three days a bloody bettle raged in the streets of Lud-in-the-Migt, in which fell al the nobles of Dorimare.



Asfor Duke Aubrey, he vanished — some said to Fairyland, where he was living to thisday. During
those three days of bloodshed al the priests had vanished aso. So Dorimare lost smultaneoudy its Duke
anditscult.

In the days of the Dukes, fairy things had been looked on with reverence, and the most solemn event of
therdigious year had been the annud arriva from Fairyland of mysterious, hooded strangerswith
milk-white mares, laden with offerings of fairy fruit for the Duke and the high-priest.

But after the revolution, when the merchants had seized dl the legidative and adminigtrative power, a
taboo was placed on dl thingsfairy.

Thiswas not to be wondered at. For one thing, the new rulers considered that the egting of fairy fruit
had been the chief cause of the degeneracy of the Dukes. It had, indeed, always been connected with
poetry and visions, which, springing as they do from an ever-present sense of mortadity, might eesily
appear morbid to the sturdy common sense of a burgher-classin the making. There was certainly nothing
morbid about the men of the revolution, and under their regime what one can only cal the tragic sense of
life vanished from poetry and art.

Besides, to the minds of the Dorimarites, fairy things had dways spelled delusion. The songs and
legends described Fairyland as a country where the villages appeared to be made of gold and cinnamon
wood, and where priests, who lived on opoba sum and frankincense, hourly offered holocausts of
peacocks and golden bullsto the sun and the moon. But if an honest, clear-eyed mortd gazed on these
things long enough, the glittering castles would turn into old, gnarled trees, the lampsinto glow-worms,
the precious stones into potsherds, and the magnificently-robed priests and their gorgeous sacrificesinto
aged crones muttering over afire of twigs.

Thefariesthemsdves, tradition taught, were eternaly jedous of the solid blessings of mortas, and,
clothed ininvisibility, would crowd to weddings and wakes and fairs—wherever good victuals, in fact,
wereto be found — and suck the juices from fruits and mests— in vain, for nothing could make them
subgantid.

Nor wasit only food that they stole. In out-of-the-way country placesit was gill believed that corpses
were but fairy chests, made to resemble flesh and bone, but without any real substance— otherwise,
why should they turn so quickly to dust? But the real person, for which the corpse was but aflimsy
substitute, had been carried away by the Fairies, to tend their blue kine and reap their fields of
gillyflowers. The country people, indeed, did not aways clearly distinguish between the Fairiesand the
dead. They cdled them both the " Silent Peopl€”; and the Milky Way they thought was the path aong
which the dead were carried to Fairyland.

Another tradition said that their only means of communication was poetry and music; and in the country
poetry and music were il caled "the language of the Silent People.”

Naturally enough, men who were teaching the Dawl to run gold, who were digging canals and building
bridges, and seeing that the tradesmen gave good measure and used standard weights, and who liked
both virtues and commaoditiesto be solid, had little patience for flimsy cheats. Nevertheless, the new
rulerswere cregting their own form of delusion, for it was they who founded in Dorimare the science of
jurisprudence, taking astheir basis the primitive code used under the Dukes and adapting it to modern
conditions by the use of legd fictions.

Magter Josiah Chanticleer (the father of Master Nathanidl), who had been avery ingenious and learned
jurigt, had drawn in one of histreatises a curious paralel between fairy things and the law. The men of the
revolution, he said, had substituted law for fairy fruit. But whereas only the reigning Duke and his priests
had been alowed to partake of thefruit, the law was given fredly to rich and poor dike. Again, fairy was
ddusion, so wasthe law. At any rate, it was asort of magic, moulding redlity into any shapeit chose.
But, whereas fairy magic and delusion were for the cozening and robbing of man, the magic of the law
wasto hisintention and for hiswelfare.

In the eye of the law, neither Fairyland nor fairy things existed. But then, as Master Josiah had pointed
out, thelaw playsfast and loose with redlity — and no oneredlly bdievesit.



Gradualy, an dmost physica horror cameto be fdt for anything connected with the Fairies and
Fairyland, and society followed the law in completely ignoring their existence. Indeed, the very word
"fairy" became taboo, and was never heard on polite lips, while the greatest insult one Dorimarite could
hurl at another wasto cdl him "Son of aFairy.”

But, on the painted cellings of ancient houses, in the peding frescoes of old barns, in the fragments of
bas-reliefs built into modern structures, and, above dl, in the tragic funereal statues of the Fields of
Grammary, aWinckelmann, had he visited Dorimare, would have found, as he did in the rococo Rome
of the elghteenth century, traces of an old and solemn art, the designs of which served as poncifsto the
modern artigts. For instance, awell-known advertisement of a certain cheese, which depicted acomic,
fat little man menacing with knife and fork an enormous cheese hanging in the sky like the moon, was
redly asort of unconscious comic reprisa made againgt the action depicted in avery ancient Dorimarite
design, wherein the moon itself pursued afrieze of tragic fugitives.

Widll, afew years before the opening of this story, a Winckelmann, though an anonymous one, actudly
did appear in Lud-in-the-Migt; dthough thefield of his enquirieswas not limited to the plagtic arts. He
published abook, entitled _Traces of Fairy in the Inhabitants, Customs, Art, Vegetation and Language of
Dorimare .

Histhesiswasthis: that there was an unmistakable fairy strain running through the race of Dorimarites,
which could only be explained by the hypothesisthat, in the olden days, there had been frequent
intermarriage between them and the Fairies. For instance, the red hair, so frequent in Dorimare, pointed,
he maintained, to such agtrain. It was aso to be found, he asserted, in the cattle of Dorimare. For this
assartion he had some foundation, for it was undeniable that from time to time a dun or dapple cow
would bring forth acaf of abluish tinge, whose dung was of aruddy gold. And tradition taught thet all
the cattle of Fairyland were blue, and that fairy gold turned into dung when it had crossed the border.
Tradition dso taught that al the flowers of Fairyland werered, and it was indisputable that the
cornflowers of Dorimare sprang up from time to time as red as poppies, and the lilies as red as damask
roses. Moreover, he discovered traces of the Fairies language in the oaths of the Dorimaritesand in
some of their names. And, to astranger, it certainly produced an odd impression to hear such high-flown
oaths as; by the Sun, Moon and Stars; by the Golden Apples of the West; by the Harvest of Souls; by
the White Ladies of the Fields; by the Milky Way, come tumbling out in the same breath with such
homely expletives as Busty Bridget; Toasted Cheese; Suffering Cats; by my Great-Aunt's Rump; or to
find names like Dreamsweet, Ambrose, Moonlove, wedded to such grotesque surnames as Baldbreech,
Hiperarde, or Pyepowders.

With regard to the designs of old tapestries and old bas-rdliefs, he maintained that they were
illugtrations of the flora, fauna, and history of Fairyland, and scouted the orthodox theory which explained
the strange birds and flowers as being due either to the artists unbridied fancy or to their imperfect
control of their medium, and considered that the fantastic scenes were taken from the rituas of the old
religion. For, heinssted, dl artistic types, dl ritua acts, must be modelled on redlities; and Fairyland is
the place where what we [ook upon as symbols and figures actually exist and occur.

If the antiquary, then, was correct, the Dorimarite, like a Dutchman of the seventeenth century, smoking
his churchwarden among histulips, and esting his dinner off Ddlft plates, had trividised to hisown taste
the solemn spiritual art of aremote, forbidden land, which he believed to be inhabited by grotesque and
evil creatures given over to strange vices and to dark cults. . . neverthelessin the veins of the Dutchman
of Dorimare there flowed without hisknowing it the blood of these same evil crestures.

It is easy to imagine the fury caused in Lud-in-the-Mist by the appearance of thisbook. The printer
was, of course, heavily fined, but he was unable to throw any light on its authorship. The manuscript, he
said, had been brought to him by arough, red-haired lad, whom he had never seen before. All the copies
were burned by the common hangman, and there the matter had to rest.

In spite of the law's maintaining that Fairyland and everything to do with it was non-existent, it was an
open secret that, though fairy fruit was no longer brought into the country with al the pomp of established



ritual, anyone who wanted it could always procureit in Lud-in-the-Mist. No great effort had ever been
made to discover the means and agents by which it was smuggled into the town; for to eat fairy fruit was
regarded as aloathsome and filthy vice, practised in low taverns by disreputable and inggnificant people,
such asindigo sailors and pigmy Norsemen. True, there had been cases known from time to time, during
the couple of centuriesthat had egpsed since the expulsion of Duke Aubrey, of youths of good family
taking to thisvice. But to be suspected of such athing spelled complete socia ostracism, and this,
combined with the innate horror felt for the stuff by every Dorimarite, caused such casesto be very rare.

But some twenty years before the opening of this story, Dorimare had been inflicted with aterrible
drought. People were reduced to making bread out of vetches and beans and fern-roots; and marsh and
tarn wererifled of their reedsto provide the cattle with food, while the Dawl was diminished to the size of
an ordinary rill, aswere the other rivers of Dorimare — with the exception of the Dapple. All through the
drought the waters of the Dapple remained unimpaired; but thiswas not to be wondered at, asariver
whose sources are in Fairyland has probably mysterious sources of moisture. But, as the drought burned
relentlesdy on, in the country districts an ever-increasing number of people succumbed to the vice of fairy
fruit-eting . . . with tragic results to themselves, for though the fruit was very grateful to their parched
throats, its spiritua effects were most darming, and every day fresh rumours reached Lud-in-the-Migt (it
was in the country digtricts that this epidemic, for so we must cal it, raged) of madness, suicide, orgiastic
dances, and wild doings under the moon. But the more they ate the more they wanted, and though they
admitted that the fruit produced an agony of mind, they maintained that for one who had experienced this
agony lifewould ceaseto belife without it.

How thefruit got across the border remained amystery, and dl the efforts of the magistratesto stop it
were useless. Invain they invented alegd fiction (aswe have seen, the law took no cognisance of fairy
things) that turned fairy fruit into aform of woven silk and, hence, contraband in Dorimare; in vain they
fulminated in the Senate againgt al smugglersand al men of depraved minds and filthy habits— dlently,
surely, the supply of fairy fruit continued to meet the demand. Then, with thefirst rain, both began to
decrease. But the inefficiency of the magigtratesin this nationa crisis was never forgotten, and "feckless
asamagidrate in the great drought™ became a proverb in Dorimare.

Asamatter of fact, the ruling class of Dorimare had become incapable of handling any serious
business. The wealthy merchants of Lud-in-the-Mi<t, the descendants of the men of the revolution and
the hereditary rulers of Dorimare had, by thistime, turned into a set of indolent, saf-indulgent, humorous
gentlemen, with hearts aslittle touched to tragic issues asthose of their forefathers, but with none of their
forefathers gerling qudlities.

A class struggling to assert itsdlf, to discover its true shape, which lies hidden, as does the statue in the
marble, in the hard, ressting materid of lifeitsdf, mug, in the nature of things, be different from that same
classwhen chisdl and malet have been laid aside, and it has actually become what it had so long been
struggling to be. For one thing, wealth had ceased to be a ddlicate, exotic blossom. It had become
naturalised in Dorimare, and was now ahardy perennid, docildly renewing itself year after year, and
needing no tending from the gardeners.

Hence sprang leisure, that fissure in the solid masonry of works and daysin which take seed amyriad
curiouslittle flowers — good cookery, and shining mahogany, and afashion in dress, that, like abaroque
bust, isfantastic through sheer wittiness, and porcelain shepherdesses, and the humours, and endless
jokes— in fact, the toys, material and spiritud, of civilisation. But they were as different as possible from
the toys of that older civilisation that littered the attics of the Chanticleers. About these there had been
something tragic and alittle Snister; while dl the manifestations of the modern civilisation werelike
fire-light — fantagtic, but homely.

Such, then, were the men in whose hands lay the welfare of the country. And, it must be confessed,
they knew but little and cared till |ess about the common people for whom they legidated.

For instance, they were unaware that in the country Duke Aubrey's memory was till green. It was not
only that natural children still went by the name of "Duke Aubrey'sbrats'; that when they saw afaling



gar old women would say, "Duke Aubrey has shot aro€"; and that on the anniversary of hisexpulsion,
maidens would fling into the Dapple, for luck, garlands woven out of the two plantsthat had formed the
badge of the Dukes— ivy and squills. Hewas aliving redlity to the country people; so much o that,
when leakages were found in the vats, or when a horse was discovered in the morning with his coat
stained and furrowed with sweet, some rogue of afarm-hand could often escape punishment by swearing
that Duke Aubrey had been the culprit. And there was not afarm or village that had not at least one
inhabitant who swore that he had seen him, on some midsummer's eve, or some night of the winter
solgtice, gdloping past at the head of hisfairy hunt, with harlequin ribbands streaming in the wind, to the
sound of innumerable bells.

