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Chapter 1
It was the third day of our hunting trip to the North York Moors, and the weather, as well as any prospect for success, had turned sour. The first two days had been pleasant considering the season—early fall—and we'd been blessed with clear skies, gentle temperatures, and a slight breeze. The pheasant had been plentiful, with each of us easily reaching our limit by end of day. The third, which had begun promisingly enough, clouded over in the early afternoon and the rain had begun to fall. We'd neither seen nor heard any sign of our quarry, and even Scout, my indefatigable spaniel, seemed to have lost his enthusiasm.
"We should head back, lads. The weather is only going to get worse," said Taylor, nodding toward the dark clouds rapidly approaching our party.
Carnacki, Jessop and I readily agreed, and Taylor turned to head back. We'd only been walking for a few minutes, when Jessop came to a stop.
"I thought we were heading back to the lodge," he said.
"We are," said Taylor, "it's this way."
"No," argued Jessop, "it should be to the south of us, you're headed due west."
"I know exactly where we're headed," said Taylor, mildly annoyed. "The lodge is almost directly west of here. We walked east, more or less, all morning."
"Less, I should think," laughed Jessop. "We came right through that valley," he said, indicating the vale to the south.
"Have you gotten us lost, Taylor?" I asked in mock concern, winking at the others. Taylor, who'd always taken great pride in his ability to navigate in the field, looked annoyed, but said nothing.
"We can settle this easily enough. Let's head up this hill," said Carnacki, pointing to a slope directly to our north. "It should command a sufficiently wide view of the land to see where we may have gone wrong."
Clearly skeptical, Taylor turned and began the climb. Scout ran ahead of us through the bracken.
The southern approach to the hill was precipitous and it was a half-hour before we reached the top. Weathered rock, a few juniper shrubs, and an ancient ash tree were the primary features. As we'd hoped, it also afforded excellent views in all directions. The rain had not relented, and the four of us stood under the old ash, surveying the land in the hope of determining the direction where the lodge lay.
"Is that a house?" asked Jessop, pointing to the northeast.
"All the way out here?" said Taylor.
Atop a hill to the northeast stood a house of significant size, set in the midst of a courtyard, and surrounded by a stone wall. It was difficult to be certain, given the distance and weather, but the windows of the house appeared dark. Its aspect was not particularly inviting.
"I've never heard of such a place this far out," said Taylor.
"It can't be any more than half a mile away," said Jessop. "Let's make for it. We can ask for directions to the lodge. Or perhaps the owners would put us up for the night."
We were still uncertain of the way back, and the sky was continuing to darken with the weather and the approach of evening. Whatever we were going to do, we needed to decide quickly.
"I don't like the look of the place," I said, "but we have little choice at this point."
"Let's get started, then," agreed Taylor. "This tree is certainly no shelter."
Scout led the way as we began our descent. The intervening valley was deep, and by the time we'd reached the bottom the weather had intensified. It had grown quite dark, the wind was howling, and the rain was coming down in sheets.
Jumping across a narrow, fast-moving stream, we began the ascent to the house, eventually crossing a rough path that zigzagged its way up the valley wall. It was overgrown with brambles and eroded by many streamlets that flowed down the sides of the valley, but made for easier going than a direct climb to the top.
After nearly an hour, we reached the wall surrounding the house. It was of stone, surmounted by an iron fence some ten feet tall. The house was visible beyond, and was a vaguely gothic stone structure of two stories, flanked by twin towers rising above a slate roof. The narrow windows facing us were intact, but completely dark. We'd been following the wall in a southwesterly direction, in the hope of finding a gate or door through which we could enter the courtyard, when Jessop, who'd been trailing behind, grabbed me by the shoulder.
"Someone's at the window!" he said, pointing at the second story, just visible over the iron fence.
I turned to look, but the windows were dark.
"I swear," said Jessop, "I saw someone, holding a candle, then it went out."
"Well, there's no one there now," I said, "but perhaps someone does live here."
We continued along the unbroken wall, turning a corner as it ran to the northwest. A gate swinging to and fro in the wind opened into a courtyard overgrown with trees, shrubs and brambles. The remnants of a meandering path were visible, heading in the general direction of the mansion. Seen from the front, the structure was just as dark and imposing, and bore the signs of long neglect.
"Two hundred years old, if it's a day," said Taylor, as we reached a wide stone stair that climbed to a door of wood and iron. Narrow windows were placed on each side of the door, but were too dirty to see through. Taylor knocked, and the door slowly opened. Looking back at us, he shrugged, then pushed the door open further. We proceeded inside, but Scout lingered on the stairs, whimpering. I gestured at him to follow, and he reluctantly joined us as I closed the door.
We could see little in the hall, and the dead silence inside was a startling contrast to the weather outside. The atmosphere was stale and dry, as if the place had been closed up for a long time. Reaching into my coat, I withdrew an electric torch. The light revealed an entry hall that narrowed to a hallway and ran to the back of the house. Several doors, all closed, could be seen to the left and right extending down the length of the hallway. A door directly to our left was slightly ajar, and a curved staircase to our right led to the upper floor. The wood of the floors, walls, doors, as well as the light fixtures and other pieces of hardware were all of high quality and the best materials. Everything, however, was covered in dust and cobwebs. It seemed doubtful that anyone would live in such a place, let alone without a staff to help them maintain it.
Taylor let out a long "hallo!", but his voice fell dead. The silence of the house asserted itself quickly, admitting only the dull moan of the wind from the storm outside. I gently pushed the door to our left, and it creaked open fully, revealing a study. Wooden bookcases, filled with books small and large and other objects both decorative and functional, lined the interior walls. The rain pelted against two narrow lattice windows. Both were covered in cobwebs and dust, like seemingly everything else in the house. The dusk was upon us, so there was no light to filter in through the outside, even had they been clean. Various fine, but now shabby, pieces of furniture occupied the floor: a sofa, two stuffed leather chairs, and tables of various size. Opposite from where we entered was a large, dark fireplace with an impressive mantle, over which hung a gilded and ornately-framed mirror.
"What about a fire?" said Taylor, crossing the room to inspect the fireplace. "I daresay we'd all feel better if we could warm up and dry out a bit. It may even brighten up this old place!" A cradle of tinder and wood provided the necessary fuel, and Taylor busied himself with getting a fire started.
The bookshelves contained volumes on a multitude of subjects, some of local interest and some general references. I carefully picked up a dusty volume on astronomy by Reverend John Davis—an interesting but somewhat dated work.
"This will hit the spot!" exclaimed Jessop, removing a bottle from a cabinet set against the wall. "Brandy, 1835," he said, examining the label. "I wonder if it's any good?"
A comforting light and crackle came from the fireplace.
"Good Lord man, handle that carefully!" said Taylor, taking the bottle and setting it down. "This isn't your local pub!"
"Oh, come now," Jessop chided him, "no one's been here for years."
"I don't know about that," said Carnacki, "take a look at the floor. A path has been swept clean of dust, as if there's been traffic. The entry hall floor was partially swept clean as well, or didn't you notice? And what's this?"
