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CHAPTER I.

THE MAJOR AND HIS HOUSEHOLD.

Laurence Jen was a retired major, a bachelor, and the
proprietor of a small estate at Hurstleigh, in Surrey. On
leaving the service, he decided--not unwisely--that it was
better to be a Triton in the country than a minnow in town;
and acting upon this theory he purchased "Ashantee" from a
ruined squire. Formerly the place had been called
Sarbylands, after its original owners; but Jen had changed
the name, in honor of the one campaign in which he had
participated.

He had been present at the downfall of King Koffee; he
had contracted during the expedition an ague which
tormented him greatly during his later life, and he had
received a wound and a medal. In gratitude, it is to be
presumed, for these gifts of fortune, the major, with some
irony, had converted the name Sarbylands into the barbaric
appellation of a West African kingdom; and here, for many
years, he lived with his two boys.

These lads, named respectively Maurice Alymer and
David Sarby, were in no way related to the major, who, as
has been stated before, was a bachelor; but they had
entered into his life in rather an odd fashion. Alymer was the
son of a beautiful girl with whom Jen had been passionately
in love, but she did not return his affection, and married one
of his brother officers, who was afterward killed in the
Ashantee war. On returning to England Jen cherished a hope



that she would reward his love by a second marriage, but
the shock of her husband's death proved too much for the
fragile widow. She died within a week after receiving the
terrible news, and left behind her a wailing infant, which was
consigned to the cold charity of indifferent relatives.

It was then that the major displayed the goodness of his
heart and the nobility of his character. Forgetting his own
sorrows, he obtained permission from the relatives to adopt
the child, and to take charge of the trifle of property coming
to the lad. Then he bought Sarbylands; set estate and house
in order under the name "Ashantee," and devoted his life to
cherishing and training the lad, in whose blue eyes he saw a
look of his dead love. This Platonic affection begotten by the
deathless memory of the one passion of his life, filled his
existence completely and rendered him entirely happy.

With regard to David Sarby, he had passed with the
estate to Jen. The boy's father, a libertine, a drunkard and a
confirmed gambler, had been forced, through his vices, to
sell his ancestral home; and within a year of the sale he had
dissipated the purchase money in debauchery. Afterward,
like the sordid and pitiful coward he had always proved
himself to be, he committed suicide, leaving his only son,
whose mother had long since been worried into her grave, a
pauper and an orphan.

The collateral branches of the old Sarby family had died
out; the relatives on the mother's side refused to have
anything to do with a child who, if heredity went for
anything, might prove to be a chip of the old block; and little
David might have found himself thrown on the parish, but
that Major Jen, pitying the forlorn condition of the child,



saved him from so ignominious a fate. His heart and his
house were large enough to receive another pensioner, so
he took David back to the old deserted mansion, and
presented him to Maurice as a new playfellow. Henceforth
the two boys grew to manhood under the devoted care of
the cheerful old bachelor, who had protected their helpless
infancy.

The major was fairly well-to-do, having, besides his
pension, considerable private property, and he determined
in the goodness of his heart, that "the boys," as he fondly
called them, should have every advantage in starting life.
He sent them both to Harrow, and when they left that
school, he called upon them to choose their professions.
Maurice, more of an athlete than a scholar, selected the
army, and the delighted major, who highly approved of his
choice, entered him at Sandhurst. Of a more reflective
nature and studious mind, David wished to become a
lawyer, with a possible idea of ending as Lord Chancellor;
and accordingly his guardian sent him to Oxford.

Both lads proved themselves worthy of Jen's goodness,
and were soon in active exercise of the professions which
they had chosen. Maurice joined a cavalry regiment and
David was admitted to the bar. Then the major was thankful.
His boys were provided for, and it only remained that each
should marry some charming girl, and bring their families to
gladden an old bachelor's heart at "Ashantee." The major
had many day dreams of this sort; but alas! they were
destined never to be fulfilled. In the summer of '95 Fate
began her work of casting into dire confusion the hitherto
placid lives of the two young men.