But of Fairyland and its inhabitants the country people knew no more than did the merchants of
Lud-in-the-Mist. Between the two countries stood the barrier of the Debatable Hills, the foothills of
which were called the Elfin Marches, and were fraught, tradition said, with every kind of danger, both
physicd and moral. No one in the memory of man had crossed these hills, and to do so was considered
tantamount to desth.

Chapter 111
TheBeginning of Trouble

The socid life of Lud-in-the-Mist began in spring and ended in autumn. In winter the citizens preferred
their own firesdes, they had an unreasoning didike of being out after nightfall, adidike due not so much
to fear asto habit. Though the habit may have sprung from some forgotten danger that, long ago, had
made their ancestors shun the dark.

So it was dwayswith relief aswel aswith joy that they welcomed the first appearance of spring —
scarcely crediting at first thet it was aredlity shared by al the world, and not merely an optical delusion
confined to their own eyesin their own garden. There, the lawn was certainly green, the larchesand
thorns even startlingly so, and the admonds had rose-coloured blossoms; but the fields and treesin the
hazy distance beyond their own wallswere till grey and black. Y es, the coloursin their own garden must
be due merely to some gracious accident of light, and when that light shifted the colours would vanish.

But everywhere, seadily, invishbly, thetrees winter foliage of white sky or amethyst grey dusk was
turning to green and gold.

All the world over we are very conscious of the treesin spring, and watch with delight how the
network of twigs on the wych-emsis becoming spangled with tiny puce flowers, likelittle beetles caught
in aspider'sweb, and how little lemon-coloured buds are studding the thorn. While asto the long
red-gold buds of the horse-chestnuts — they come bursting out with asort of avisua bang. And now the
beech ishatching itstiny perfectly-formed leaves— and dl the other treesin turn.

And at first we delight in the diversity of the colours and shapes of the various young leaves— noting
how those of the birch are like a swarm of green bees, and those of the lime so transparent that they are
stained black with the shadow of those above and benegth them, and how those of the em diaper the
sky with the prettiest pattern, and are the ones that grow the most dowly.

Then we ceaseto note their idiosyncrasies, and they merge, till autumn, into one solid, unobtrusive
green curtain for throwing into relief brighter and sharper things. Thereis nothing so dumb asatreein full
lesf.

It wasin the spring of hisfiftieth year that Master Nathaniel Chanticleer had hisfirst red anxiety. It
concerned hisonly son Ranulph, alittle boy of twelve years old.

Master Nathaniel had been elected that year to the highest office in the state— that of Mayor of
Lud-in-the-Mist and High Seneschal of Dorimare. Ex officio, he was president of the Senate and chief
justice on the Bench. According to the congtitution, as drawn up by the men of the revolution, he was
responsible for the safety and defence of the country in case of attack by seaor land; it wasfor himto
see that both justice and the country's revenues were properly administered; and histime was held to be



at the disposa of the most obscure citizen with agrievance.

Actudly — apart from presiding on the Bench — his duties had come to consist of nothing more
onerous than being agenia and dignified chairman of acomfortable and select club, for that waswhat in
redlity the Senate had now become. Neverthel ess, though it was open to question whether his official
dutieswere of the dightest use to anyone, they were numerous enough to occupy most of histime and to
cause him to be unconscious of the under-currentsin hishome,

Ranulph had aways been adreamy, rather delicate child, and backward for his years. Up to the age of
seven, or thereabouts, he had caused his mother much anxiety by his habit, when playing in the garden, of
shouting out remarks to an imaginary companion. And he was fond of talking nonsense (according to the
ideas of Lud-in-the-Migt, dightly obscene nonsense) about golden cups, and snow-white ladies milking
azure cows, and the sound of tinkling bridles at midnight. But children are apt, dl the world over, to have
nasty little minds; and thistype of talk was not uncommon among the children of Lud-in-the-Migt, and, as
they nearly dwaysgrew out of it, little attention was paid to it.

Then, when hewas afew years older, the sudden death of ayoung scullery maid affected him so
strongly thet for two days he would not touch food, but lay with frightened eyestossing and trembling in
bed, like anewly-caught bird in a cage. When his shocked and darmed mother (hisfather was at the
segport town on business at the time) tried to comfort him by reminding him that he had not been
particularly fond of the scullery maid while she was dive, he had cried out irritably, "No, no, itisn't her . .
. it'sthe thing that has happened to her!"

But al that was when he was till quite alittle boy, and, as he grew older, he had seemed to become
much more normal.

But that spring histutor had come to Dame Marigold to complain of hisinattention at his studies, and
sudden unreasonable outbreaks of passion. "To tell the you truth, maiam, | think the little fellow can't be
well," the tutor had said.

So Dame Marigold sent for the good old family doctor, who said there was nothing the matter with him
but alittle overheeting of the blood, athing very common in the spring; and prescribed sprigs of boragein
wine: "the best cordia for lazy scholars,” and he winked and pinched Ranulph's ear, adding that in June
he might be given an infusion of damask rosesto complete the cure.

But the sprigs of borage did not make Ranulph any more attentive to hislessons, while Dame Marigold
had no longer need of the tutor's hintsto redlise that the little boy was not himsdlf. What aarmed her most
in his condition was the violent effort that he had evidently to makein order to react inthe least to his
surroundings. For instance, if she offered him a second helping at dinner, he would clench hisfists, and
beads of perspiration would break out on hisforehead, so great an effort did it require to answer Yesor
No.

There had never been any red sympathy between Ranulph and his mother (she had always preferred
her daughter, Prunella), and she knew that if she wereto ask him what ailed him he would not tell her; so,
instead, she asked Ranulph's great dly and confidant, Master Nathanid's old nurse, Mistress Hempen.

Hempie, asthey caled her, had served the family of Chanticleer for nearly fifty years, in fact ever snce
the birth of Master Nathaniel. And now she was called the housekeeper, though her duties were of the
lightest, and consisted mainly of keeping the store-room keys and mending the linen.

Shewas afine, hde old country-woman, with awonderful gift for amusing children. Not only did she
know dl the comic nursery stories of Dorimare (Ranulph's favourite was about a pair of spectacles
whose ambition was to ride on the nose of the Man-in-the-Moon, and who, in vain attemptsto reach
their god, were always legping off the nose of their unfortunate possessor), but shewas, aswell, an
incomparable though sedentary playfellow, and from her arm-chair would direct, with ssemingly
unflagging interest, the manoeuvres of lead soldiers or the movements of marionettes. Indeed, her cosy
room at the top of the house seemed to Ranulph to have the power of turning every object that crossed
itsthreshold into atoy: the ostrich egg hanging from the ceiling by a crimson cord, the little painted wax
effigies of hisgrandparents on the chimney-piece, the old spinning-whed, even the empty bobhbins, which



made excellent wooden soldiers, and the pots of jam standing in rows to be labelled — they al presented
infinite possibilities of being played with; while her fire seemed to purr more contentedly than other fires
and to carry prettier picturesinitsred, glowing heart.

Wéll, rather timidly (for Hempie had arough edge to her tongue, and had never ceased to |ook upon
her migtress as ayoung and foolish interloper), Dame Marigold told her that she was beginning to bea
little anxious about Ranulph. Hempie shot her asharp look over her spectacles, and, pursing her lips,
drily remarked, "Well, maam, it'staken you along timeto seeit.”

But when Dame Marigold tried to find out what she thought was the matter with him, she would only
shake her head mysterioudy, and muitter that it was no use crying over spilt milk, and least said soonest
mended.

When findly the baffled Dame Marigold got up to go, the old woman cried shrilly: "Now, maam,
remember, not aword of thisto the master! He was never one that could stand being worried. He's like
hisfather in that. My old mistress used often to say to me, 'Now, Polly, we won't tell the master. He
can't stand worry." Aye, dl the Chanticleers are wonderful sengitive.” And the unexpressed converse of
the last statement was, "All the Vigils, on the other hand, have the hides of buffaloes.”

Dame Marigold, however, had no intention of mentioning the matter as yet to Master Nathaniel.
Whether or not it was due to the Chanticleers superior sengitiveness of soul, the dightest worry, asshe
knew to her cost, made him unbearably irritable.

He had evidently, as yet, noticed nothing himself. Most of his day was spent in the Senate and his
counting-house; besides, hisinterest in other people'slives was not extended to those of hisown
household.

Asto hisfedingsfor Ranulph, it must be confessed that he looked upon him more as an heirloom than
asason. In fact, unconscioudy, he placed him in the same category asthe crystal goblet with which
Duke Aubrey's father had baptized the first ship owned by a Chanticleer, or the sword with which his
ancestor had helped to turn Duke Aubrey off the throne— objectsthat he very rarely either looked at or
thought about, though the loss of them would have caused him to go half mad with rage and chagrin.

However, one evening, early in April, the matter was forced upon his attention in avery painful manner.

By thistime spring had cometo dl the world, and the citizens of Lud-in-the-Mist were beginning to
organisether life for summer — copper vessals were being cleaned and polished for the coming labours
of the gtill-room, arbours in the gardens swept out and cleaned, and fishing-tackle overhauled; and
people began to profit by thelonger days by giving supper-partiesto their friends.

Nobody in Lud-in-the-Mist loved parties more than Master Nathaniel. They were atemporary release.
It was asif thetune of hislife were suddenly set to adifferent and gayer key; so that, while nothing was
substantially changed, and the same chairs stood in the same places, with people sitting in them that he
met every day, and there was even the same smdll, dull achein one of histeeth, neverthelessthe sting, or
rather the staleness, wastaken out of it dl. So it was very gleefully that he sent invitationsto al hiscronies
to come "and meet a Moongrass cheess’ — as he had done every April for the last twenty-five years.

Moongrass was avillage of Dorimare famous for its cheeses— and rightly so, for to look at they were
as beautiful as Parian marble veined with jade, and they had to perfection the flavour of al good cheeses
— that blending of the perfume of meadows with the cleanly stench of the byre. It was the Moongrass
cheeses that were the subject of the comic advertisement described in aprevious chapter.

By seven o'clock the Chanticleers parlour wasfilled with acrowd of stout, rosy, gaily-dressed guests,
chattering and laughing like aflock of paroquets. Only Ranulph was silent; but that was to be expected
from alittle boy of twelve years old in the presence of his elders. However, he need not have sulked ina
corner, nor responded quite so surlily to the jocular remarks addressed him by hisfather's guests.

Master Nathaniel, of course, had awell-stored cellar, and the evening began with glasses of delicious
wild-thyme gin, acordid for which that cellar was famous. But, aswell, he had a sharein acommon
cdlar, ownedjaintly by dl the families of the ruling class— acdlar of old, mellow jokesthet, unlike
bottles of wine, never ran dry. Whatever there was of ridiculous or lovable in each member of the group



was didtilled into one of these jokes, so that & will one could intoxicate oneself with one'sfriends
personalities— swallow, asit were, the whole comic draught of them. And, seeing that in these old jokes
the accumulated irritation that inevitably results from intimacy evaporated and turned to sweetness, like
the juice of the grape they promoted friendship and cordidity — between the members of the group, that
isto say. For each variety of humour isasort of totem, making at once for unity and separation. Its
votariesit unitesinto aclosay-knit brotherhood, but it separates them sharply off from al therest of the
world. Perhaps the chief reason for the lack of sympathy between the rulers and the ruled in Dorimare
wasthat, in humour, they belonged to different totems.

Anyhow, everyone there to-night shared the same totem, and each one of them was the hero of one of
the old jokes. Master Nathaniel was asked if his crimson velvet breeches were a blackish crimson
because, many years ago, he had forgotten to go into mourning for hisfather-in-law; and when Dame
Marigold had, findly, tentatively pointed out to him hisomission, he had replied angrily, "I amin
mourning!" Then, when with upraised eyebrows she had looked at the canary-coloured stockings that he
had just purchased, he had said sheepishly, "Anyhow, it'sa blackish canary.”

Few wines have as strong a flavour of the grape asthis old joke had of Master Nathaniel. His
absent-mindednesswasiniit, his power of seeing things as he wanted them to be (he had genuinely
believed himsdf to bein mourning) and, findly, in the " blackish canary” there was the tendency, which he
had inherited, perhaps, from hislega ancestors, to bdievethat one could play with redlity and giveit
what shape one chose.