On an end table next to the sofa were several small objects: A slip of paper secured with a small lead weight, and three playing cards.
"Two of hearts, five of spades, and jack of diamonds," said Carnacki. Moving the lead weight to the side, he picked up the slip of paper and read its contents aloud.
Set thine horizon square as cursed and spectral acts hurry revenants home.
Create as one visions of obscene fiefdoms dark and occult.
Ensnare the doomed thusly, sensing unknown dire danger.
Through this and chaos factotums will ire redeem numbers given,
And twin ghosts lively rapport will offer secrets unknown and
Rip asunder the final illusion of angels.
"What on Earth!" I exclaimed. "A bit of poetry?"
"Perhaps, although not very good," replied Carnacki. Taking a small journal and pencil from his jacket, he transcribed the note.
"What do you suppose it means?" I asked, but Carnacki had frozen. I was about to ask him what was the matter, but he looked back at me with alarm in his eyes and raised his finger to his lips.
Outside, in the hall, there was a creak, followed by the sound of soft footsteps coming toward the door to the study. The footsteps stopped, and there was an odd squeaking noise. Scout growled, the fur on his neck and back bristling.
Suddenly, the room changed. The walls of the study seemed to undulate and fade to darkness. My companions, too, appeared to distort into grotesque shapes and positions. I watched helplessly as Carnacki slowly moved toward the door, but then fell to his knees, almost appearing to fall through the floor. Then there was a low moan that slowly grew to the most inhuman wail I'd ever heard. I stopped my ears, falling to my knees as the intensity of the wail increased.
My vision had clouded, and I no longer saw motion, as such. It was as if I were viewing a series of photographs. I lay on the ground, facing the door, which had opened fully. Something was framed in the portal: A vaguely human figure, luminous, but surrounded by darkness, and horribly distorted. The last thing I saw was an image of Scout lunging at it. My vision faded, and I was lost in darkness.
Chapter 2
My first sensation upon waking was one of intense cold. I was outside, and lay upon my back. A finger of stone, pointing at the ragged sky above, stood next to me. I recognized Ronald, one of the lads from Rowan Lodge, crouched nearby, and as I came to my senses I realized he was asking me if I was all right. I nodded, although I felt anything but. Rising stiffly to a sitting position, I saw that Jessop lay a few feet away, and was beginning to stir. Carnacki and Taylor were close by as well, and seemed to be in the midst of a discussion. Scout was nowhere to be seen. I tried calling out to him, but managed only to cough. Glancing at my watch, I saw it was nearly half-past seven in the morning. I managed, slowly, to get to my feet, joining Carnacki and Taylor on the lip of the hill where we'd, somehow, found ourselves.
"Dodgson, how are you feeling?" asked Carnacki.
I initially found it difficult to form words. "Uncertain," I responded. "What happened, and where are we?"
"According to Ronald here," said Carnacki, "we're atop Grey Hill, about two hours north of the lodge. As for what happened, Taylor and I were just comparing notes. What do you remember?"
I shook my head and regretted it instantly, for it had started pounding. "Not much," I answered, "An awful wail, my legs going out from under me, and then seeing something standing in the doorway of the study."
"Ah, you saw the thing as well!" exclaimed Carnacki.
"That's not what I saw," said Taylor, "as I was just telling you. I was facing away from the door when the wailing began, and a bit of movement above the fireplace caught my eye. I turned to look, and I swear there was someone in the mirror, looking back at me—a young girl. It was as if she was looking at me through a window. I remember nothing after that, until waking up here, that is."
"What could it mean?" I asked. "And how on Earth did we get here?"
"I don't know," replied Carnacki, "I remember nothing after seeing that thing."
I called for Scout and asked Ronald if he'd seen him, but he hadn't. My instinct was to return to the mansion immediately to search for him, but it was hardly practical. We were freezing and soaking wet. The first order was to return to the lodge.
"I think," said Carnacki, "if we can get a late breakfast in us, and rest for a while, we'll be in better shape to find him. And he may find his way back to the lodge in the meantime. I also want to see what I can uncover about the mansion. Someone must know something of it."
With Ronald's guidance, we safely made it back to the lodge by midmorning. Mr. Davies, the proprietor of Rowan Lodge, sighed in relief as we entered the common room. Having discovered, well before dawn, that we hadn't returned from the previous day's hunt, he'd sent several lads out in various directions to search for our party.
Over breakfast, the four of us, joined by Davies, discussed the previous night's adventure. We all told variations of a similar tale: Carnacki reading the strange note, that awful wail, strange visions, then a loss of consciousness. Only Carnacki and I had seen the thing in the doorway. Taylor had seen the child in the mirror, and Jessop reported seeing strange visions of which he could make little sense. Ronald, who'd been listening to our tale while serving coffee, gasped at the mention of the wail.
"'It was the ghost, Mr. Davies," he half-whispered, "at Harrison Mansion!"
"Settle down, lad," said Davies. "Go see if Mr. Dodgson's spaniel has found its way back." Davies paused. "I didn't know you were going to be in the vicinity of Harrison Mansion," he said. "I would've warned you."
"We hadn't planned on it," said Carnacki. "It was just a port in the storm, so to speak. What can you tell me about the place? And Ronald mentioned a ghost, what of that?"
"It's fairly well known locally," Davies replied. "The mansion was owned by Robert Harrison, something of a legend himself, even when he was still alive. He was active in the shipping industry, made quite a bit of money, and had the mansion built for himself, his wife, and their daughter. Well, his frigate The Helldiver was lost at sea, taking him and his crew with it. His wife died not long after. It's said the wail is her calling him back, and that he and his crew can be seen riding back to the mansion—a ghostly retinue of sorts—on certain nights. Those who disturb her are cursed, and disappear, or are taken to Grey Hill, where you were found this morning. People round here simply leave the old place alone, and it leaves them alone."
"What of the daughter?" asked Carnacki. "What happened to her after Mrs. Harrison died?"
"I don't rightly know, some say she's still there, with her mother. Harrison didn't have an heir, and that was the end of the line, as they say."
"Does the legend speak of the nature of the curse, or of how it's connected to Grey Hill?" asked Carnacki.
"Not that I've heard of. Mind you, Mr. Carnacki, many things are said about the hills round here and their standing stones. Most of it's nonsense, in my view. But, as your experience shows, there may be something to these old stories."
Davies excused himself. Carnacki took his journal from his coat pocket and read aloud the transcription of the cryptic note they'd found the previous night.
"I think I'll send a message, along with the contents of this note, to a contact of mine at Cambridge. Perhaps it will mean something to him."
"What about the playing cards?" asked Jessop. "What were they again? Although, perhaps they had nothing to do with the note."
"Two of hearts, five of spades, and jack of diamonds," answered Carnacki. "I'm not sure why, but I think they are related. There was something of deliberation, of intent, in it all. And, we know someone, or something, had been there before us, and recently."
"What's next, then?" asked Taylor.
"I intend to return to the scene," answered Carnacki, "and I'd like for the three of you to come with me."