Frequently the young barrister and the soldier came to
visit their guardian, for whom they both cherished a deep
affection. On the occasion of each visit Jen was accustomed
to celebrate their presence by a small festival, to which he
would ask two or three friends. With simple craft, the old
man would invite also pretty girls, with their mothers; in the
hope that his lads might be lured into matrimony.

The major, owing to circumstances heretofore related,
was a confirmed bachelor, but he did not intend that his
boys should follow so bad an example. He wished Maurice to
marry Miss Isabella Dallas, a charming blonde from the West
Indies; and David he designed as the husband of Lady Meg
Brance, daughter of Lord Seamere. But Jen was mistaken in
thinking that he could guide the erratic affections of youth,
as will hereafter be proved. Sure enough, the lads fell in
love, but both with the same woman, a state of things not
anticipated by the major, who was too simple to be a
matchmaker.

On this special occasion, however, no ladies were present
at the little dinner, and besides Jen and his two boys. Dr.
Etwald was the only guest. About this man with the strange
name there is something to be said.

He was tall, he was thin, with a dark, lean face, and fiery
watchful dark eyes. For three years he had been wasting his
talents in the neighboring town of Deanminster; when, if
intellect were in question, he should have been shouldering
his way above the crowd of mediocrities in London. The man
was dispassionate, brilliant and persevering; he had in him
the makings not only of a great physician, but of a great
man; and he was wasting his gifts in a dull provincial town.



He was unpopular in Deanminster, owing to the absence of
what is termed "a good bedside manner," and the invalids of
the cathedral city and Hurstleigh, for he had patients in both
places, resented his brusque ways and avoidance of their
scandal-mongering tea parties. Also he was a mystery; than
which there can be no greater sin in provincial eyes. No one
knew who Etwald was, or whence he came, or why he
wasted his talents in the desert of Deanminster; and such
secret past which he declined to yield up to the most
persistent questioner, accentuated the distrust caused by
his sombre looks and curt speeches. Provincial society is
intolerant of originality.

Etwald had become acquainted with Jen professionally,
and having cured the major of one of his frequent attacks of
ague, he had passed from being a mere medical attendant
into the closer relationship of a friend. The boys had met
him once or twice, but neither of them cared much for his
sombre personality, and they were not overpleased to find
that the major had invited the man to meet them on the
occasion of this special dinner.

But Jen, good, simple soul, was rather taken with Etwald's
mysticism, and, moreover, pitied his loneliness. Therefore
he welcomed this intellectual pariah to his house and board;
and on this fine June evening Etwald was enjoying an
excellent dinner in the company of three cheerful
companions.

Outside, the peaceful landscape was filled with a warm
amber light, and this poured into the oak-paneled dining-
room through three French windows which opened onto a
close-shaven lawn. Dinner was at an end; Jaggard, the



major's valet, butler and general factotum, had placed the
wines before his master, and was now handing around
cigars and cigarettes. All being concluded to his satisfaction-
-no easy attainment, for Jaggard, trained in military fashion,
was very precise--he departed, closing the door after him.
The warm light of the evening flashed on the polished table-
-Major Jen was sufficiently old-fashioned to have the cloth
removed for desert--and lighted up the four faces around it
with pale splendor. This quartette of countenances is not
unworthy of a detailed description.

Major Jen's calls for least. His face was round and red,
with a terrific blonde mustache fiercely curled. He had
merry blue eyes, sparse hair, more than touched with gray,
and an expression of good-humor which was the index to his
character. Man, woman and child trusted Jen on the spot,
nor was it ever said that such trust was misplaced. Even the
most censorious could find no fault with the frank and kindly
major, and he had more friends and more pensioners and
fewer enemies than any man in the shire. Can any further
explanation be required of so simple and easily understood
a character?