Then, Master Ambrose Honeysuckle was asked whether the Honeysuckles considered a Moongrass
cheese to be a cheese; the point being that Master Ambrose had an exaggerated sense of the importance
of hisown family, and once in the law-courts, when the question arose as to whether adragon (there
were gtill afew harmless, effete dragons lurking in caves in out-of-the-way parts of Dorimare) were a
bird or areptile, he had said, with an air of findity, "The Honeysuckles have dways consdered them to
be reptiles.” And hiswife, Dame Jessamine, was asked if she wanted her supper "on paper,” owing to
her habit of pinning her hushand down to any rash promise, such asthat of anew barouche, by saying,
"I'd like that on paper, Ambrose.”

And then there was Dame Marigold's brother, Magter Polydore Vigil, and hiswife, Dame
Dreamswest, and old Mat Pyepowders and his preposterous, chattering dame, and the Peregrine
Laquers and the Goceline Flacks and the Hyacinth Baldbreeches— in fact, al the cream of the society
of Lud-in-the-Migt, and each of them labelled with his or her appropriate joke. And the old jokes went
round and round, like bottles of port, and with each round the company grew more hilarious.

The anonymous antiquary could have found in the culinary language of Dorimare another exampleto
support histhesis, for the menu of the supper provided by Dame Marigold for her guests sounded like a
series of tragic sonnets. Thefirst dish was caled "The Bitter-Sweet Mystery” — it was a soup of herbs
on the successful blending of which the cooks of Lud-in-the-Mist based their reputation. Thiswas
followed by "The Lottery of Dreams" which conssted of such ddlicaciesasquall, snalls, chicken'sliver,
plovers eggs, peacocks hearts, concealed under amountain of boiled rice. Then came
"True-Love-in-Ashes," aspecid way of preparing pigeons, and lat, "Death's Violets," an extremely
indigestible pudding decorated with sugared violets.

"And now!" cried Master Nathanid glesfully, "here comesthe turn of our old friend! Fill your glasses,
and drink to the King of Moongrass Cheeses!"

"To theKing of Moongrass Cheeses!" echoed the guests, stamping with their feet and banging on the
table. Whereupon Master Nathaniel seized aknife, and was about to plunge it into the magnificent
cheese, when suddenly Ranulph rushed round to his side and, with tearsin hiseyes, implored him, ina
ghrill terrified voice, not to cut the cheese. The guests, thinking it must be some obscure joke, tittered
encouragingly, and Master Nathaniel, after staring a him in amazement for afew seconds, said tedtily,
"What's taken the boy? Hands off, Ranulph, | say! Have you gone mad?' But Ranulph's eyes were now
garting out of hishead in fury, and, hanging on to hisfather'sarm, he screamed in his shrill, childish voice,



"No, you won't! you won't, you won't! | won't let you!"

"That's right, Ranulph!" laughed one of the guests. "Y ou stand up to your father!"

"By the Milky Way! Marigold,” roared Master Nathaniel, beginning to lose histemper, "what's taken
the boy, | ask?’

Dame Marigold was|ooking nervous. "Ranulph! Ranulph!™ she cried reproachfully, "go back to your
place, and don't tease your father.”

"No! No! No!" shrieked Ranulph gtill more shrilly, "he shall not kill themoon . . . heshdl not, | say. If
he does, dl theflowerswill wither in Fairyland."

How am | to convey to you the effect that these words produced on the company? It would not be
adequate to ask you to imagine your own fedings were your hogt's small son suddenly, in amixed
company, to pour forth a stream of obscene language; for Ranulph's words were not merely a shock to
good taste— they aroused, aswell, some of the superstitious terror caused by the violation of ataboo.

Theladiesdl blushed crimson, the gentlemen looked stern, while Master Nathaniel, hisface purple,
yelled in avoice of thunder, "Go to bed this instant, Ranulph . . . and I'll come and dedl with you later
on"; and Ranulph, who suddenly seemed to havelogt dl interest in the fate of the cheese, meekly eft the
room.

There were no more jokes that evening, and on most of the plates the cheese lay neglected; and in spite
of the efforts of some of the guests, conversation flagged sadly, so that it was scarcely nine o'clock when
the party broke up.

When Magter Nathanidl was|eft one with Dame Marigold he fiercely demanded an explanation of
Ranulph's behaviour. But she merdly shrugged her shoulderswearily, and said she thought the boy must
have gone mad, and told him how for some weeks he had seemed to her unlike himself.

"Then why wasn't | told? Why wasn't | told?" stormed Master Nathaniel. Again Dame Marigold
shrugged her shoulders, and, as shelooked at him, there was a gleam of delicate, humourous contempt in
her heavily-lidded eyes. Dame Marigold's eyes, by the way, had a characteristic, which wasto be found
often enough among the L udites— you would have called them dreamy and languorous, had it not been
for the expression of the mouth, which with itslong satirica upper lip, like that of an old judge, and the
whimsicd twist to its corners, reacted on the eyes, and made themn mocking and amost too humourous
— never more so than when she looked at Master Nathaniel. In her own way she was fond of him. But
her attitude was not unlike that of an indulgent mistress to a shaggy, uncertain-tempered, performing dog.

Master Nathaniel began to pace up and down the room, hisfists clenched, muttering imprecations
agang inefficient women and the overwhdming worries of afamily man— in hisneed for avictimon
whom to vent hisrage, actudly feding angry with Dame Marigold for having married him and let himin
for dl thisfuss and to-do. And his shadowy fears were more than usudly clamorous. Dame Marigold, as
she sat watching him, felt that he was rather like a cockchafer that had just flounced in through the open
window, and, with asmall, smacking sound, was bouncing itself backwards and forwards againgt itsown
shadow on the ceiling— a shadow that looked like abig, black velvety moth. But it wasits clumsiness,
and blundering ineffectualness that reminded her of Master Nathanidl; not the fact that it was banging
itself againgt the shadow.

Up and down marched Master Nathanid, backwards and forwards bounced the cockchafer, hither
and thither flitted its soft, dainty shadow. Then, suddenly, straight as adie, the cockchafer came tumbling
down from the celling and, at the same time, Master Nathaniel — cdling over his shoulder, "1 must go up
and see that boy" — dashed from the room.

Hefound Ranulph in bed, sobbing hisheart out, and as he looked at the piteouslittle figure he felt his
anger evgporating. He laid his hand on the boy's shoulder and said not unkindly: "Come, my son; crying
won't mend matters. Y ou'll write an gpology to Cousin Ambrose, and Uncle Polydore, and dl the rest of
them, to-morrow; and then — well, welll try to forget about it. We're none of us quite responsible for
what we say when we're out of sorts. . . and | gather from your mother you've not been feding quite the
thing these past weeks."



"It was something made me say it!" sobbed Ranulph.

"Well, that'sanice, easy way of getting out of it," said Master Nathaniel more sternly. "No, no,
Ranulph, thereé's no excuse for behaviour like that, none whatever. By the Harvest of Souls!" and his
voice became indignant, "Where did you pick up such ideas and such expressons?’

"But they'retrue! They'retrue!" screamed Ranulph.

"I'm not going into the question of whether they're true or not. All I know isthat they're not the things
talked about by ladies and gentlemen. Such language has never before been heard under my roof, and |
trust it never will beagain . . . you understand?”’

Ranulph groaned, and Master Nathanidl added in akinder voice, "Wdl, well say no more about it.
And now what's al this| hear from your mother about your being out of sorts, en?”

But Ranulph's sobs redoubled. "'l want to get away! to get away!" he moaned.

"Away? Away from where?' and there was atouch of impatience in Master Nathaniel's voice.

"From. . . from things happening,” sobbed Ranulph.

Master Nathanid's heart suddenly contracted; but hetried not to understand. " Things happening?' he
said in avoice that he endeavoured to make jocular. "1 don't think anything very much happensin Lud,
doesit?'

" All thethings" moaned Ranulph, "summer and winter, and days and nights. All thethingd"

Master Nathaniel had asudden vision of Lud and the surrounding country, motionless and soundless,
asit appeared from the Fields of Grammary. Wasit possible that Ranulph, too, wasareal person, a
person ins de whose mind things happened? He had thought that he himsdlf wasthe only red personina
fidd of human flowers. For Master Nathaniel that was amoment of surprise, triumph, tenderness, darm.

Ranulph had now stopped sobbing, and was lying there quite till. "The whole of me seemsto have got
insdemy head, andto hurt . . . just likeit al getsinsde atooth when one has toothache," he said wearily.

Master Nathaniel looked at him. Thefixed stare, the dightly-open mouth, the rigid motionless body,
fettered by amisery too profound for restlessness— how well he knew the state of mind these things
expressed! But there must surely berdief in thus dlowing the mood to mould the body's attitude to its
own shape.

He had no need now to ask his son for explanations. He knew so well both that sense of emptiness,
that drawing in of the senses (like the antennae of some creature when danger isno longer imminent, but
there), so that the physical world vanishes, while you yoursdlf a once swell out tofill its place, and at the
sametime shrink to amillionth part of your former bulk, turning into amere organ of suffering without
thought and without emotions; he knew aso that other phase, when one seemsto be flying from daysand
months, like astag from its hunters— like the fugitives, on the old tapestry, from the moon.

But when it is another person who is suffering in thisway, in spite of one's pity, how trivid it al seemd
How certain oneis of being ableto expel the agony with reasoning and persuasion!

It wasin adightly husky voicethat, laying his hand on Ranulph's, he said, "Come, my son, thiswon't
do." And then, with atwinkle, he added, " Chivvy the black rooks awvay from the corn.”

Ranulph gave alittle shrill laugh. "There are no black rooks— al the birds are golden,” he cried.

Masgter Nathaniel frowned — with that sort of thing he had no patience. But he determined to ignoreiit,
and to keep to the agpect of the case for which he had real sympathy. "Come, my son!" hesaid, ina
tenderly ralying voice. "Tell yoursdlf that tomorrow it will dl be gone. Why, you don't think you're the
only one, do you? Weadl fed likethat at times, but we don't let ourselves be beaten by it, and mope and
pine and hang our heads. We stick asmile on our faces and go about our business.”

Master Nathanid, as he spoke, swelled with complacency. He had never redised it before, but redly it
was rather fine the way he had suffered in silence, dl these yeard

But Ranulph had sat up in bed, and waslooking at him with asirange little smile.

"I'm not the same as you, father," he said quietly. And then once more he was shaken by great sobs,
and screamed out in avoice of anguish, "'l have eaten fairy fruit!"

At these terrible words Master Nathaniel stood for amoment dizzy with horror; then he lost his head.



He rushed out on to the landing, calling for Dame Marigold &t the top of hisvoice.

"Marigold! Marigold! Marigold!"

Dame Marigold came hurrying up the stairs, calling out in afrightened voice, "What isit, Nat? Oh,
dear! What isit?'

"By the Harvest of Souls, hurry! Hurry! Here'sthe boy saying he's been eating . . . the stuff we don't
mention. Suffering cats I'll go mead!”

Dame Marigold fluttered down on Ranulph like a plump dove.

But her voice had none of the husky tenderness of adove as she cried, "Oh, Ranulph! Y ou naughty
boy! Oh, dear, thisis frightful! Nat! Nat! What are we to do?"

Ranulph shrank away from her, and cast an imploring look towards his father. Whereupon Master
Nathaniel took her roughly by the shoulders and pushed her out of the room, saying, "If that isal you
can say, you'd better leave the boy to me."

And Dame Marigold, as she went down the stairs, terrified, contemptuous, Sick at heart, was fedling
every inch aVigil, and muttering angrily to hersdf, "Oh, these Chanticleers!"

We arenot yet civilised enough for exogamy; and, when anything serioudy goeswrong, married
couples are gpt to lay dl the blame at its door.

Well, it would seem that the worst disgrace that could befall afamily of Dorimare had cometo the
Chanticleers. But Master Nathaniel was no longer angry with Ranulph. What would it serveto be angry?
Besides, there was this new tenderness flooding his heart, and he could not but yield to it.

Bit by bit he got the whole story from the boy. It would seem that some months ago awild,
mischievous lad cdled Willy Wisp who, for ashort time, had worked in Master Nathaniel's stables, had
given Ranulph one sherd of afruit he had never seen before. When Ranulph had eaten it, Willy Wisp had
gone off into ped upon peal of mocking laughter, crying out, "Ah, little master, what you've just esten is
FAIRY FRUIT, and you'll never bethe sameagain . . . ho, ho, hoh!"

At these words Ranulph had been overwhelmed with horror and shame: "But now | nearly aways
forget to be ashamed," he said. "All that seemsto matter now isto get away . . . wherethere are
shadows and quiet . . . and where | can get . . . more fruit.”

Magter Nathaniel sighed heavily. But he said nothing; he only stroked the small, hot hand he was
holding in hisown.