"Of course," I said. "At the very least I intend to find Scout."
Jessop and Taylor readily agreed as well, and the four of us spent the remainder of the morning planning our strategy. Davies provided a topographic map of the area, and advised us as to the most efficient route to the mansion. We chose Horseshoe Hill, overlooking the mansion just to the west, as our destination. It would serve as an excellent place from which we could observe the mansion and the area surrounding it. It was a fair distance, and we agreed to make an immediate start in order to arrive by nightfall.
"Dress warmly," advised Carnacki, "I don't want to light a fire or do anything that could draw attention."
"Why not?" asked Jessop. "Surely we'll be safe outside the house?"
"We shouldn't count on that," Carnacki replied, "we don't know exactly what we're dealing with yet."
By early afternoon, we'd gotten underway. Our path took us in a northeasterly direction through a series of valleys cut through the higher elevations. There hadn't been any rain since the night before, but the sky remained dark and threatening. We were well prepared for any heavy weather, having brought with us rainproof outer wear and additional provisions for a night outdoors. Despite the nature of our errand, the journey was not unpleasant, for the moors possessed a kind of rugged and austere beauty we all enjoyed.
At regular intervals I called out to Scout, training my field glasses on the surrounding hills and vales. There was no sign of him, and I tried not to think the worst. He'd been my constant companion for five years, and I couldn't bear the thought of losing him, not to mention how it would upset Jessica. We stopped for a brief rest at the halfway point to Horseshoe Hill. I'd been surveying the land when Carnacki put his hand on my shoulder.
"He'll turn up," he said. "He's a sensible lad, and like many of his kind possesses a wisdom that will keep him out of trouble."
We reached the base of Horseshoe Hill an hour before dusk. It was a difficult ascent, the western approach was steep and there was no trail to follow. We reached the top just as darkness descended upon the moor. Removing our packs, we searched the hilltop. Fortunately, the clouds above us had broken and a crescent moon provided some light with which we could see. The hilltop was surprisingly small, perhaps less than thirty yards in diameter, and bowl-like in shape. Standing stones, arranged in a horseshoe pattern approximately five yards in diameter, stood in the center of the bowl. Each irregular stone was around 4 feet tall and a foot wide. Any markings the stones may have once possessed had long been weathered away.
We walked to the eastern edge of the hilltop. The hill upon which Harrison Mansion was built was visible in the moonlight. It actually made for a lovely scene and I imagined how, in happier times, well-lit and with an orderly courtyard, it would have been a welcoming sight. It was still lovely, but was now forbidding.
A fog had begun to fill the valley below, and we were soon standing upon an island amidst the clouds. The mansion remained visible, although most of the hill on which it was situated was hidden.
"We may as well get comfortable, lads," said Taylor, sitting upon a broken standing stone. I did likewise, training my field glasses upon the hill to the east. The windows of the mansion were dark, and there was no sign of activity.
"What are we waiting for, Carnacki?" asked Jessop, "Shouldn't we make for the mansion?"
"Not yet," he replied, checking his watch, "we may have to wait an hour or two, assuming anything happens at all. Stay alert, in any case, and keep an eye out!"
The night silence had lulled us into a sense of relative comfort, and I'd been monitoring the old mansion through my field glasses, when a great wail tore through the night, rising in volume and pitch until it seemed to saturate the air around us. As before, I felt the need to cover my ears; the wail was like something from a nightmare. It was neither the volume nor the pitch that was so terrible, it was some other aspect of its quality that made it so. It lasted nearly a full minute, gradually lowering in pitch and volume, then fading away into the night. I looked back at the others. Even Taylor, the oldest and most unflappable among us, seemed disturbed.
"My God, that sound," he said, rising from his seat and walking to the opposite edge of the hilltop.
"It was just like last night," I said, "but didn't seem to affect us in the same way, fortunately."
"That, in itself, is interesting," said Carnacki. "Perhaps it's the distance, but there may be other reasons as well."
Having renewed my watch, I spotted something moving to the north of the house. It was obscured by fog, and was slowly making its way up the old road that wound its way up the hill. At first, I took it only for an atmospheric effect—an odd current of air in the fog. But as it ascended, a form became more apparent. It was still difficult to see in the moonlight, but I could make out a shape, or, rather, several shapes.
"There's something on the hill," I managed to gasp, "heading toward the mansion."
The shapes became clearer: They were luminous and full of movement—the shapes of men on horses, but both man and horse were impossibly thin. They rent the ever-thinning mist, leaving it trailing behind them in tatters. It was difficult to tell in the light, but there appeared to be three. They rode through the open gate, disappearing into the courtyard beyond. I slowly lowered my field glasses, uncertain of my own senses.
"A ghostly retinue, indeed," whispered Carnacki.
"What do you make of it?" asked Taylor.
"It's consistent with what we heard from Davies," answered Carnacki, "but I'm hesitant to speculate on the exact nature of what we just witnessed, before learning more. I'm going to the mansion, now!"
"We're coming with you," said Jessop.
"No, not this time," replied Carnacki. "I shouldn't be long. Keep an eye on things out here," he said, then began the descent.
I watched Carnacki as he disappeared into the fog blanketing the valley. After what seemed like ages, I spotted him again, ascending toward the mansion using the path we took the previous night.
"Good man," said Taylor, "taking the same approach. There's much more cover there, should anyone—or anything—be observing him."
We watched as he reached the wall, then skirted round it, reaching the open gate. He disappeared into the courtyard.
"Lads," said Taylor, "if there's no sign of his return by midnight, we're following him." Jessop and I nodded in agreement.
The minutes ticked by slowly. There was no sign of activity outside the mansion. Nor was there a light in any of the windows indicating a presence, Carnacki or otherwise. The fog had thickened, and slowly climbed the walls of the valley. The mansion, which was situated at a slightly lower elevation than the hill where we established our camp, was enveloped in it by half-past eleven.
"Even if Carnacki is on his way back," I said, "we won't be able to see him in this weather. I say we start after him."
Taylor and Jessop agreed, and we began the descent, taking roughly the same path as Carnacki. The fog clung to us, bringing with it a chill that didn't diminish until we'd begun ascending the valley wall to the mansion. In less than an hour, we'd reached the courtyard wall where Carnacki had stood a few hours before.
With Taylor leading the way, the three of us skirted the wall and entered the gate. The courtyard was silent, the fog that filled the valley not as thick, and we made as directly as possible for the entrance.
"Ready, lads?" asked Taylor, and we both nodded. Jessop had withdrawn his Bull Dog revolver from his coat.
Taylor opened the door and the three of us slipped inside. The darkness was complete, and Taylor switched on his electric torch. The door of the study to our left was open. Taylor peeked inside.
"Nothing," he whispered, "it's just as we left it."
We proceeded down the hallway. As Carnacki had observed the night before, recent traffic had swept the center of the hallway floor clean of dust and debris. Having passed several closed doors to our left and right, Taylor turned the knob of one door and opened it. It creaked noisily, and Taylor shined his light inside. The room appeared to be a small bed chamber, but hadn't been occupied in some time.