Lieutenant Maurice Alymer was also blonde, and also had
blue eyes and a jaunty mustache, somewhat smaller than
his senior's. His hair was yellow and curly, his features were
boldly cut, and his six foot of flesh and muscle was straight
and lithe. Athlete was stamped strongly on his appearance,
and if not clever, he was at least sufficiently good-looking
and good-natured to make him almost as popular as the
major. Jen always maintained that Maurice was the living
image of himself when a dashing young officer, out in



Ashantee; but as the good major was considerably under
the middle height and Maurice considerably over it, this
statement must be accepted with some reserve. It passed
as one of Jen's jokes, for a mild quality of which he was
noted.

The other two men had dark and strong faces, which
differed entirely from the Saxon simplicity and good looks of
the major and Maurice. David was clean-shaven and almost
as swart as Etwald, and his expression was that of a being
with powerful passions, held in check by sheer force of will.
He was broad and strongly built; and his smooth black hair,
parted in the middle, was brushed carefully from a bold and
rather protuberant forehead. The young barrister was
somewhat of a dandy, but no one who once looked at his
face thought of his dress affectations or dapper appearance.
They saw intellect, pride and resolute will stamped upon the
pale countenance. Men with such faces end usually in
greatness; and it seemed unlikely that David Sarby,
barrister and ambitious youth, would prove an exception to
the rule.

Lastly Etwald. It is difficult to describe the indescribable.
He was austere in face, like Dante, with hollow cheeks, and
a pallid hue which told of midnight studies. If he had
passions, they could not be discerned in his features. Eye
and mouth and general expression were like a mask. What
actually lay behind that mask no one ever knew, for it was
never off. His slightly hollow chest, his lean and nervous
hands, and a shock of rather long, curling hair, tossed from
a high forehead, gave Etwald the air of a student. But there
was something sinister and menacing in his regard. He



looked dangerous and more than a trifle uncanny. Physically,
mentally, morally he was an enigma to the bovine
inhabitants of Deanminster and Hurstleigh.

Major Jen sustained the burden of conversation, for
Maurice was absent-minded, and David, physiognomically
inclined, was silently attempting to read the inscrutable
countenance of Etwald. As for this latter, he sat smoking,
with his brilliant eyes steadily fixed upon Maurice. The
young man felt uneasy under the mesmeric gaze of the
doctor, and kept twisting and turning in his seat. Finally he
broke out impatiently in the midst of the major's babble,
and asked Etwald a direct question.

"Does my face remind you of anyone?" he demanded
rather sharply.

"Yes, Mr. Alymer," replied Etwald, deliberately, "it reminds
me of a man who died."

"Dear me!" said Jen, with a sympathetic look.
"Was he a friend of yours, doctor?"
"Well, no, major, I can't say that he was. In fact," added

Etwald, with the air of a man making a simple statement, "I
hated him!"

"I hope you don't hate me?" said Maurice, rather
annoyed.

"No, Mr. Alymer, I don't hate you," replied the doctor, in a
colorless tone. "Do you believe in palmistry?" he asked,
suddenly.

"No!" said Maurice, promptly,
"All rubbish!" added the major, selecting a fresh cigar.
"What do you say, Mr. Sarby?" asked Etwald, turning to

the lawyer.



"I am a skeptic, also," said David, with a laugh. "And
you?"

"I am a believer."
Here Etwald rose and crossed over to where Maurice was

sitting. The young man, guessing his errand, held out his left
hand with a smile. Etwald scrutinized it closely, and
returned to his seat.

"Life in death!" he said calmly. "Read that riddle, Mr.
Alymer. Life in death."

CHAPTER II.

THE ASHANTEE DEVIL-STICK.

"Life in death!" repeated Maurice, in puzzled tones. "And
what do you mean by that mystical jargon, doctor?"

"Ah, my friend, there comes in the riddle."
"Paralysis?" suggested David, in a jesting manner, but

with some seriousness.
"No; that is not the answer."
"Catalepsy?" guessed Major Jen, giving his mustache a

nervous twist.
"Nor that, either."
Maurice, whose nerves were proof against such fantasies,

laughed disbelievingly.



"I don't believe you know the answer to your own riddle,"
he said calmly.