"And once," went on Ranulph, sitting up in bed, his cheeks flushed, his eyes bright and feverish, "inthe
garden in full daylight | saw them dancing — the Silent People, | mean — and their leader wasamanin
green, and he called out to me, "Hail, young Chanticleer! Someday I'll send my piper for you, and you
will up and follow him!" And | often see his shadow in the garden, but it's not like our shadows, it'sa
bright light thet flickers over thelawn. And I'll go, I'll go, I'll go, I'll go, someday, | know | shdl!" and his
voice was frightened and, a the same time, triumphant.

"Hush, hush, my son!" said Magter Nathaniel soothingly, "I don't think well let you go.” But his heart
fdt likelead.

"And ever since. . .sncel ate. . . the fruit,” went on Ranulph, "everything hasfrightened me. . . at
least, not only since then, becauseit did before too, but it's much worse now. Like that cheeseto-night . .
. anything can suddenly seem queer or terrible. But since. . . Since | ate that fruit | sometimes seem to see
the reason why they'reterrible. Just as | did to-night over the cheese, and | was so frightened that |
smply couldn't keep quiet another minute.”

Master Nathaniel groaned. He too had fdlt frightened of homely things.

"Father," said Ranulph suddenly, "What does the cock say to you?'

Master Nathanid gave agtart. It was asif hisown soul were speaking to him.

"What does he say to me?”’

He hesitated. Never before had he spoken to anyone about hisinner life. In avoice that trembled a
little, for it was agreat effort to him to speak, he went on, "He saysto me, Ranulph, he says. . . that the
past will never come again, but that we must remember that the past is made of the present, and that the



present isaways here. And he says that the dead long to be back again on the earth, and that . . ."

"No! No!" cried Ranulph fretfully, "he doesn't say that to me. Hetellsmeto come away . . . away from
redl things. . . that bite one. That'swhat he saysto me."

"No, my son. No," said Master Nathanid firmly. "He doesn't say that. Y ou have misunderstood.”

Then Ranulph again began to sob. "Oh, father! father!" he moaned, "they hunt me so — the daysand
nights. Hold me! Hold me!™

Master Nathaniel, with apassion of tenderness such as he had never thought himself capable of , lay
down beside him, and took thelittle, trembling body into hisarms, and murmured loving, reassuring
words.

Gradualy Ranulph stopped sobbing, and before long he fell into a peaceful deep.

Chapter IV
Endymion Leer Prescribesfor Ranulph

Magter Nathaniel awoke the following morning with alessleaden heart than the circumstances would
seem to warrant. In the person of Ranulph an appalling disgrace had come upon him, and there could be
no doubt but that Ranulph's life and reason were both in danger. But mingling with his anxiety wasthe
pleasant sense of anew possession — thislove for his son that he had suddenly discovered in his heart,
and it aroused in him all the pride and the pleasure that anew pony would have done when he was a boy.

Besides, there wasthat foolish fedling of histhat redity was not solid, and that facts were only plagtic
toys, or, rather, that they were poisonous plants, which you need not pluck unless you choose. And, even
if you do pluck them, you can awaysfling them from you and |leave them to wither on the ground.

Hewould have liked to vent hisrage on Willy Wisp. But during the previous winter Willy had
mysterioudy disappeared. And though awhole month's wages had been owing to him, he had never been
seen or heard of since.

However, in spite of his attitude to facts, the sense of responsibility that had been born with this new
love for Ranulph forced him to take some action in the matter, and he decided to call in Endymion Leer.

Endymion Leer had arrived in Lud-in-the-Mist some thirty years ago, no one knew from where.

He was aphysician, and his practice soon became one of the biggest in the town, but was mainly
confined to the tradespeople and the poorer part of the population, for the leading familieswere
conservative, and aways alittle suspicious of strangers. Besides, they considered him gpt to be
disrespectful, and his humour had aquality that made them vaguely uncomfortable. For instance, he
would sometimes startle a polite company by exclaiming haf to himsdf, "Life and deeth! Life and death!
They arethe dyesinwhich | work. Are my hands stained?' And, with his curious dry chuckle, he would
hold them out for ingpection.

However, so great was his skill and learning that even the people who didiked him most wereforced to
consult himin really serious cases.

Among the humbler classes hiswas a name to conjure with, for he was dways ready to adapt hisfees
to the purses of his patients, and where the purses were empty he gave his servicesfree. For hetook a
genuine pleasure in the exercise of hiscraft for its own sake. One of the storiestold about him was that
one night he had been summoned from his bed to afarm-house that lay severd miles beyond the walls of
the town, to find when he got there that his patient was only alittle black pig, the sole survivor of a
vauablelitter. But hetook the discovery in good part, and settled down for the night to tend the little
anima; and by morning he was able to declare it out of danger. When, on hisreturn to Lud-in-the-Midt,
he had been twitted for having wasted so much time on such an unworthy object, he had answered that a
pig wasthral to the same master asaMayor, and that it needed as much skill to cure the one asthe
other; adding that agood fiddler enjoysfiddling for its own sake, and thet it isal the same to him whether
he plays at ayoke's wedding or amerchant's funerd.

Hedid not confine hisinterests to medicine. Though not himself by birth a Dorimarite, there waslittle



concerning the ancient customs of his adopted country that he did not know; and some years ago he had
been asked by the Senate to write the officid history of the Guild Hall, which, before the revolution, had
been the palace of the Dukes, and was the finest monument in Lud-in-the-Mist. To thistask he had for
sometime devoted his scanty leisure.

The Senators had no severer critic than Endymion Leer, and he was the originator of most of the jokes
at their expense that circulated in Lud-in-the-Mist. But to Master Nathaniel Chanticleer he seemed to
have apersona antipathy; and on the rare occasions when they met his manner was almost insolent.

It was possible that this didike was due to the fact that Ranulph when he was atiny boy had serioudy
offended him; for pointing hisfat little finger a him he had shouted in his shrill baby voice:

"Before the cry of Chanticleer
Gibbers away Endymion Leer."

When his mother had scolded him for his rudeness, he said that he had been taught the rhyme by afunny
old man he had seen in hisdreams. Endymion Leer had gone deadly white—with rage, Dame Marigold
supposed; and during severa years he never referred to Ranulph except in avoice of suppressed spite.

But that was years ago, and it was to be presumed that he had at |ast forgotten what had, after all, been
nothing but apiece of childish impudence.

Theideaof confiding to this upstart the disgraceful thing that had happened to a Chanticleer was very
painful to Master Nathaniel. But if anyone could cure Ranulph it was Endymion Leer, so Master
Nathanidl pocketed his pride and asked him to come and see him.

AsMagter Nathanie paced up and down his pipe-room (as his private den was called) waiting for the
doctor, the full horror of what had happened swept over him. Ranulph had committed the unmentionable
crime— he had eaten fairy fruit. If it ever became known — and these sort of things aways did become
known — the boy would be ruined socidly for ever. And, in any case, his health would probably be
serioudy affected for years to come. Up and down like a see-saw went the two aspects of the casein his
anxiousmind .. . . aChanticleer had eaten fairy fruit; little Ranulph wasin danger.

Then the page announced Endymion Leer.

Hewas alittle rotund man of about sixty, with asnub nose, afreckled face, and with one eye blue and
the other brown.

AsMaster Nathanid met his shrewd, dightly contemptuous glance he had an uncomfortable feding
which he had often before experienced in his presence, namely that the little man could read histhoughts.
So hedid not beat about the bush, but told him straight away why he had caled himiin.

Endymion Leer gave alow whistle. Then he shot at Master Nathaniel alook that was amost menacing
and sad sharply, "Who gave him the stuff?"

Master Nathanid told him it was alad who had once been in his service cdled Willy Wisp.

"Willy Wigp?' cried the doctor hoarsdy. "Willy Wisp?'

"Yes, Willy Wisp . .. confound him for adouble-dyed villain," said Master Nathaniel fiercely. And then
added in some surprise, "Do you know him?"

"Know him?Yes, | know him. Who doesn't know Willy Wisp?' said the doctor. "Y ou see not being a
merchant or a Senator,” he added with asneer, "I can mix with whom | choose. Willy Wisp with his
pranks was the plague of the town while he wasin it, and his Worship the Mayor wasn't altogether
blessed by the townsfolk for keeping such arascdly servant.”

"Wdl, anyway, when | next meet him I'll thrash him within aninch of hislife" cried Master Nathaniel
violently; and Endymion Leer looked a him with aqueer little smile.

"And now you'd better take me to see your son and heir,” he said, after a pause.

"Doyou. .. doyou think you'll be ableto cure him?' Master Nathaniel asked hoarsdly, asheled the
way to the parlour.

"I never answer that kind of question before I've seen the patient, and not dwaysthen,” answered
Endymion Leer.



Ranulph waslying on a couch in the parlour, and Dame Marigold was sitting embroidering, her face
paleand alittle defiant. She was il feding every inch aVigil and full of resentment againgt the two
Chanticleers, father and son, for having involved her in this horrible business.

Poor Master Nathaniel stood by, faint with gpprehension, while Endymion Leer examined Ranulph's
tongue, felt his pulse and, a the same time, asked him minute questions asto his symptoms.

Finally heturned to Master Nathaniel and said, "1 want to be |eft aone with him. Hewill talk to me
more easily without you and your dame. Doctors should aways see their patients alone.”

But Ranulph gave apiercing shriek of terror. "No, no, no!" he cried. "Father! Father! Don't leave me
withhim."

And then he fainted.

Master Nathaniel began to lose his head, and to buzz and bang again like a cockchafer. But Endymion
Leer remained perfectly cam. And the man who remains cam inevitably takes command of a situation.
Master Nathaniel found himsdlf gently but firmly pushed out of hisown parlour, and the door locked in
hisface. Dame Marigold had followed him, and there was nothing for them to do but to await the
doctor's good pleasure in the pipe-room.

"By the Sun, Moon, and Stars, I'm going back!" cried Master Nathaniel wildly. "I don't trust that
fellow, I'm not going to leave Ranulph aone with him, I'm going back.

"Oh, nonsense, Nat!" cried Dame Marigold wearily. "Do please be cam. Oneredly must dlow a
doctor to have hisway."

For about a quarter of an hour Master Nathaniel paced the room with ill-concealed impatience.

The parlour was opposite the pipe-room, with only a narrow passage between them, and as Master
Nathaniel had opened the door of the pipe-room, he soon was able to hear amurmur of voices
proceeding from the parlour. Thiswas comforting, for it showed that Ranulph must have cometo.

Then, suddenly, hiswhole body seemed to stiffen, the pupils of his eyesdilated, he went ashy white,
and in alow terrified voice he cried, "Marigold, do you hear?'

In the parlour somebody was singing. It was apretty, plaintive air, and if one listened carefully one
could distinguish the words.

"And can the physician make sck menwell,
And can the magician afortune divine
Without lily, germander, and sopsin wine?
With sweet-brier,

And bon-fire,

And strawberry-wire,

And columbine”

"Good gracious, Nat!" cried Dame Marigold, with amocking look of despair. "What on earth isthe
meatter now?"'

"Marigold! Marigold!" he cried hoarsaly, seizing her wrigts, don't you hear ?'

"l hear avulgar old song, if that'swhat you mean. I've known it dl my life. It is very kind and
domesticated of Endymion Leer to turn nursemaid and rock the cradle like this!™

But what Master Nathaniel had heard was the Note.

For afew seconds he stood motionless,the sweat breaking out on his forehead. Then blind with rage,
he dashed across the corridor. But he had forgotten the parlour was locked, so he dashed out by the
front door and came bursting in by the window that opened on to the garden.

The two occupants of the parlour were evidently so absorbed in each other that they had noticed
neither Master Nathanidl's violent assault on the door nor yet his entry by the window.

Ranulph was lying on the couch with alook on hisface of extraordinary peace and serenity, and there
was Endymion Leer, crouching over him and softly crooning the tune to which he had before been singing



words.

Magter Nathanid, roaring like abull, flung himsdf on the doctor, and, dragging him to hisfeet, began to
shake him asaterrier doesarat, a the sametime belabouring him with every insulting epithet he could
remember, including, of course, "Son of aFairy."

Asfor Ranulph, he began to whimper, and complain that hisfather had spoiled everything, for the
doctor had been making him well.

The din caused terrified servants to come battering at the door, and Dame Marigold came hurrying in
by the garden window, and, pink with shame, she began to drag at Master Nathanidl's coat, almost
hysterically imploring him to cometo his senses.

But it was only to exhaugtion that he findly yielded, and relaxed his hold on his victim, who was purple
in the face and gasping for breath — so severe had been the shaking.