The terminus of the hallway ended in a blank wall. A stout door stood closed to our right. It opened in an outward manner, and there were clear marks on the floor indicating that it had been opened recently. Taylor tried the handle and opened the door noiselessly, revealing a narrow wooden stairway leading up and a stone stairway leading down. The latter, like the hallway, had seen recent use while the wooden staircase was choked with dust and debris.
We'd begun descending the stone staircase when Taylor paused and motioned for us to stop. He switched off his light.
"Listen," he whispered.
Coming up the staircase was a shuffling noise, as of something of great size lumbering about in the chamber below. Taylor switched his light back on, having muted the beam with his glove, and motioned at Jessop and me to continue down. We'd reached a turn in the stairway; The noise continued, seeming to come from some distance. Suddenly, there was a loud crack, followed by the sound of something tumbling down the stairs. One of us had kicked a loose stone or piece of debris. The three of us stopped, and the sound coming from below stopped as well. Then, came a great crash, followed by a creak, and the slam of a heavy door.
"That's done it!" said Taylor as he uncovered his light and practically leapt down the stairs. We followed, emerging from the stairwell into a stone cellar. Beyond the occasional drip of moisture, it was now utterly silent. Taylor shined his light around.  It was clearly a storage room. Old implements, furniture, and nondescript boxes and bags were stacked about and mounted on the walls. An archway with a narrow hallway beyond was the only other exit from the room, and we continued down it. After several feet it opened into another smaller chamber, a wine-cellar judging by the racks, numerous bottles, and crates. But the first thing revealed by our light was the huddled form of a man on the floor.
"Good Lord, Carnacki!" exclaimed Taylor. The three of us knelt beside him and Taylor applied his thumb to his wrist.
"There's a pulse," he said, relieved. "I believe he's simply unconscious. Jessop, hold the light over us. Dodgson, see if there's a candle or torch about."
I lit a dusty oil lamp near the arched entrance while Jessop and Taylor moved Carnacki onto his back. Taylor was rubbing his hands when Carnacki's eyes snapped open and he looked about, disoriented.
"Get that bloody light out of my eyes!" he said, "Who's there?"
"Whom do you think?" asked Jessop.
Carnacki rose to a sitting position. "My head!" he said. "Where am I?"
"In the cellar of Harrison Mansion," said Taylor. "How did you get down here? Do you remember what happened?"
"Let me think," said Carnacki, "I saw someone—a child. I entered the study—another message had been left out, as well as more playing cards. Then I left, entering the hall, and there she was, standing at the opposite end of the hallway next to a door."
Carnacki paused. "I didn't feel threatened by her. She stood there for a moment, then opened the door and went through it. I followed, of course, and saw steps leading down, although she was gone. Then, I was seized by a grip of iron from behind, and I blacked out."
"You must've been knocked on the head," I said, "although I can't see any sign of injury in this light."
Carnacki held his hand to his forehead. "What is the time?" he asked, "And how did you find me?"
Taylor checked his watch. "It's a quarter past one," he replied. "We waited, hours seemingly, for you to return, and then made a decision to follow. And it's a good thing we did. There was something down here with you, something large, although it's gone now. We heard a great deal of noise as we descended the stairs."
"Do you think you can walk?" I asked. "We should get you out of here and to a doctor."
"I don't think a doctor's necessary," replied Carnacki, "the pain is passing. But I agree, I think we should return to the lodge, it's hours away. I'm not sure I'm any closer to understanding what's going on here. Perhaps I will after my head clears and I've had time to think."
Taylor and I helped Carnacki to his feet, and with Jessop leading the way, we left the cellar and climbed up the stairs. Jessop was several steps ahead in the hallway and we'd just reached the landing.
"Who's that? Stay there!" we heard him say, followed by the sound of him running down the hallway.
"Jessop, hold up!" said Taylor as we followed. Jessop stood at the opposite end of the hallway, near the entrance, and was looking up the staircase.
"It was the little girl," he said. "She just ran up the stairs."
"Stay with Carnacki," I told Taylor, "we'll have a look at this!"
I joined Jessop at the bottom of the staircase.
"There's been traffic here, too," he said, "although not quite as much."
The light of my electric torch revealed that some dust and debris had indeed been cleared away. We made our way up, the steps creaked as if they were about to break under our weight.
We were standing upon the landing, when another sound became apparent: A scratching sound, as of something repeatedly scraping against wood. It seemed to come from the far end of the hallway, which ended in a door. Jessop drew his revolver, and we continued forward.
"Careful," I said, as we proceeded down the hallway, "we don't know what this may be."
The scraping continued, and my heart leapt in my throat, for I suddenly recognized the sound as one sound I'd heard many times in my own home. It was the sound of paws, and nails, scraping against a door. I rushed forward, opened the door, and there was Scout! He bounded out toward me, nearly knocking me off my feet.
"Scout!" I exclaimed, "There's a good lad!" The spaniel ran about both Jessop and I with abandon. I knelt down to examine him: He seemed fine. I wondered how he'd come to be closed up in the room beyond.
"He seems none the worse for wear!" said Jessop, relieved. "Come on, lad. We'll get you out of here."
"Wait," I said, pausing at the open door, "I want to take a look in here."
Jessop and Scout (who didn't seem a bit frightened or put out), followed me into the room. Like most everywhere else in the mansion, everything was dusty and cobwebbed. Judging by the furniture and decor, the room had belonged to a young girl. A dresser and mirror sat opposite where we entered, and a moth-eaten dress was laid out upon a sagging bed. Books, dolls, and other items lay strewn about the floor.
As I took a step toward the dresser, I started. For just a moment, I saw, reflected in the mirror, the image of a child standing behind us. I quickly did an about face, seeing only Jessop and Scout. Scout wagged his tail and let out a whimper.
"What is it?" asked Jessop, reacting to my puzzled expression.
"I saw her," I replied, "the little girl. She was standing behind us, or perhaps she was just in the mirror." I turned back toward the mirror, seeing only our reflection and that of the room.
"That now makes four of us now," said Jessop. "How do you suppose Scout got in here, and how did he manage to close the door behind himself?"
"I don't know," I replied, bewildered. "Come on, let's get moving."
As we turned to leave the room, a light thump came from behind, and we turned to see an object rolling toward us. It was a red, rubber ball. With a bark, Scout took the ball in his mouth and stood, for a moment, wagging his tail.
Jessop laughed nervously, "Um, let's get out of here."
With Scout leading the way—and the ball still in his mouth—we proceeded down the hallway and staircase. Taylor and Carnacki greeted the spaniel enthusiastically.
"Where on Earth did you find him?" asked Carnacki, scratching Scout behind the ears.
"In a bedroom," I replied. "It looked like a young girl's room."
"And Dodgson saw her as well," said Jessop, "the girl, although only in the mirror."
"Indeed? Most curious!" said Carnacki. "But come, let's get moving, we've got a long hike ahead of us."