Etwald shrugged his shoulders.
"I don't know for certain, Mr. Alymer, but I can guess."
"Tell us your guess, doctor; as it interests me so nearly, I

have a right to know."
"Bad news comes quickly enough in the telling," said the

doctor, judicially, "so I shall say nothing more. Life in death
is your fate, Mr. Alymer; unless," he added, with a swift and
penetrating glance, "you choose to avert the calamity."

"Can I do so?"
"Yes, and in an easy manner. Never get married."
Maurice flushed crimson, and, resenting the mocking

tone of Etwald, half rose from his seat; but without moving a
finger, Etwald continued in a cold tone:

"You are in love with a young lady, and you wish to marry
her!"

"Quite right, quite right!" broke in Major Jen, heartily. "I
want Maurice to marry."

"Then you want him to meet his fate of life in death!"
said Etwald, curtly.

The others stared at him, and with the skepticism of
thoroughly healthy minds refused to attach much
importance to Etwald's mysticism. Jen was the first to speak,
and he did so in rather a stiff way, quite different from his
usual jovial style of conversation.

"My dear Etwald, if I did not know you so well, I should
take you for a charlatan."

"I am no charlatan, major," rejoined Etwald, coolly. "I ask
no money for my performance."



"So it is a performance, after all?" said David, carelessly.
"If you choose to call it so. Only I repeat my warning to

Mr. Alymer. Never get married."
Maurice laughed.
"I am afraid it is too late for me to take your advice,

doctor," he said, merrily. "I am in love."
"I know you are, and I admire your taste."
"Pardon me, doctor," said Maurice, stiffly. "I mention no

names."
"Neither do I, but I think of one name, my friend."
Here David, who had been fidgeting with his cigar, broke

in impatiently.
"Now you are making a mystery out of a plain, common-

sense question," he said, irritably. "We all know that Maurice
is in love," here he raised his eyes suddenly, and looked
keenly at his friend, "with Lady Meg Brance."

Major Jen chuckled and rubbed his hands together in a
satisfied manner. Etwald bent his sombre looks on Maurice,
and that young man, biting his lip, took up the implied
challenge in Sarby's remark, and answered plainly:

"I am not in love with Lady Meg, my dear fellow," said he,
sharply; "but if you must know, I admire"--this with
emphasis--"Miss Dallas."

The brow of Sarby grew black, and in his turn he rose to
his feet.

"I am glad to hear it is only 'admire,'" he remarked,
slowly, "for had the word been any other I should have
resented it."

"You! And upon what grounds?" cried Alymer, flushing
out in a rage.



"That is my business."
"And mine, too," said Maurice, hotly. "Isabella is--"
"I forbid you to call Miss Dallas by that name," declared

David, in an overbearing manner.
"You--you--you forbid me!"
"Come, come, boys!" said Jen, annoyed at this scene

between two hot-headed young men, who were not yet
gifted with the self-restraint of experience.

"Don't talk like this. You are at my table. There is a
stranger" (here he bowed ceremoniously to Etwald) "or shall
I say a friend, present!"

"Say a friend," observed Etwald, calmly, "although I am
about to say that which may cause these two young
gentlemen to look upon me as an enemy."

"What do you mean?" asked Maurice, turning his still
frowning face toward this strange and enigmatic man.

"What I say, Mr. Alymer! You--admire Miss Dallas?"
"Why bring her name into the question? Yes, I admire

Miss Dallas."
"And you, Mr. Sarby, I can tell from your attitude, from

your look; you love Miss Dallas."
David was taken aback by this strange speaking.
"Yes. I--I--I do love Miss Dallas."
"I guessed as much," resumed Etwald, with a cold smile.

"Now, it is strange--"
"It is strange that a lady's name should be thus

introduced," said Jen, annoyed at the tone of the
conversation. "Let us drop the subject. Another cigar,
Maurice. David, the wine is with you. Dr. Etwald--"



"One moment, major. I wish we three to understand one
another"--here the doctor hesitated, then went on in an
impressive voice--"about Miss Dallas!"

"Why do you speak of her?" asked Maurice, fiercely, while
David looked loweringly at Etwald.