Dame Marigold cast alook of unutterable disgust at her panting, triumphant husband, and
overwhelmed the little doctor with gpologies and offers of restoratives. He sank down on achair, unable
for afew secondsto get his bresth, while Master Nathaniel stood glaring at him, and poor Ranulph lay
whimpering on the couch with awhite scared face. Then the victim of Master Nathaniel'sfury got to his
feet, gave himsdf alittle shake, took out his handkerchief and mopped his forehead, and with alittle
chuckle and in avoice in which there was no trace of resentment, remarked, "Well, agood shakingisa
finething for settling the humours. Y our Worship has turned doctor! Thank you. . . . thank you kindly for
your physc.”

But Master Nathaniel said in astern voice, "What were you doing to my son?"

"What was | doing to him?Why, | was giving him medicine. Songs were medicineslong before herbs.”

"Hewas making mewell," moaned Ranulph.

"What was that song?' demanded Master Nathaniel, in the same stern voice.

"A very old song. Nursessing it to children. Y ou must have known it dl your life. What'sit caled
again? Y ou know it, Dame Marigold, don't you? "Columbine — yes, that'sit. "Columbine."

The treesin the garden twinkled and murmured. The birds were clamorous. From the distance came
the chimes of the Guildhall clock, and the parlour smelt of spring-flowers and pot-pourri.

Something seemed to relax in Master Nathaniel. He passed his hand over hisforehead, gave an
impatient little shrug, and, laughing awkwardly, said, "I . . . | redly don't quite know what took me. I've
been anxious about the boy, and | supposeit had upset me alittle. | can only beg your pardon, Leer."

"No need to gpologize . . . no need at all. No doctor worth his sdt takes offence with . . . sick men,”
and thelook he shot at Master Nathaniel was both bright and strange.

Agan Master Nathanid frowned, and very siffly he murmured "Thank you."

"Wdll," went on the doctor in amatter-of-fact voice, "I should liketo have alittle private talk with you
about thisyoung gentleman. May 17?7

"Of course, of course, Dr. Leer," cried Dame Marigold hagtily, for she saw that her husband was
hestating. "Hewill be delighted, | am sure. Though | think you're avery brave man to trust yoursdlf to
such amongter. Nat, take Dr. Leer into the pipe-room.”

And Master Nathaniel did so.

Once there the doctor's first words made him so happy asinstantly to drive away all traces of his
recent fright and to make him even forget to be ashamed of his abominable behaviour.

What the doctor said was, "Cheer up, your Worship! | don't for amoment believe that boy of yours
has esten —what one mustin't mention.”

"What? What?' cried Master Nathaniel joyfully. "By the Golden Apples of the West! It's been astorm
in atea-cup then? Thelittle rasca, what afright he gave ud"

Of course, he had known all the time that it could not be true! Facts could never be as stubborn as
that, and as cruel.

And thisincorrigible optimist about facts was the same man who waked in daily terror of the unknown.
But perhaps the one state of mind was the outcome of the other.



Then, as he remembered the poignancy of the scene between himsdlf and Ranulph last night and, as
well, the convincingness of Ranulph's story, his heart once more grew heavy.

"But...but," hefdtered, "what was the good of this cock and bull story, then? What purpose did it
serve? There's no doubt the boy'sill in both mind and body, and why, in the name of the Milky Way,
should he go to the trouble of inventing a story about Willy Wisp's giving him atasted of that damned
stuff?" and he looked at Endymion Leer appedingly, as much asto say, "Here arethefacts. | givethem
to you. Be merciful and give them alessugly shape.”

This Endymion Leer proceeded to do.

"How do we know it was. . . that damned stuff'?* he asked. "We have only Willy Wisp'sword for it,
and from what | know of that gentleman, hisword isabout asreliable as. . . asthewind in afrolic. All
Lud knows of hispractical jokes. . . hed say anything to give one afright. No, no, believe me, hewas
just playing off one of his pranks on Master Ranulph. I've had some experiencein thered thing— I've
an extensve practice, you know, down at the wharf — and your son's symptoms aren't the same. No,
no, your sonisno more likely to have esten fairy fruit—than you are.”

Master Nathaniel smiled, and stretched hisarmsin an ecstasy of relief. "Thank you, Leer, thank you,"
he said huskily. "The whole thing was appalling that redly | believeit dmost turned my head. And you are
avery kind fellow not to bear me agrudge for my monstrous mishandling of you in the parlour just now."

For the moment Magter Nathanie felt asif hereally loved the queer, sharp-tongued, little upstart.

"And now," he went on gleefully, "to show methat it is really forgotten and forgiven, we must pledge
each other in somewild-thymegin . . . my cedllar israther noted for it, you know," and from a corner
cupboard he brought out two glasses and a decanter of the fragrant green cordid, left over from the
supper party of the previous night.

For afew minutesthey sat Spping in slent contentment.

Then Endymion Leer, asif pesking to himself, said dreamily, "Y es, thisis perhaps the solution. Why
should we look for any other cure when we have the wild-thyme distilled by our ancestors? Wild time?
No, timeisntwild. . . time-gin, doe-gin. It isvery soothing.”

Master Nathaniel grunted. He understood perfectly what Endymion Leer meant, but he did not choose
to show that he did. Any remark verging on the poetical or philosophica aways embarrassed him.
Fortunately, such remarks were rarein Lud-in-the-Migt.

So he put down his glass and said briskly, "Now then, Leer, let's go to business. Y ou've removed an
enormous load from my mind, but, dl the same, the boy's not himsdlf. What's the matter with him?"

Endymion Leer gave an odd little smile. And then he said, dowly and deliberately, "Master Nathanidl,
what isthe matter with you?'

Master Nathaniel arted violently.

"The matter with me?' he said coldly. "' have not asked you in to consult you about my own hedlth. We
will, if you please, keep to that of my son.”

But herather spoiled the dignified effect hiswords might have had by gobbling like aturkey cock, and
muttering under hisbreath, "Damn the fdlow and hisimpudence!™ Endymion Leer chuckled.

"Wedll, | may have been mistaken," he said, "but | have sometimes had the impression that our Worship
the Mayor waswell, awhimsical fellow, given to queer fancies. Do you know my name for your house? |
cdl it the Mayor's Nest. The Mayor's Nest!™

And he flung back his head and laughed heartily a his own joke, while Master Nathaniel glared a him,
gpeechlesswith rage.

"Now, your Worship," he went on in amore serious voice. "If | have been indiscreet you must forgive
me. .. asl forgaveyouinthe parlour. Y ou see, adoctor isobliged to keep hiseyesopen.. . . it isnot
fromwhat his patientstell him that he prescribes for them, but from what he notices himself. To adoctor
everythingisasymptom. . . theway aman lights his pipe even. For ingtance, | once had the honour of
having your Worship as my partner at agame of cards. Y ou've forgotten probably — it was years ago a
the Pyepowders. We lost that game. Why? Because each time that you held the most valuable card in the



pack — the Lyre of Bones— you discarded it asif it had burnt your fingers. Things like that set a doctor
wondering, Master Nathaniel. Y ou are aman who is frightened about something.”

Master Nathaniel dowly turned crimson. Now that the doctor mentioned it, he remembered quite well
that at one time he objected to holding the Lyre of Bones. Its name caused him to connect it with the
Note. Aswe have seen, he was gpt to regard innocent things as taboo. But to think that somebody
should have noticed it!

"Thisisanecessary prefaceto what | have got to say with regard to your son,” went on Endymion
Leer. "You see, | want to makeit clear that, though one has never come within amile of fairy fruit, one
can have al the symptoms of being an habitua consumer of it. Wait! Wait! Hear me out!"

For Master Nathaniel, with a smothered exclamation, had sprung from his chair.

"l am not saying that you have dl these symptoms. . . far from it. But you know that there are spurious
imitations of many diseases of the body — conditions that imitate exactly dl the symptoms of the disease,
and the doctors themselves are often taken in by them. Y ou wish me to confine my remarksto your son .
.. well, | congder that heis suffering from a spurious surfeit of fairy fruit.”

Though il angry, Magter Nathaniel was feding wonderfully relieved. This explanation of hisown
condition that robbed it of all mystery and, somehow, made it rational, seemed amost as good as acure.
So helet the doctor go on with his disguisition without any further interruption except the purdy rhetorica
once of an occasond protesting grunt.

"Now, | have studied somewhat closely the effects of fairy fruit,” the doctor was saying. "These effects
we regard asamalady. But, in redity, they are more like amelody — atune that one can't get out of
one'shead," and he shot avery dy littlelook at Master Nathaniel, out of his bright bird-like eyes.

"Yes," hewent on in athoughtful voice, "its effects, | think, can best be described as a changing of the
inner rhythm by which we live. Have you ever noticed alittle child of three or four walking hand in hand
with itsfather through the streets? It isamost asif the two were waking in timeto perfectly different
tunes. Indeed, though they hold each other's hand, they might be walking on different planets. . . each
seeing and hearing entirely different things. And while the father marches steadily on towards some
predetermined goal, the child pulls againgt his hand, laughs without cause, makeslittle bird-like swoops at
invisble objects. Now, anyone who hastasted fairy fruit (your Worship will excuse my caling aspade a
spadein thisway, but in my profession one can't be mealy-mouthed) — anyone,then, who has tasted
fairy fruit walksthrough life besde other people to adifferent tunefromtheirs. . . just like thelittle child
besideitsfather. But one can be born to adifferent tune. . . and that, | believe, isthe case with Master
Ranulph. Now, if heisever to become auseful citizen, though he need not lose his own tune, he must
learn to walk in time to other people's. He will not learn to do that here— at present. Master Nathanidl,
you are not good for your son."

Master Nathanidl moved unessily in his chair, and in astifled voice he said, "What then do you
recommend?’

"| should recommend his being taught another tune," said the doctor briskly. " A different one from any
he has heard before . . . but one to which other people walk aswel as he. Y ou must have captains and
mates, Magter Nathaniel, with little houses down at the seaport town. Isthere no honest fellow among
them with asensible wife with whom the lad could lodge for amonth or two? Or stay," he went on,
without giving Master Nathaniel timeto answer, "life on afarm would do as well — better, perhaps.
Sowing and reaping, quiet days, smells and noisesthat are like old tunes, hedling nights. . . dow-timegin!
By the Harvest of Souls, Master Nathanidl, 1'd rather any day, be afarmer than amerchant . . . waving
corn is better than the sea, and waggons are better than ships, and freighted with sweeter and more
wholesome merchandise than al your silks and spices; for in their cargo are peace and aquiet mind. Yes.
Master Ranulph must spend some months on afarm, and | know the very place for him.”

Master Nathaniel was more moved than he cared to show by the doctor'swords. They were like the
cry of the cock, without its melancholy. But he tried to make his voice dry and matter of fact, as he asked
where thismarvelousfarm might be.



"Oh, it'sto the west," the doctor answered vaguely. "It belongs to an old acquaintance of mine— the
widow Gibberty. Shel'safine, fresh, bustling woman and knows everything awoman ought to know, and
her granddaughter, Hazdl, isanice, sensble, hard-working girl. 'msure. . ."

"Gibberty, did you say?" interrupted Master Nathaniel. He seemed to have heard the name before.

"Yes. Y ou may remember having heard her name in the law courts— it isn't acommon one. Shehad a
case many years ago. | think it was athieving labourer her late husband had thrashed and dismissed who
sued her for damages.”

"And where exactly isthisfarm?’

"Well, it's about sixty milesaway from Lud, just out of avillage called Swan-on-the-Dapple.”

" Swan-on-the-Dapple? Then it's quite close to the Elfin Marched " cried Master Nathanid indignantly.

"About ten milesaway," replied Endymion Leer imperturbably. "But what of that? Ten miles on abusy
self-supporting farm is as great a distance as ahundred would be at Lud. Still, under the circumstances, |
can undergtand your fighting shy of thewest. | must think of some other plan.”

"1 should think so indeed!" growled Master Nathaniel.

"However," continued the doctor, "you have redly nothing to fear from that quarter. Hewould, in
redlity, be much further moved from temptation there than here. The smugglers, whoever they are, run
great risksto get the fruit into Lud, and they're not going to waste it on rustics and farmhands.”

"All thesame," said Master Nathaniel doggedly, "I'm not going to have him going so damnably near to .
.. acertain place.

"The place that does not exist in the eyes of the law, en?" said Endymion Leer with asmile.

Then heleaned forward in his chair, and gazed steadily at Master Nathaniel. Thistime, hiseyeswere
kind aswell as piercing. "Master Nathaniel, 1'd like to reason with you alittle,”" he said. "Reason | know,
isonly adrug, and, as such, its effects are never permanent. But, like the juice of the poppy, it often gives
atemporary relief."