It was a long and weary journey back to the lodge, and nearly dawn by the time we'd made it back. Foregoing breakfast, we opted instead for a few hours sleep before regrouping in the common room. Davies approached our table, handing Carnacki a slip of paper.
"Ah, a message from my contact at Cambridge," he said excitedly. But his mood changed quickly, for the strange note they'd found was neither a quote, nor a literary reference as far as Carnacki's contact was aware.
"Dash it!" exclaimed Carnacki in frustration, "What does it all mean?"
"What did the second message say," I asked, "the one you transcribed last night?"
"Of course," said Carnacki, "I hadn't shared it." Taking his journal from his coat, Carnacki read the appropriate entry:
Settle the hour and the evil signs while dark reigns.
Place amidst the one unknown tithes of glorious senses.
Assay the metal eternal held together as cold thoughts known
By offers eldritch and unseen taken by those once elected to command.
Efface those thoughtless eager ones lying in graves
As arraigned ones trod ways best left old and speechless.
"The imagery is somewhat macabre," said Taylor, "but I don't think it means anything."
"It does have something of an odd cadence," said Jessop, "just like the first."
"There must be something behind these notes," said Carnacki. "A writer, an audience, and an intended effect." He slumped down in his chair.
"Perhaps if we were to consider the nature of what we've encountered the past few days," I suggested.
"Yes," agreed Carnacki, "this mystery is most strange, and there seem to be multiple agencies at work, whether in concert, against each other, or completely unrelated, I'm not yet sure. Dodgson and I saw something standing in the doorway the first night. And we all heard that ghastly wail. Last night we heard the wail again, and witnessed the so-called 'ghostly retinue' ride to the mansion. And then all of us have seen the child."
"It seems to me the girl actually helped us," I said. "It was because of her that we found Scout, here." Scout, who lay under the table, looked up and wagged his tail.
"Yes, and perhaps she was trying to help me as well by leading me to the cellar," said Carnacki. "But something else intervened. And how are these messages connected with all this?"
Carnacki paused, his head lowered. "What did you say, Jessop, about the messages?"
"Just that the words had an odd cadence," he replied, "an order, of sorts."
"An order, a sequence," said Carnacki excitedly. He tore the two transcriptions from his journal and laid them upon the table. "The playing cards, what were they again?"
"We didn't see them last night," Taylor replied, "but those of the night before were the two of hearts, five of spades, and jack of diamonds."
"Of course," said Carnacki, making a note on the paper containing the first transcription. "Give me a moment. I must recall those of last night."
Carnacki was silent for several seconds, his eyes closed, then he made a notation on the second page torn from his journal. "Yes, they were different this time: three of clubs, five of hearts, and nine of diamonds."
"Yes, what of it then?" asked Jessop.
"The fact that the cards were different for each note suggests some relationship," replied Carnacki.
"There's no reference to cards in either note," said Taylor, "either explicit or oblique."
"Good Lord!" Carnacki exclaimed, "The cards reference the notes, the notes are encoded!"
Taylor snapped his fingers. "Eureka! The card ranks, certainly."
"Exactly," replied Carnacki, "and not an uncommon technique. The actual content of the message is hidden. The appropriate letters of the message are extracted using the card values as a key."
"Why on Earth would a ghost—or whatever it is—do such a thing?" asked Jessop.
"I don't know," answered Carnacki, "and we won't know until we decode the messages. Let's get started. Typically, letters are skipped according to the key. So, in the case of the first message, one skips two letters, extracts the third, then skips five and extracts the next, and so on. Taylor, Jessop, you take the first message, and Dodgson and I will take the second."
As we worked, the nature of the mystery deepened, but also changed in nature. We decoded the messages in short order, laying them out on the table before us. They  read as follows:
Message one: "The cache can be found under a cairn atop Round Hill."
Message two: "The shipment is at the confluence of the Rye and Seph."
"Well lads," said Carnacki, "we've clearly found ourselves in the midst of a larger conspiracy, although I'm hesitant to speculate on its exact nature, beyond my belief that the agency we've uncovered is an entirely worldly one."
"But everything we've experienced!" said Taylor, "That wail, the mounted forms moving up the hill to the mansion, the girl, how is this possible?"
"I don't know," replied Carnacki, "but I intend to be at the meeting of the Rye and Seph to find out!"
Chapter 3
"What's this about, Mr. Carnacki?" asked Davies after we'd shown him the decoded messages.
"It seems the mansion is being used as a point from which some type of operation is being conducted. They may have chosen Harrison Mansion because of its reputation, and the fact that people who know of the area tend to avoid it."
"It's hard to believe anything illegal could be going on," replied Davies, "although I can't imagine what else it could be. I wonder who's behind it."
"It could very well be someone not known in the area," said Carnacki. "Whatever the case, I believe we should head out as soon as possible."
"Shouldn't we contact the local authorities?" asked Taylor. "After all, we're likely talking about organized criminal activity involving a number of conspirators."
"You're right, of course," said Carnacki. "However, I'm concerned that by the time we reach the authorities and they're able to organize, it will be too late, and the conspirators—whoever they may be—will be gone."
"Judge Hawthorne lives close by, Mr. Carnacki," Davies offered, "and may be willing to lend his aid, although he's a bit of a terror himself."
"Indeed? What can you tell me about him?" asked Carnacki.
"He's well-known round here," replied Davies. "Retired some years ago and lives a few miles north of the lodge. He's the closest thing we have to local constabulary, and will likely help, if he's not out hunting, that is. I can have one of the lads fetch him, although I should tell you, in advance, he can be rather abrupt."
Davies left to contact Judge Hawthorne, and the four of us discussed our plans. The Rye and Seph river junction was located west of Helmsley Moor some distance away, and it would take hours to reach the area.
"There's no way we'll make it by nightfall on foot," said Taylor, reviewing the map. "Not with this topography."
"We'll need horses, then," I said. "We can speak to Davies about that."
Judge Hawthorne arrived as we were finalizing our plans. I understood immediately what Davies had said about him, earlier, as he noisily entered the common room, approached our table, and called out for whiskey and beer. He was a large-framed man, with a shock of white hair, and dressed in hunting tweeds. Sitting down, he glared at each of us, his white eyebrows and moustache bristling. He fixed his gaze on Taylor, the oldest of our party.
"Are you Carnacki?" he asked brusquely as Davies brought his whiskey and beer. Dropping the shot glass in the mug and taking it in one large, sun-browned hand, he downed its contents in a single gulp.
"I'm Thomas Carnacki; Judge Hawthorne, I presume?" said Carnacki as he extended his hand and returned the man's imposing gaze.
"That I am," said Hawthorne, returning Carnacki's gaze appraisingly and taking his hand. "Now, would you kindly tell me why I've been why I've been forced to cancel my afternoon hunt, and what's all this business about mysterious messages?"
"Mr. Davies, another whiskey and beer for Judge Hawthorn," said Carnacki, "and the same for us as well."
Carnacki recounted our experience of the last few days, with many raised eyebrows and exclamations from Hawthorne. The gruff man became more relaxed as Carnacki continued, partly due to the good whiskey and beer of Rowan Lodge, but also because of the matter of fact way in which the tale was related.