"Because I love her!"
"You love her!"
The two young men burst out simultaneously with the

speech in tones of sheer astonishment, and stared at Etwald
as at some strangle animal. That this elderly man--Etwald
was midway between thirty and forty, but that looked
elderly to these boys of twenty-five--should dare to love
Isabella Dallas, was a thing unheard of. She so young, so
beautiful, so full of divine youth and diviner womanhood; he
so sombre, pale and worn with intellectual vigils; with a
mysterious past, a doubtful present and a problematic
future.

Maurice and David, divided one against the other by their
passion for the same woman, united in a feeling of rage and
contempt against this interloper, who dared to make a third
in their worship of Isabella. They looked at Etwald, they
looked at one another, and finally both began to laugh. Jen
frowned at the sound of their mirth, but Etwald, in nowise
discomposed, sat unsmiling in his seat waiting for further
developments.

"Oh, it is too absurd!" said Maurice, resuming his seat.
"Why?"
Etwald put the question with the greatest calmness,

stared steadily at the young man, and waited for the reply,
which he knew would be difficult to make.



"Oh, because--because--"
"Never mind explaining, Mr. Alymer. I can guess your

objection. I am too old, too plain, too poor for this charming
young lady. You, on the contrary, are young, passing well off,
and handsome--all the gifts of fortune are on your side.
Decidedly," added the doctor, "you hold the best hand. Well,
we shall see who will win this game--as we may call it."

"And what about me?" said David. "You forget that I am a
third player. Come, Etwald, you have prophesied about
Maurice; now read my fate."

"No," said Etwald, rising. "We have talked long enough on
this subject. It is plain that we three men are in love with
the same woman. You can't blame me, nor I you. Miss Dallas
is a sufficiently beautiful excuse for our madness. I spoke
out simply because I want you both to understand the
position. You are warned, and we can now do battle for the
smiles of this charming lady. Let the best man win!"

"Nothing could be fairer than that," said Jen, quickly; "but
I agree with you, doctor, that the subject has been
sufficiently discussed; but, indeed, if you will pardon me
saying so, it should have never been begun. Let us go to the
smoking-room."

Thither the three young men went in the wake of the
major. It was a comfortable room, with one wide window,
which at the present moment was open. Outside, the light of
the newly-risen moon bathed lawn and trees and flowers in
a flood of cold silver; and the warm radiance of the lamp
poured out rays of gold into the wonderful white world
without. The three men sat down in comfortable chairs, and



the major went to get out a particular brand of cigars which
he offered to favored guests.

Self-contained as ever, Etwald looked up at the wall near
him, and seemed to be considering a decoration of savage
arms, which looked barbaric and wild, between two oil-
paintings. When Jen came back with the cigars, his gaze
followed that of his guest, and he made a remark about the
weapons.

"All those came from Ashantee and the West Coast of
Africa," said he, touching a vicious-looking axe. "This is a
sacrificial axe; this murderous looking blade is the sword of
the executioner of King Koffee; and this," here he laid his
fingers lightly upon a slender stick of green wood, with a
golden top set roughly with large turquoise stones, "is a
poison-wand!"

"A poison-wand!" echoed Etwald, a sudden light showing
in his cold eyes. "I never heard of such a thing."

David, who was watching him, felt an instinctive feeling
that Etwald was telling a lie. He saw that the man could
hardly keep his seat for his eagerness to examine and
handle the strange weapon. However, he said nothing, but
watched and watched, when Maurice made a remark about
the stick.

"Oh, that is Uncle Jen's greatest treasure," he said,
smiling. "He can tell twenty stories about that innocent-
looking cane."

"Innocent-looking!" echoed Jen, taking down the green
wand. "How can you say such a thing? Look here, Etwald,"
and he laid the stick on the table. "No, don't touch it, man,"
he added, hastily, "there is plenty of venom in it yet. 'Tis as



dangerous as a snake bite. If you touch this slender iron
spike projecting from the end, you die!"