He sat slent for afew seconds, asif choosing in advance the words he meant to use. Then he began,
"We have the misfortune of living in a country that marches with the unknown; and that is apt to make the
fancy sick. Though we laugh at old songs and old yarns, nevertheless, they are the yarn with whichwe
weave our picture of theworld.”

He paused for a second to chuckle over his own pun, and then went on, "Buit, for once, et us ook
things straight in the face, and call them by their proper names. Fairyland, for instance. . . no one has
been there within the memory of man. For generationsit has been aforbidden land. In consequence,
curiogity, ignorance, and unbridled fancy have put their heads together and concocted a country of
golden trees hanging with pearls and rubies, the inhabitants of which areimmortal and terrible through
unearthly gifts—and so on. But — and in this| am in no way subscribing to a certain antiquary of ill
odour — thereis not asingle homely thing that, looked at from a certain angle, does not becomefairy.
Think of the Dapple, or the Dawl, when they roll the sunset towards the east. Think of an autumn wood,
or ahawthornin May. A hawthorn in May —there's amiracle for you! Who would ever have dreamed
that that gnarled stumpy old tree had the power to do that?Well, al these things are familiar sghts, but
what should wethink if never having seen them we read a description of them, or saw them for thefirgt
time? A golden river! Flaming trees! Treesthat suddenly break into flower! For dl we know, it may be
Dorimarethat is Fairyland to the people across the Debatable Hills.”

Magter Nathaniel was drinking in every word asif it was nectar. A sense of safety wastinglingin his
veinslikeagenerouswine. . . mounting to his head, even, alittle bit, so unused was heto that particular
intoxicant.

Endymion Leer eyed him, with alittle smile. "And now," he said, "perhaps your Worship will let metak
alittle of your own case. The maady you suffer from should, | think, be called “life-Sickness." You are, s0
to speak, abad sailor, and the motion of life makes you brain-sick. There, beneath you, al round you,
there surges and swells, and ebbs and flows, that great, ungovernable, ruthless dement that we cdll life.
And itsmotion getsinto your blood, turns your head dizzy. Get your sealegs, Master Nathanidl! By



which | do not mean you must cease feding themotion . . . go onfedling it, but learn to likeit; or if not to
likeit, at any rateto bear it with firm legs and a steedy head.”

Thereweretearsin Master Nathaniel's eyes and he smiled allittle shegpishly. At that moment his feet
were certainly on terra firma; and so convinced are we that each mood whileit lastswill be the
permanent temper of our soul that for the moment he felt that he would never fed "life-sickness' again.

"Thank you, Leer, thank you," he murmured. "I'd do agood dedl for you, in return for what you've just
sd”

"Very well, then," said the doctor briskly, "give me the pleasure of curing your son. It'sthe grestest
pleasure | havein life, curing people. Let me arrange for him to go to thisfarm.”

Master Nathaniel, in his present mood, was incapable of gainsaying him. So it was arranged that
Ranulph should shortly leave for Swan-on-the-Dapple.

It was with a curious solemnity that, just before he took hisleave, Endymion Leer said, "Magter
Nathanid, thereisonething | want you to bear in mind— | have never in my life made a mistakein a
prescription.”

As Endymion Leer trotted away from the Chanticleers he chuckled to himsdlf and softly rubbed his
hands. "l can't help being aphysician and giving bam,” he muttered. "But it was monstrous good policy
aswell. Hewould never have allowed the boy to go, otherwise.”

Then he started, and stood stock-4till, listening. From far away there came aghostly sound. It might
have been the cry of avery distant cock, or eseit might have been the sound of faint, mocking laughter.

Chapter V
Ranulph Goesto the Widow Gibberty's Farm

But Endymion Leer wasright. Reason isonly adrug, and its effects cannot be permanent. Master
Nathaniel was soon suffering from life-sicknessas much as ever.

For one thing, there was no denying that in the voice of Endymion Leer singing to Ranulph, he had once
again heard the Note; and the fact tormented him, reason with himsalf as he might.

But it was not sufficient to make him distrust Endymion Leer — one might hear the Note, he was
convinced, in the voices of the most innocent; just as the mocking cry of the cuckoo can rise from the
nest of thelark or the hedge sparrow. But he was certainly not going to let him take Ranulph away to that
western farm.

And yet the boy was longing, nay craving to go, for Endymion Leer, when he had been left lonewith
him in the parlour that morning, had fired hisimaginaion with itsddlights.

When Magter Nathaniel questioned him asto what other things Endymion Leer had talked about, he
said that he had asked him agreat many questions about the stranger in green he had seen dancing, and
had made him repest to him several timeswhat exactly he had said to him.

"Then," said Ranulph, "he said hewould sng mewel and happy. And | wasjust beginning to fed so
wonderful, when you came bursting in, father.”

"I'm sorry, my boy," said Master Nathanid. "But why did you first of al scream so and beg not to be
left donewith him?!

Ranulph wriggled and hung his head. "1 suppose it waslike the cheese" he said sheepishly. "But, father,
| want to go to that farm. Please let mego.”

For several weeks Master Nathanidl steadily refused his consent. He kept the boy with him as much as
hisbusiness and his officia dutieswould permit, trying to find for him occupations and amusements that
would teach him a"different tune." For Endymion Leer'swords, in pite of their having had o little effect
on his spiritual condition, had genuinely and permanently impressed him. However, he could not but see
that Ranulph was daily wilting and that histalk was steadily becoming more fantastic; and he began to
fear that his own objection to |etting him go to the farm sprang merely from a selfish desireto keep him
withhim.



Hempie, oddly enough, wasin favour of hisgoing. The old woman's attitude to the whole affair was a
curious one. Nothing would make her bdlieve that it was not fairy fruit that Willy Wisp had given him.
She said she had suspected it from thefirst, but to have mentioned it would have done no good to
anyone.

"If it wasn't that what wasit then?' shewould ask scornfully. "For what is Willy Wisp himsdlf? Heleft
his place— and his wages not paid, too — during the twelve nights of Y uletide. And when dog or
servant leaves, sudden like, a that time, weal know what to think."

"And what are we to think, Hempie?' enquired Master Nathanid.

At firdt the old woman would only shake her head and look mysterious. But finaly shetold him that it
was believed in the country digtrictsthat, should there be afairy among the servants, he was bound to
return to his own land on one of the twelve nights after the winter solstice; and should there be among the
dogs one that belonged to Duke Aubrey's pack, during these nights he would howl and howl, till he was
let out of hiskennd, and then vanish into the darkness and never be seen again.

Master Nathanidl grunted with impatience.

"WEell, it was you dragged the words from my lips, and though you are the Mayor and the Lord High
Seneschd, you can't come lording it over my thoughts. . . I've aright to them!"” cried Hempie,
indignently.

"My good Hempig, if you redly believethe boy haseaten . . . acertain thing, dl | can say isyou seem
very cheerful about it," growled Master Nathanidl.

"And what good would it do my pulling along face and looking like one of the old Satuesin thefields
of Grammary | should liketo know?" flashed back Hempie. And then she added, with ameaning nod,
"Besdes, whatever happens, no harm can ever come to a Chanticleer. While Lud stands the Chanticleers
will thrive. So come rough, come smooth, you won't find me worrying. But if | wasyou, Master Nat, I'd
give the boy hisway. There's nothing like his own way for asick person — be he child or grown man.
His own way to asick maniswhat grassisto asick dog."

Hempi€e's opinion influenced Master Nathaniel more than he would like to admit; but it was atalk he
had with Mumchance, the captain of the Lud Y eomanry, that findly induced him to let Ranulph have his
way.

The Y eomanry combined the duties of a garrison with those of a police corps, and Master Nathaniel
had charged their captain to try and find the whereabouts of Willy Wisp.

It turned out that the rogue was quite familiar to the Y eomanry, and Mumchance confirmed what
Endymion Leer had said about his having turned the town upside down with his pranks during the few
months he had been in Master Nathanidl's service. But since his disappearance at Y ule-tide, nothing had
been seen or heard of him in Lud-in-the-Mist, and Mumchance could find no traces of him.

Magter Nathaniel fumed and grumbled alittle at the inefficiency of the Y eomanry; but, at the bottom of
his heart he was relieved. He had alurking fear that Hempie was right and Endymion Leer waswrong,
and that it had redlly been fairy fruit after al that Ranulph had eaten. But it isbest to let degping factslie.
And he feared that if confronted with Willy Wisp the facts might wake up and begin to bite. But what
wasthisthat Mumchance wastdling him?

It would seem that during the past months there had been amarked increase in the consumption of fairy
fruit — in the low quarters of town, of course.

"It's got to be stopped, Mumchance, d'ye hear?' cried Master Nathaniel hotly. "And what's more, the
smugglers must be caught and clapped into gaol, every mother's son of them. This has gone on too long.”

"Y es, your Worship," said Mumchance stalidly, "it went on in the time of my predecessor, if your
Worship will pardon the expression” (Mumchance was very fond of using long words, but he had a
feding that it was presumption to use them before his betters), "and in the days of his predecessor . . .
and way back. And it's no good trying to be smarter than our forebears. | sometimes think we might as
well try and catch the Dapple and clap it into prison as them smugglers. But these are sad times, your
Worship, sad times — the "prentices wanting to be masters, and every little tradesman wanting to be a



Senator, and every dirty little urchin thinking he can give impudence to his betters! Y ou see, your
Worship, | seesand hears agood deal in my way of business, if you'll pardon the expression. . . but the
things one's eyes and earstells one, they ain't in words, so to speak, and its not easy to tell other folks
what they say . . . no more than the geese can tell you how they know it'sgoing to rain,” and he laughed
gpologeticdly. "But | shouldn't be surprised — no, | shouldntt, if there wasn't something brewing."

"By the Sun, Moon, and Stars, Mumchance, don't speak inriddles!” cried Master Nathaniel irritably.
"What d'ye mean?'

Mumchance shifted uneasily from onefoot to the other: "Well, your Worship," he began, "it'sthisway.
Folks are beginning to take awonderful interest in Duke Aubrey again. Why, dl the girls are wearing bits
of tawdry jewery with his picture, and bits of imitation ivy and squills stuck in their bonnets, and there
ain't apoor street in thistown where all the cockatoos that the sailors bring don't squawk at your from
their cagesthat the Duke will cometo hisown again. . . or some such rubbish, and . . ."

"My good Mumchance!" cried Master Nathanidl, impatiently, "Duke Aubrey was arascaly sovereign
who died more than two hundred years ago. Y ou don't believe he's going to cometo life again, do you?'

"I don't say that he will, your Worship," answered Mumchance evasively. "But al | know isthat when
Lud beginstaking about him, it generadly bodestrouble. | remember how old Tripsand, he who was
Captain of the Y eomanry when | wasalittle lad, used alwaysto say that there was adeal of that sort of
talk before the great drought.”

"Fddlegticks!" cried Master Nathaniel.

Mumchance's theories about Duke Aubrey heimmediately dismissed from hismind. But he was very
much disturbed by what he had said about fairy fruit, and began to think that Endymion Leer had been
right in maintaining that Ranul ph would be further from temptation at Swan-on-the-Dapple than in Lud.

He had another interview with Leer, and the long and short of it wasthat it was decided that as soon as
Dame Marigold and Hempie could get Ranulph ready he should set out for the widow Gibberty's farm.
Endymion Leer said that he wanted to look for herbsin the neighbourhood, and would be very willing to
escort him there.

Master Nathaniel, of course, would much have preferred to have gone with him himsdlf; but it was
againgt the law for the Mayor to leave Lud, except on circuit. In his stead, he decided to send Luke
Hempen, old Hempie's grand-nephew. Hewas alad of about twenty, who worked in the garden and
hed always been the faithful dave of Ranulph.

On abeautiful sunny morning, about aweek later, Endymion Leer came riding up to the Chanticleers
to fetch Ranulph, who was impatiently awaiting him, booted and spurred, and looking more like hisold
sdf than he had done for months.

Before Ranulph mounted, Master Nathaniel, blinking away atear or two, kissed him on the forehead
and whispered, "The black rooks will fly away, my son, and you'll come back as brown as aberry, and
asmerry asagrig. And if you want me, just send aword by Luke, and I'll be with you asfast ashorses
can gdlop — law or no law." And from her latticed window at the top of the house appeared the head
and shoulders of old Hempiein her nightcap, shaking her fist, and crying, "Now then, young Luke, if you
don't take care of my boy — you'll catchit!"