"Well, Mr. Carnacki," said Hawthorne, "at least I've heard a fine tale for my trouble. The question is, what do you plan to do now?"
"We're heading to the Rye and Seph river junction as soon as we can," replied Carnacki. "Although what we may find there, I'm not sure."
"Not ghosts, I'll wager," said Hawthorne, "but possibly dangerous, nonetheless. I'm coming with you, it looks like my hunt won't be cancelled after all."
As brusque and imposing as Hawthorne was, he seemed a stout ally, and knew the land as well as anyone, so we were grateful to have him join our party. Davies made horses available for the four of us, and we met Hawthorne, mounted upon an impressive-looking shire horse, outside the stable.
"You're armed, I trust?" asked Hawthorne, pulling a Lee-Enfield rifle from a saddle scabbard.
"Just me," replied Jessop, taking his Bull Dog revolver from his coat. We'd each left our fowling pieces in our rooms. It hadn't occurred, I think, to any of us that they would be necessary.
"That won't do," said Hawthorn, pulling a Webley revolver from a saddlebag and handing it to Taylor. "You look like you've handled the likes of this before," he said.
Taylor took it, examined it appreciatively, and placed it in his coat.
"Right then, follow me!" said Hawthorn, driving his horse to the southwest.
It was early afternoon when we departed, and even with the clear weather it took us hours to negotiate the rolling landscape of heather, tree-crowned hilltops, and marshy lowlands still soaked from the previous day's rain. We'd been riding through a valley that wound its way to the north and west of Helmsley Moor, when Judge Hawthorne brought his horse to a halt and pointed due west.
"That is our destination," he said.
We made our way to a copse of trees atop a low rise. There, Hawthorne dismounted. It was nearly 5:00 P. M., and the sky had darkened with the setting of the sun.
"Some stealth will be required," he said. "We'll leave the horses here."
We made our way west on foot. The ground rose for a short time as we approached a low ridge topped by a line of rowan and ash trees.
"That ridge follows the Rye to the south," said Hawthorne. "The Rye and Seph meet directly ahead. We'll wait there."
Within a few minutes we'd reached the tree-line, where we sat well-hidden amongst the trees and brambles. From our vantage point, we could see into the river valley where the Rye and Seph met. Both rivers were narrow but ran swiftly from the recent rainfall. Taylor gazed upward, a few bright stars had already appeared in the sky as dusk fell.
"At least the weather is clear," he said, "and we'll have some moonlight to see by as well."
Withdrawing a flask from his jacket, Hawthorne took a swig, then passed the container to Carnacki.
"I'm trying to square our presence here with some of the things your party saw at the old Harrison place, " said Hawthorne quietly, "but without success."
"We don't have all the pieces to the puzzle" answered Carnacki. "There may be more than one agency at work. I believe one of the agencies we encountered—the little girl—tried to aid us. Whatever the case, I hope to get more puzzle pieces tonight," he said, handing the flask to Jessop.
"What if they come up the west side of the Rye?" he asked, taking a swig.
"It's unlikely," Hawthorne replied, "the bank on the west side is too steep and drops right into the river. Also, the closest town to the west is Kilburn some miles away. I suspect, but don't know, that anyone wanting to reach the Rye and Seph on foot or horseback will come north from Helmsley. It's not an easy journey, but negotiable if one stays on this side of the Rye."
We'd been waiting for what seemed hours when I caught sight of something in my field glasses. Three men were approaching from the south on foot. They looked to be quite young, and local farmhands judging by their apparel. As they came closer, below our position on the ridge, I could see they were searching for something in the brush and trees along the bank of the river. I handed Hawthorne my field glasses and silently pointed out their position.
"Will Burton," said Hawthorne under his breath, "the rascal! I'll have his hide, if his father doesn't have it first!"
"You know these men?" asked Carnacki.
"Indeed, but they're hardly men," answered Hawthorne. "They're local lads from Helmsley, not out of their teens. What have they gotten themselves into?"
"We'll soon see," said Carnacki.
The three young men continued to approach. They had come directly below us along the bank, and were clearly visible, when one of them pointed to a growth of shrubs and brambles. The three waded into the shrubbery and pulled a net off three small crates. Each of the three took a crate and turned to the south.
"Now, lads!" shouted Hawthorne, and we started down the bank toward them.
The three dropped the crates and started running. Hawthorne aimed his Lee-Enfield in the air and fired. The shot split the night silence like a thunderbolt.
"You stop, Will Burton!" shouted Hawthorne.
"Oh Christ, it's Hawthorne," said a brown-haired man as the three stopped and turned to face us. In another moment we'd joined them on the bank and surrounded them. Hawthorne approached the young man, towering over him.
"Will Burton, exactly what are you and your friends doing out here?" asked Hawthorne, arms crossed over his chest.
"We were just out on a walk, sir," Burton replied, plainly terrified, "and found these here boxes."
"Don't you lie to me!" Hawthorne thundered. "We've seen the message that brought you here. Now what's this all about?"
"Honest, sir," said Burton, "a man leaves us messages to figure out, we dress up like he told us, and pick up a few packages, that's all!"
"What man?" demanded Hawthorne, "And what do you mean, 'dress up'?"
"We've never seen his face, Judge Hawthorne," replied Burton, "It's always covered in one way or another, masked or hooded. But one day, out on the moor near Harrison Mansion, we met him—he called himself Mr. Nieman—and he said he had paying work for us, and all we need to do is wear black outfits—horses too—over our clothes, when we hear the wail, and then pick up packages somewhere on the moor. That's how it all started, anyway. But he's been asking us to do more, and saying he'd come after us if we didn't do as we were told."
"Have you seen anyone else in the house, a young girl perhaps?" asked Carnacki.
The three men looked at each other worriedly.
"I haven't, sir," answered Burton, "but Tim here has. A girl and, the other." Burton paused, looking over at one of the other men. "Tell him!"
"It's just as he said sir," said a sandy-haired and bespectacled young man. "Just last week, and only once, but it was enough."
"Tell us all about it," said Carnacki.
"Well, I'd just come up from the cellar, and there she was, standing in the hallway. She spotted me and made a run for it, up the stairs, where Mr. Nieman told us never to go. I followed down the hall and into a bedroom. She was there, next to a dresser and mirror, looking scared. But then, there was something else that came out of the shadows, and it was all shadow itself, but it was a man, the tallest I've ever seen. I felt I couldn't move, and the other moved next to the little girl, only she didn't seem scared. Then, I could move again, and I ran out of the room and down the stairs. I won't go up there again."
Carnacki looked back at us, and nodded at Hawthorne.
"What else has he asked you to do?" he asked.
"Well, sir," he said hesitantly, glancing over our group, "it's not the first time we've seen these men you're with. We saw them a few nights ago, only it's as if they had more ale than was good for them, and they were out cold. Mr. Nieman said to take them atop Grey Hill—just as a joke—and leave 'em there. And not to say a word, or we wouldn't get paid."