Many a curious glance was cast & the little cava cade as they trotted down the cobbled streets. Miss
Lettice and Miss Rosie Prim, the two buxom daughters of the leading watchmaker who were returning
from their marketing considered that Ranulph looked sweetly pretty on horseback. "Though," added
MissRosie, "they do say he'sahit . . . queer, and it isapity, | must say, that he's got the Mayor's ginger
har."

"Wdl, Rosie," retorted Miss Lettice, "at least he doesn't cover it up with ablack wig, like acertain
apprentice | know!"

And Rosie laughed, and tossed her head.

A great many women, as they watched them pass, called down blessings on the head of Endymion
Leer; adding that it was a pity that he was not Mayor and High Seneschal. And severa rough-looking



men scowled ominoudy at Ranulph. But Mother Tibbs, the haf-crazy old washerwoman, who, in spite of
her forty summers danced more lightly than any maiden, and was, in consequence, in great request asa
partner at those tavern dances that played so great apart in the life of the massesin Lud-in-the-Mist —
crazy, disreputable, Mother Tibbs, with her strangely noble innocent face, tossed him anosegay and
cried in her sing-song penetrating voice, " Cockadoodle doo! Cockadoodle doo! The little master's
bound for the land where the eggs are al gold!”

But no one ever paid any attention to what Mother Tibbs might say.

Nothing worth mentioning occurred during their journey to Swan; except the endless pleasant things of
the country in summer. There were beech spinneys, wading up steep banks through their own dead
leaves, fiddsdl blurred with meadow-sweet and sorrel; brown old women screaming at their goats;
acaciasin full flower, and willows blown by the wind into white blossom.

From timeto time, terrestrid comets — the blue flash of akingfisher, the red whisk of afox — would
furrow and thrill the surface of the earth with beauty.

And in the distance, here and there, standing motionless and in complete silence by the flowing Dapple,
were red-roofed villages— theleast vain of dl fair things, for they never looked at their own reflection in
the water, but gazed unblinkingly at the horizon.

And there were ruined castles covered with ivy — the badge of the old order, clinging to its own; and
into theivy doves dived, seeming to leave in their wake atrail of amethy<, just asaclump of bottle-green
leavesis shot with purple by the knowledge that it hides violets. And the round towers of the castles
looked asif they were so firmly encrusted in the sky that, to get to their other Sde, onewould haveto
hew out a passage through the celestid marble.

And the sun would set, and then our riders could watch the actua process of colour fading from the
world. Wasthat tree ill really green, or wasit only that they were remembering how afew seconds ago
it had been green?

And the nymph whom all travellers pursue and none has ever yet caught — the white high-road,
glimmered and beckoned to them through the dusk.

All thesethings, however, were familiar Sghtsto any Ludite. But on the third day (for Ranulph's sake
they were taking the journey in easy stages) things began to look different — especidly the trees; for
ingtead of acacias, beeches, and willows— familiar living things for ever murmuring their secret to
themselves— there were pines and liege-oaks and olives. Inanimate works of art they seemed at first
and Ranulph exclaimed, "Oh, look at the funny trees! They are like the old Satues of dead peopleinthe
Feldsof Grammary!”

But, aswell, they were like an old written tragedy. For if human, or superhuman, experience, and the
tragic clash of persondity can be expressed by plastic shapes, then one might half believe that these
tortured trees had been bent by the wind into the spiritua shape of some old drama.

Pines and olives, however, cannot grow far away from the sea. And surely the sealay to the east of
Lud-in-the-Migt, and with each mile they were getting further away from it? It was the sea beyond the
Hills of the Elfin Marches—the invisble sea of Fairyland — that caused these pines and olivesto
flourigh.

It was |ate in the afternoon when they reached the village of Swan-on-the-Dapple — a score of houses
straggling round atriangle of unreclaimed common, on which grew olives and stunted fruit-trees, and
which was used as the village rubbish hegp. In the distance were the low, pine-covered undulations of the
Debatable Hills— afine unchanging background for the changing colours of the seasons. Indeed, they
lent adignity and significance to everything that grew, lay, or was enacted, againg them; so that thelittle
children in their blue smocks who were playing among the rubbish on the dingy common as our
caval cade rode past, seemed to be performing against the background of Destiny some tremendous
action, smilar to the one expressed by the shapes of the pinesand olives.



When they had |eft the village, they took a cart-track that branched off from the high-road to the right.
It led into avalley, the gently doping sides of which were covered with vine-yards and corn-fields.
Sometimestheir path led through alittle wood of liege-oaks with trunks, where the bark had been
stripped, showing as red as blood, and everywhere there were short, wiry, aromatic shrubs, beset by
myriads of bees.

Every minute the hills seemed to be drawing nearer, and the pines with which they were covered began
to stand out from the carpet of heath in asort of coagulated relief, so that they looked like athick green
scum of watercress on a stagnant purple pond.

At last they reached the farm — afine old manor-house, standing among a cluster of red-roofed barns,
and supported, herddically, on either side by two magnificent plane-trees, with dappled trunks of
tremendous girth.

They were greeted by the barking of five or six dogs, and this brought the widow hurrying out
accompanied by a pretty girl of about seventeen whom sheintroduced as her granddaughter Hazdl.

Though she must have been at least Sixty by then, the widow Gibberty was il astrikingly handsome
woman —tall, imposing-looking, and with hair that must once have had as many shades of red and
brown asabed of wdlflowers smouldering in the sun.

Then a couple of men came up and led away the horses, and the travellers were taken up to their
rooms.

As befitted the son of the High Seneschal, the one given to Ranulph was evidently the best. It waslarge
and beautifully proportioned, and in spite of its homely chintzes and the plain furniture of afarmhouse, in
spite even of the dried rusheslaid on the floor instead of acarpet, it bore unmistakable traces of the
ancient magnificence when the house had bel onged to nobles instead of farmers.

For ingtance, the ceiling was a fine specimen of theflat enamelled cellingsthat belonged to the Duke
Aubrey period in domestic architecture. There was just such acelling in Dame Marigold's bedroom in
Lud. She had stared up at it when in travail with Ranulph — just as dl the mothers of the Chanticleers
had done in the same circumstances — and its colours and pattern had become inextricably confused
with her pain and ddlirium.

Endymion Leer was put next to Ranulph, and L uke was given alarge pleasant room in the attic.

Ranulph was not in the least tired by hislong ride, he said. His cheeks were flushed, his eyesbright,
and when the widow had left him alone with Luke, he gave two or three skips of glee, and cried, "1 do
love thisplace, Luke." At six o'clock aloud bell was rung outside the house, presumably to summon the
labourers to supper; and, asthe widow had told them it would be in the kitchen, Ranulph and Luke, both
feding very hungry, went hurrying down.

It was an enormous kitchen, running the whole length of the house; in the olden daysit had been the
banqueting hall. It was solidly stone-vaulted, and the great chimney place was dso of stone, and
decorated in high-relief with the skulls and flowers and arabesques of leaves ubiquitousin the art of
Dorimare. It was flanked by giant fire-dogs of copper. The floor wastiled with amosaic of brown and
red and grey-blue flag-stones.

Down the centre of the room ran along narrow table laid with pewter plates and mugs, for the
labourers and maid servants who came flocking in, their faces shining from recent sogp and scrubbing,
and stood about in groups at the lower end of the room, grinning and bashful from the presence of
company. According to the good old yeoman custom they had their mealswith their magters.

It was amost delicious supper — agreat ham with the aromatic flavour of wood-smoke, eaten with
pickled cowdips; brawn; ared-deer pie, and, in honour of the distinguished guests, afat roast swan. The
wine was from the widow's own grapes and was flavoured with honey and blackberries.

Most of the talking was done by the widow and Endymion Leer. He was asking her if many trout had
been caught that summer in the Dapple, and what were their markings. And shetold him that asamon
had recently been landed weighing ten pounds.

Ranulph, who had been munching away in silence, suddenly looked up & them, with thet little smile of



histhat people dways found atrifle disconcerting.

"That ign't real talk," hesaid. "That isn't the way you redly talk to each other. That's only pretence
talk." Thewidow |looked very surprised and very much annoyed. But Endymion Leer laughed heartily
and asked him what he meant by "real talk;" Ranulph, however, would not be drawn.

But Luke Hempen, in adim inarticulate way, understood what he meant. The conversation between the
widow and the doctor had not rung true; it was dmost asif their words had a double meaning known
only to themsdlves.

A few minutes later, awizened old man with very bright eyes came into the room and sat down at the
lower end of thetable. And then Ranulph really did give everyone afright, for he stopped eating, and for
afew seconds stared at him in silence. Then he gave apiercing scream.

All eyesturned toward him in amazement. But he sat asif petrified, his eyesround and staring, pointing
at the old man. "Come, come, young fellow!" cried Endymion Leer, sharply; "what's the meaning of this?'

"What alsyou, little master?' cried the widow.

But he continued pointing in silence a the old man, who was leering and smirking and ogling, in evident
delight a being the centre of attention.

"He's scared by Portunus, the weaver," tittered the maids.

And the words "Portunus,” "old Portunus the weaver," were bandied from mouth to mouth down the
two sdes of thetable.

"Y es, Portunus, the weaver," cried the widow, in aloud voice, ahint of menacein her eye. "And who, |
should like to know, does not love Portunus, the weaver?*

The maids hung their heads, the men sniggered deprecatingly.

"Well?' challenged the widow.

Silence.

"And who," she continued indignantly, "isthe handiest most obliging fellow to be found within twenty
miles?"

She glared down the table, and then repeated her question.

Asif compelled by her eye, the company murmured " Portunus.”

"And if the cheeseswon't curdle, or the butter won't come, or the wine in the vatswon't get agood
head, who comesto the rescue?’

"Portunus,” murmured the company.

"And who is dways ready to lend a hel ping hand to the maids— to break or bolt hemp, to dressflax,
or to pin? And when their work is over to play them tunes on hisfiddle?"

"Portunus,” murmured the company.

Suddenly Hazel raised her eyesfrom her plate and they were sparkling with defiance and anger.

"Andwho," she cried gilly, "gts by the fire when he thinks no oneiswatching him roasting little live
frogs and eating them? Portunus.”

With each word her voice rose higher, like asoaring bird. But at thelast word it was asif the bird
when it had reached the ceiling suddenly fell down dead. And Luke saw her flinch under the cold
indignant stare of the widow.

And he had noticed something else aswell.

It was the custom in Dorimare, in the houses of the yeomanry and the peasantry, to hang a bunch of
dried fennel over the door of every room; for fenne was supposed to have the power of keeping the
Fairies. And when Ranulph had given his eerie scream, Luke had, asingtinctively asin smilar
circumstances amediaeva papist would have made the sign of the Cross, glanced towards the door to
catch areassuring glimpse of the familiar herb.

But there was no fennel hanging over the door of the widow Gibberty.

The men grinned, the maidstittered at Hazel's outburst; and then there was an awkward silence.

In the meantime, Ranulph seemed to have recovered from hisfright and was going on stolidly with his
supper, while the widow was saying to him reassuringly, "Mark my words, little master, you'll get to love



Portunus as much aswe al do. Trust Portunus for knowing where the trout rise and where dl the birds
nestsareto befound . . . eh, Portunus?’

And Portunus chuckled with delight and his bright eyes twinkled.

"Why," thewidow continued, "I have known him these twenty years. HE's the weaver in these parts,
and goes the round from farm to farm, and the room with the loom is always caled "Portunus Parlour.’
And thereisn't awedding or amerrymaking within twenty mileswhere he doesn't play thefiddle."

L uke, whose perceptions owing to the fright he had just had were unusually aert, noticed that
Endymion Leer was very slent, and that his face as he watched Ranulph was puzzled and alittle anxious.

When supper was over the maids and |abourers vanished, and so did Portunus; but the three guests sat
on, listening to the pleasant whirr of the widow's and Hazdl's spinning-whedls, saying bt little, for the
long day in the open air had made dl three of them deepy.

At eight o'clock alittle scrabbling noise was heard at the door. "That's the children,” said Hazel, and
shewent and opened it, upon which three or four little boys came bashfully in from the dusk.

"Good evening, my lads," said the widow, genidly. "Comefor your bread and cheese. . . en?"

The children grinned and hung their heads, abashed by the sight of three strangers.

"Thelittle lads of the village, Master Chanticleer, take it in turn to watch our cattledl night,” said the
widow to Ranulph. "We keep them some miles away aong the valey where there is good pasturage, and
the herdsman likes to come back to hisown home at night.”

"And theselittle boys are going to be out all night?" asked Ranulph in an awed voice.

"That they are! And afinetimethey'll have of it too. They build themsdveslittle huts out of branches
and light firesin them. Oh, they enjoy themselves."

The children grinned from ear to ear; and when Hazel had provided each of them with some bread and
cheese they scuttled off into the gathering dusk.

"I'd like to go some night, too," said Ranulph.

The widow was beginning to expostul ate against the idea of young Master Chanticleer's spending the
night out of doors with cows and village children, when Endymion Leer said, decidedly, "That'sall
nonsense! | don't want my patient coddled . . . eh! Ranulph? | see no reason why he shouldn't go some
night if it amuseshim. But wait till the nightsarewarmer.”

He paused just a second, and added, "towards Midsummer, let ussay.”

They sat on alittlelonger; saying but little, yawning agreet dedl. And then the widow suggested that
they should al go off to bed.

There were home-made tallow candles provided for everyone, except Ranulph, whose socia
importance was emphasised by awax onefrom Lud.

Endymion Leer lit it for him, and then held it a arm's length and contemplated its flame, his head on one
Sde, eyestwinkling.

"Thrice blessed little herb!" he began in awhimsica voice. "Herb o' grease, with thy waxen stlem and
blossom of flame! Thou art more potent againgt spdlls and terrors and the invisible menace than fennel or
dittany or rue. Hail! antidote to the deadly nightshade! Blossoming in the darkness, thy virtues are
heartease and quiet deep. Sick people bless thee, and women in travail, and people with haunted minds,
and dl children."

"Don't be abuffoon, Leer,” said thewidow roughly; in quite adifferent voice from the one of bluff
courtesy in which she had hitherto addressed him. To an acute observer it would have suggested that
they werein redlity more intimate than they cared to show.

For thefirg timein hislife Luke Hempen had difficulty in getting off to deep.

His great-aunt had dinned into him for the past week, with many amenacing shake of her old fist, that
should anything happen to Master Ranulph she would hold him, Luke, responsible, and even before
leaving Lud the honest, but by no means heroic, lad, had been in somewhat of a panic; and the various
odd littleincidents that had taken place that evening were not of a nature to reassure him.



Finaly he could stand it no longer. So up hegat, lit his candle, and crept down the attic stairs and aong
the corridor to Ranulph's room.

Ranulph, too, was wide awake. He had not put out his candle, and was lying staring up at the fantastic
caling.

"What do you want, Luke?' he cried peevishly. "Why won't anyone ever leave me alone?’

"l wasjust wondering if you weredl right, Sir," said Luke apologeticaly.

"Of coursel am. Why shouldn't | be?" and Ranulph gave an impatient little plungein his bed.

"Well, | wasjust wondering, you know."

Luke paused; and then said imploringly, "Please, Master Ranulph, be agood chap and tell me what
took you at supper time when that doitered old weaver camein. Y ou gave me quite aturn, screaming
likethet."

"Ah, Luke! Wouldn't you liketo know!" teased Ranulph.

Findly he admitted that when he had been asmall child he had frequently seen Portunusin hisdreams,
"And that's rather frightening, you know, Luke."

Luke, much relieved, admitted that he supposed it was. He himsalf was not given to dreaming; nor did
he take serioudy the dreams of others.

Ranulph noticed hisrelief; and rather an impish expresson soleinto hiseyes.

"But theré's something el se, Luke," he said. "Old Portunus, you know, is adead man."

Thistime Luke wasredly alarmed. Was his charge going off his head?

"Get dong with you, Master Ranulph!" he cried, in avoice that hetried to make jocose.

"All right, Luke, you needn't believeit unlessyou like," said Ranulph. "Good night, I'm off to deep.”

And he blew out his candle and turned his back on Luke, who, thus dismissed, must needsreturn to his
own bed, where he soon fell fast adeep.

Chapter VI
The Wind in the Crabapple Blossoms
About aweek |ater, Mistress Hempen received the following | etter from Luke:

Dear Auntie, — | trust thisfindsyou aswell asit leaves me. I'm remembering what you said, and
trying to look after the little master, but thisis aqueer place and no mistake, and I'd liefer we were both
safe back in Lud. Not that I've any complaint to make asto victuas and lodging, and I'm sure they treat
Master Ranulph asif he was aking — wax candles and linen sheets and everything that he gets at home.
And | must say I've not seen him looking so well, nor so happy for many along day. But the widow
woman she's arum customer and no mistake, and wonderful fond of fishing, for afemale. She and the
doctor are out dl night sometimes together after trout, but never atrout do we see on thetable. And
sometimes she looks so queerly at Master Ranulph that it fairly makes my flesh creep. And therésno
lovelost between her and her granddaughter, her step-granddaughter | should say, her who's called
MissHazdl, and they say aswhat by the old farmer'swill the farm belongs to her and not to the widow.
And she's a stuck-up young miss, very high and keeping hersdf to hersdf. But I'm glad she'sin the house
al the same, for she'swdll liked by dl thefolk on the farm and I'd take my oath that though she's high
she's straight. And therés adaft old man that they call Portunus and it's more like having atame magpie
in the house than ahuman man, for he can't talk aword of sensg, it'sall scraps of rhyme, and he's always
up to mischief. He'saweaver and as cracked as Mother Tibbs, though he do play thefiddle beautiful.
Andit'smy belief thewidow waksin fear of her lifefor that old man, though why she should bests meto
know. For the old fellow's harmless enough, though a bit spiteful at times. He sometimes pinchesthe
maidstill their arms are as many colours as a mackerdl's back. And he seems sweet on Miss Hazel
though she can't abear him, though when | ask her about him she snaps my head off and tellsme to mind
my own business. And I'm afraid the folk on the farm must think me a bit high mysdf through me minding



what you told me and keeping mysdlf to mysdlf. Becauseit'smy beief if I'd been abit morefriendly at
the beginning (such asit'smy nature to be) I'd have found out athing or two. And that cracked old
weaver seems quite smitten by an old stone statue in the orchard. He's dway's cutting capersin front of it,
and pulling faces @t it, like aclown at the fair. But the widow's scared of him, as sure asmy name's Luke
Hempen. And Magter Ranulph doestalk so queer about him — things as | wouldn't demean myself to
writeto an old lady. And I'd be very glad, auntie, if you'd ask hisWorship to send for us back, because |
don't likethis place, and that's afact, and not so much as a sprig of fennel do they put above their doors.
— And | am, Y our dutiful grandnephew, LUKE HEMPEN.

Hempie read it through with many afrown and shake of her head, and with an occasional snort of
contempt; as, for instance, where Luke intimated that the widow's linen sheets were asfine asthe
Chanticleers.

Then she sat for afew minutesin deep thought.

"No, no," shefinally said to hersdf, "my boy'swell and happy and that's more than hewasin Lud,
these last few months. What must be must be, and it's never any use worrying Master Nat.

So she did not show Master Nathaniel Luke Hempen's|etter.

Asfor Magter Nathanie, he was enchanted by the accounts he received from Endymion Leer of the
improvement both in Ranulph's health and state of mind. Ranulph himsdlf too wrotelittle letters saying
how happy he was and how anxiousto stay on at the farm. It was evident that, to use the words of
Endymion Leer, hewaslearning to livelifeto adifferent tune.

And then Endymion Leer returned to Lud and confirmed what he had said in his|etters by his accounts
of how well and happy Ranulph wasin the life of afarm.

The summer was Smmering comfortably by, initsusua deepy way, in the streets and gardens of
Lud-in-the-Mist. The wives of Senators and burgesses were busy in still-room and kitchen making
cordids and jams; in the evening the streets were lively with chattering voices and the sounds of music,
and 'prentices danced with their masters daughters in the public square, or outside taverns, till the grey
twilight began to turn black. The Senators yawned their way through each other's speeches, and made
their own as short as possible that they might hurry off to whip the Dapple for trout or play at bowlson
the Guild Hall's beautiful velvety green. And when one of their ships brought in a particularly choice cargo
of rare wine or exotic sweetmeats they invited their friends to supper, and washed down the daintieswith
the good old jokes.

Mumchance looked glum, and would sometimes frighten hiswife by gloomy forebodings; but he had
learned that it was no use trying to arouse the Mayor and the Senate.

Magter Nathaniel was missing Ranulph very much; but as he continued to get highly satisfactory reports
of hishedlth hefet that it would be selfish not to let him stay on, a any ratetill the summer was over.

Then the trees, after their long silence, began to talk again, in yellow and red. And the days began to
shrink under one's very eyes. And Master Nathanid's pleached aley was growing yelower and yellower,
and on the days when athick white mist camerolling up from the Dappleit would be the only object in
his garden that was not blurred and dimmed, and would look like apair of gigantic golden compasses
with which ademiurgeis measuring cheos.

It was then that things began to happen; moreover, they began at the least likely place in the whole of
Lud-in-the-Mist — Miss Primrose Crabapple's Academy for young ladies.

Miss Primrose Crabapple had for some twenty years"finished” the daughters of the leading citizens;
teaching them to sing, to dance, to play the spinet and the harp, to preserve and candy fruit, to wash
gauzes and lace, to bone chickens without cutting the back, to modd groups of ill lifein every
imaginable plastic material, edible and non-edible— wakx, butter, sugar — and to embroider in at least a
hundred different stitches— preparing them, in fact, to be one day useful and accomplished wives.

When Dame Marigold Chanticleer and her contemporaries had first been pupils a the Academy, Miss
Primrose had only been ayoung assistant governess, very sentimental and affected, and full of
nonsensical ideas. But nonsensical ideas and greet practica gifts are sometimes found side by side, and



sentimentdity isaqudity that rarely has the dightest influence on action.

Anyhow, the ridiculous gushing assstant managed bit by bit to get the whole direction of the
establishment into her own hands, while the old dame to whom the school bel onged became as plastic to
her will aswere butter, sugar or wax to her clever fingers, and when the old lady died she left her the
school.

It was an old rambling red-brick house with alarge pleasant garden, and stood alittle back from the
high-road, about half amile beyond the west gate of Lud-in-the-Mist.

The Academy represented to the ladies of Lud al that they knew of romance. They remembered the
jokesthey had laughed at within itswalls, the secrets they had exchanged waking up and down its
pleached dleys, far more vividly than anything that had afterwards happened to them.

Do not for amoment imagine that they were sentimental about it. The ladies of Lud were never
sentimental. 1t was as an old comic song that they remembered their school-days. Perhapsit isaways
with atouch of wistfulness that we remember old comic songs. It was at any rate as near asthe ladies of
Lud could get to the poetry of the past. And whenever Dame Marigold Chanticleer and Dame
Dreamsweet Vigil and the rest of the old pupils of the Academy foregathered to eat syllabub and
marzipan and exchange new stitches for their samplers, they would be sure sooner or later to Start
bandying memories about these funny old days and the ridiculous doings of Miss Primrose Crabapple.

"Oh, do you remember," Dame Marigold would cry, "how she wanted to tart what she called a
"Mother's Day', when we were dl to dress up in white and green, and pretend to be lilies standing on our
mothers graves?'

"Oh, yed" Dame Dreamsweet would gurgle, " And mother was so angry when she found out about it.
"How dare the ghoulish creature bury me divelikethis? she used to say."

And then they would laugh till the tears ran down their cheeks.

Each generation had its own jokes and its own secrets; but they were always on the same pattern; just
aswhen one of the china cups got broken, it was replaced by another exactly likeit, with the same
painted border of squillsand ivy.

Therewere sguillsand ivy al over the Academy, embroidered on the curtainsin each bedroom, and on
all the cushions and screens, painted in afrieze around the wall of the parlour, and even stamped on the
pats of butter. For one of Miss Primrose Crabapple's follies was aromantic passion for Duke Aubrey —
apasson smilar to that cherished by high-church spinsters of the last century for the memory of Charles
|. Over her bed hung alittle reproduction in water-colours of his portrait in the Guildhall. And on the
anniversary of hisfal, which was kept in Dorimare as a holiday, she dways gppeared in degp mourning.

She knew perfectly well that she was an object of ridicule to her pupils and their mothers. But her
manner to them was not awhit less gushing in consequence; for she was much too practica to dlow her
fedingsto interfere with her bread and buitter.

However, on the occasions when her temper got the better of her prudence she would show them
clearly her contempt for their pedigree, sneering at them as commercid upstarts and interlopers. She
seemed to forget that she hersalf was only the daughter of aLud grocer, and at timesto imagine that the
Crabapples had belonged to the vanished aristocracy.

She was grotesque, too, in appearance, with around moon face, tiny eyes, and an enormous mouth
that was generdly stretched into an ingratiating smile. She aways wore agreen turban and gown cut in
the style of the days of Duke Aubrey. Sitting in her garden among her pretty little pupils shewaslike a
brightly-painted Aunt Sally, placed there by a gardener with ataste for the baroque to frighten away the
birdsfrom his cherries and greengages.

Though it was flowers that