Hawthorne shook his head. "Have any of you seen what's in the crates? And what were you to do with them after you found them?"
"No, sir!" replied Burton. "Mr. Nieman said not to look. Sometimes we take the packages up to Harrison Mansion, and sometimes to other places, but this lot was to be taken to an old farmhouse in Kilburn."
"And after that?"
"Mr. Nieman said to return tomorrow night," said Burton, "and we'd be paid."
Reaching into his boot, Hawthorne pulled out a long knife. Burton and the others looked at him in alarm, but Hawthorne pointed with the knife and said, "Stand over there and stay quiet."
Standing astride one of the crates, Hawthorne proceeded to pry its lid open with the knife, examining the contents of the crate for a moment. He walked over to Burton and his friends.
"Will," he said sternly, "I want you and your friends to head straight home—and I mean straight—and tell your fathers Judge Hawthorne will be paying them a visit tomorrow morning. That goes for the lot of you, and don't tell them anything else."
The three young men turned to the south and began walking.
There was an exclamation from Taylor, who stood over the open crate.
"Is this what I think it is?" he asked.
Carnacki, Jessop, and I joined him as Hawthorne nodded.
Inside the crate were layers and layers of a black, tarry substance, separated by sheets of wax paper.
"Raw opium," said Hawthorne.
Chapter 4
It was well after midnight when we arrived back at the lodge and retired to our rooms. Despite, or perhaps due to, the night's excitement, I fell asleep immediately, waking to Scout leaping upon my bed around 8:00 A. M. Following a brief stroll outside, I met the others in the common room. There we spoke with Davies, telling him what had happened, and showing him the contraband we'd confiscated. Hawthorne arrived later in the morning, carrying several bundles of dark clothing, one of which he placed on our table. Carnacki unfolded and examined it.
"What's this?" he asked, running his fingers over the fabric. It was coated with a diffuse and nearly transparent white paint that made little impression in the light of the common room.
"Have a look at it in the dark," said Hawthorne.
Removing his coat from the back of a chair, Carnacki placed it over his head, and examined the fabric once more. Following a muffled exclamation, he reemerged.
"Phosphorescent!" he said. "This would explain the ghostly retinue we saw a few nights ago."
"There are six bundles in all," said Hawthorne, "three for Burton and his friends, and three for their horses."
"What of Burton, and the others?" asked Taylor.
"I spoke with them earlier this morning," replied Hawthorne, "and put the fear of God in them. 'Spoke with their fathers as well, telling them what we'd found. I don't think we'll have any more trouble from them. I believe they saw the whole thing as an adventure initially, although they'd begun to worry, especially the night they took the four of you up to Grey Hill. And they'd begun to fear Mr. Nieman."
"And what of him?" asked Taylor.
"There will be a reckoning," replied Carnacki. "Burton and his friends were to collect their payment tonight, but we'll go in their stead."
The five of us began the journey late in the afternoon. The weather had turned again, and the sunshine and pleasant temperatures of the last few days had been replaced by rain and a chill breeze. Fog filled the valleys as we rode, but Hawthorne knew the land well, and by dusk we'd reached the bottom of Harrison Hill. Carnacki, Hawthorne, and I donned the outer clothing taken from Burton and his friends. In the fog and darkness, the effect was striking, for we saw only horribly thin and spectrally glowing versions of ourselves and our horses. Our plan was to ride several yards ahead of Jessop and Taylor, neither of whom were disguised, to avoid suspicion in the event that our quarry would be watching from some lofty vantage point in the mansion.
The old road wound its way up the hill and, as we gained elevation, the fog became less dense, dissipating completely as we reached the gate to the overgrown courtyard. There we dismounted, tying our horses to a few convenient posts near a filled-in well. There was no sign of activity in the courtyard, and the windows of the mansion were black, as before. Climbing the stone stairs, Carnacki pushed the great door open and we entered. The entry hall was quiet and empty, and before closing the door I motioned at Jessop and Taylor, who'd waited at the gate, to join us inside.
As Carnacki, Hawthorne, and I entered the study, a cloaked figure emerged from a narrow door next to the fireplace on the opposite side of the room. He closed the door and turned to face us. He was dressed all in dark clothing, but the most remarkable feature was the black mask he wore. I'd never seen anything like it, and was reminded of the close-up photographs of certain insects I'd seen in biology textbooks. It featured two opaque glass lenses for eyes, and the nose and mouth area protruded, snout-like, from the rest of the mask. The snout terminated in a circular, container-like object, like a tobacco tin, but with grooved openings. Atop it was a broad-brimmed, dull black helmet. He walked a few feet into the room, then stopped.
"Well, where have you been?" he asked. His voice was strangely modulated and hollow, no doubt the effect of the odd mask he wore.
Carnacki took a step forward into the room and removed his hood. We all did likewise, and Hawthorne drew his Webley. From behind, I heard Jessop and Taylor enter the room as well.
The man began shaking and wheezing, then bent over, putting his hands on his knees as if he were about to pass out. But he wasn't wheezing at all. He was laughing like a lunatic.
"My old friends!" he said, amidst his laughter. "This time, I'll finish the job. But I'll have my fun first."
In an instant, his cloak dropped to the ground, revealing a metal cylinder slung over his shoulder. Attached to it was a long, black rubber tube. With one hand, he detached and threw the tube in our direction while turning a valve on the canister. He drew a Mauser pistol with his other hand.
He made a feint to his left as Hawthorne fired his Webley. It glanced off the man's helmet. His maniacal laughter continued, unabated, seeming to echo in my head. He moved to his right, standing directly under the mirror above the fireplace. I felt my knees buckle, and both time and space seemed to distort. His laughter became nightmarish, as did his appearance, for he took on an aspect terribly thin and monstrous, towering above us on impossibly long, stilt-like legs. The black tube had become an enormous serpent intent on wrapping around us. I heard a shot from Jessop's Bull Dog behind and to my left—it was like a cannon shot—but it struck harmlessly on the fireplace mantle.
The man continued to laugh and gloat. His voice had become low and distorted, like a recording that had gone faulty. He'd pointed his Mauser at Hawthorne, when two objects emerged from the mirror behind him. They too, were black, and appeared to be long tentacles terminating in disproportionately large human hands with taloned fingers. These two objects grasped the masked man, and his maniacal laughter turned into a shriek of horror. He was drawn upward toward the mirror, its surface rippled and undulated like liquid mercury. Dropping his pistol, he struggled in the iron grip of the taloned hands, and was drawn into the mirror. The last thing I saw before falling to the floor was the image of a black-gloved hand protruding from the mirror, grasping at its gilded frame. Then it, too, was drawn in.
I lay upon the floor for, seemingly, several minutes when I heard the voice of Carnacki and felt his hand upon my shoulder.
I sat up. My head was clearing, but a hammer was pounding inside it.
"Did you see that?" I asked. "Was it real?"
"I believe I saw something come out of the mirror and take the man" replied Carnacki. "But we were, all of us, under the influence of whatever he had in that cylinder."
The others gathered round as Carnacki walked slowly and, somewhat unsteadily, toward the mirror.
"The fact that we essentially observed the same thing suggests that it was real," he said, "and certainly the disappearance of the masked man, who seemed intent on killing all of us, would confirm that as well." He picked up the Mauser pistol the man had dropped before he disappeared.
I arose, joining Carnacki at the mirror. "Who on Earth was he?"
"I don't believe we'll ever know," replied Carnacki, "but I do believe he's gone forever."
Carnacki examined the mirror. Beyond the ornate frame and, perhaps, the unusual depth of its reflection, it appeared to be completely ordinary.
"Let's get some fresh air in here," said Taylor as he located the mechanism on one of the windows. Unlatched, the window blew open of its own accord, admitting the night air.
Hawthorne had moved to the right of the fireplace, and was searching for a way to open the panel from which Mr. Nieman had emerged. The door was made to appear indistinguishable from the study wall, and it took several minutes to locate a small button on the fireplace mantle that, once pressed, unlatched it. Beyond was a narrow, dusty passage extending behind and around the fireplace. Carnacki and I followed Hawthorne down the passage. It ended at another door opening into a round chamber with a narrow staircase leading up and into the darkness.
"I believe we're in the northwest tower," said Hawthorne as we climbed the stairs.
We found ourselves in a round chamber with small windows overlooking the moor to the north and west. Several objects occupied the floor and walls, but the most interesting was a large box fitted with what appeared to be filters and two horns pointed out the windows. A hand crank was affixed to one side of the device. Carnacki turned it slowly and we immediately clapped our hands to our ears, for the wail we'd heard before was emitted from the device. Carnacki stopped turning the crank, and the terrible wail gradually subsided. There were footfalls on the stairway below, and Jessop and Taylor appeared.
"Good Lord, what a racket," said Taylor. "Did it come from that contraption?"
"Indeed, it did," replied Carnacki. "It appears to be a specially modified siren. These filters and horns modulate the sound to produce the wail we've heard."
"Take a look at these," said Hawthorne. He stood on the east side of the chamber next to three large cylinders. The top of each ended in a metal valve, attached to which was a length of rubber tubing.
"What on Earth is that stuff?" I asked.
"Likely the same gaseous substance he used on us," replied Carnacki, "or perhaps its constituent elements. It obviously has some psychoactive properties, as we discovered." A smaller cylinder, like the one Mr. Nieman had slung over his shoulder, lay nearby. "I've a friend at Cambridge who can tell us what's inside this," he said, placing it in his bag.
Against the north wall sat a rickety bed and table, a few popular novels, and a bottle of cheap whiskey. We left the tower, returning to the study. Jessop slumped down in one of the leather chairs and sighed.
"I'm knackered," he said. I think all of us felt the same way, not only from the evening's excitement, but from that of the previous days as well. Taylor crossed to the fireplace to light the fire.
"Isn't that how all this started," laughed Jessop, "with Taylor starting a fire and then Carnacki reading that blasted message?"
"I think it's safe to say we're out of danger" said Carnacki.
"But we're not alone here," I said.
"Most certainly not, there's more than one presence here," replied Carnacki. "I believe as long we behave ourselves, it will leave us be. As I said before, at least one of the agencies took steps to aid us: The little girl. I believe her to be responsible for keeping Scout safe from Mr. Nieman, who certainly would've done away with him. She also revealed where she'd hidden him, when we'd returned."
"What of the other?" asked Taylor. "We all something pull Mr. Nieman into the mirror."
"I don't know," replied Carnacki, "certainly it's an agency of some power, with the ability to physically manifest in this world, just like the girl. It's notable that it apparently chose to intervene when our lives were threatened. Perhaps it was a manifestation of Robert Harrison himself."
"What do you plan on doing, then?" asked Taylor.
"About the manifestation here, nothing," replied Carnacki. "People should be warned, although perhaps the current reputation of this place will prove sufficient. It's a pity, for this is a lovely old place, just neglected and dreary."
Jessop opened the cabinet next to his chair and extracted the bottle of brandy he'd found a few days before.
"Do you think it would mind?" he asked, removing several snifters from the cabinet as well.
"I don't think so," said Carnacki. "Let's have a drink, then I want to have another look in the cellar."
In the storage room of the cellar, we found two crates containing opium as well as a gas cylinder. We investigated the wine cellar as well, finding a concealed door behind one of the racks. It opened into a stone passage proceeding straight through the hill for some distance, and exiting on its eastern side, concealed amidst stone and brush.
We departed Harrison Manor and reached Rowan Lodge just as the sun was rising. Scout greeted our party with enthusiasm, dropping the ball he'd found in the manor at my feet. It was the last day of our trip and we were, none of us, in the mood for more adventure. Instead we took the day at a leisurely pace, sleeping late into the morning, then enjoying brunch. By early afternoon, we'd departed the lodge and begun the hike to Castleton, where we would return, by train, to London.
"I hope you lads aren't too disappointed in how the trip turned out," said Taylor as our train left the station.
"Quite the contrary," said Carnacki. "I think it turned out to be one of the most enjoyable trips I've been on!"
A few weeks later, the four of us gathered at The Pig's Ear for drinks. We were joined by Judge Hawthorne, who was in London to attend to some personal business.
"Nitrous oxide," said Carnacki.
"Oxhide?" asked Jessop in mock confusion.
"Nitrous oxide," corrected Carnacki, "and several other components the chemistry department at Cambridge is still working to identify. Whatever they are, they interacted to produce hallucinations and, eventually, unconsciousness"
"But to what end?" asked Taylor.
"To maintain the legend, certainly," said Carnacki, "which provided cover for the operation. But there was also a sadistic aspect to it. One that, I believe, Mr. Nieman enjoyed."
"Who was he?" I asked.
"I've learned nothing of his identity," said Carnacki. "No doubt, he was part of a larger organization. He was possibly German, although my evidence is purely circumstantial. His pistol, a Mauser, came from Germany, and the cylinders were of German make as well. The name Nieman is notable, inasmuch as it's quite similar to the German word niemand, meaning 'no one'."
"The size of the organization to which he belonged is significant," said Hawthorne. "If you remember, Will Burton and his friends were to deliver the crates to a farmhouse in Kilburn. Local authorities raided the place—I was there as well—and made a number of arrests. Many of the men apprehended weren't local to the area and had long criminal records. It's likely we didn't knock out the organization, but its activities in the area have been eliminated. And I've taken additional steps as well to prevent something similar from happening in the future."
"That's good news, indeed," said Carnacki. "But how can you be sure they won't return?"
"I've bought the place," said Hawthorne. "In fact that's why I'm in London. The deal will be finalized with the landlord tomorrow morning. They were happy to be rid of it, I think. They knew of its reputation and stopped maintaining it long ago."
"Capital!" I said. "What do you plan on doing with it once you've taken possession?"
"I'll secure it, to be sure," replied Hawthorne. "Then, I intend to keep the place up, the best I can. After all, it's wise, as we've seen, not to displease the current tenants. Let me know if you ever care to visit again—I believe all of you, and Scout, would be welcome!"
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