Again David noted that the tigerish light leaped up in the
eyes of Etwald, but he had sufficient control of his features
to preserve a look of courteous curiosity. He carefully
handled and examined the instrument of death.

It was a little over a foot long, of a hard-looking green
wood; the handle of gold was coarsely molded in a barbaric
fashion round the turquoise stones, and these, of all hues,
from green to the palest of blue, were imbedded like lumps
of quartz in the rough gold. Round this strange implement
there lingered a rich and heavy perfume, sickly and
sensuous.

"See here!" said Jen, pressing or rather squeezing the
handle. "I tighten my grip upon this, and the sting of the
serpent shows itself!" Whereupon Etwald glanced at the end
of the wood and saw a tiny needle of iron push itself out.
When Jen relaxed his pressure on the gold handle, this iron
tongue slipped back and disappeared entirely.

"I got this at Kumassie," explained Jen, when he had fully
exhibited the gruesome mechanism of the devil-stick. "It
belonged to the high priest. Whenever he or the king
disliked any man who was too powerful to be openly slain,
they used this wand. What excuse they made I don't know,
but I suppose it had something to do with fetish worship.
However, the slightest touch of this needle produces death."

"It is poisoned at the tip?"
"Not exactly. The needle within is hollow, and a store of

poison is contained in the handle up here. When squeezed
these turquoise stones press a bag within and the poison



runs down to the point of the needle. In fact, the whole
infernal contrivance is modeled upon a serpent's fang."

"But it is quite harmless now," said David, as Jen replaced
the wand in its old place on the wall. "Else you wouldn't
have it there."

"Well, no doubt the poison has dried up," said Jen, with a
nod. "All the same, I shouldn't like to prick myself with that
needle. I might die," finished the major, with the naive
simplicity of a child.

"You may break, you may shatter the vase as you will,
But the scent of the roses will cling round it still"--

quoted Maurice, with a laugh. "No doubt the devil-stick
can still do harm. Ugh! What a gruesome idea. I'd remove it
from so conspicuous a position if I were you, Uncle Jen;
someone might come to grief over it."

"Rubbish, my boy. It has been hanging on the wall for
years, and has never hurt anyone yet!"

Etwald said nothing. With his eyes fixed upon the devil-
stick, he meditated deeply. The barrister, whose belief was
that Etwald knew more about the wand than he chose to
say, watched him closely. He noticed that the doctor eyed
the stick, then, after a pause, let his gaze wander to the
face of Maurice. Another pause, and he was looking at
David, who received the fire of this strange man's eyes
without blanching.

There was something so mesmeric in the gaze that David
felt uncomfortable and as though he were enveloped in an
evil atmosphere. To his surprise he found that his eyes also



were attracted to the devil-stick, and a longing to handle it
began to possess him. Clearly Etwald was trying to
hypnotize him for some evil purpose. By an effort of will
David broke through these nightmare chains and rose to his
feet. The next moment he was in the open air, in the cold
moonlight, breathing hard and fast.

Within, Maurice and the major were talking gaily, and the
sound of their voices and laughter came clearly to the ears
of David. But silent in his deep chair sat Etwald, and the
burning glance of his eyes seemed to beam menacingly
through the air and compel the young man to evil thoughts.
David looked at Etwald, dark and voiceless; and over his
head, in the yellow lamplight, he saw the glittering golden
handle of the devil-stick.

CHAPTER III.

DIDO.

Some little distance from the major's abode stood a long,
low rambling house on a slight rise. Surrounded by deep
verandas, it was placed in the middle of emerald green
lawns, smoothly clipped; and these, lower down, were
girdled by a belt of ash and sycamores and poplars, which
shut out the house from the high road.



The mansion, with its flat roof and wide verandas, had a
tropical look, and indeed it had been built by a retired Indian
nabob at the beginning of this century. When he died the
house had been sold, and now it was occupied by Mrs.
Dallas, who leased it because of its suggestion of tropical
habitation. She came from the West Indies, and had lived in
"The Wigwam," as the house was called, for over ten years.

Mrs. Dallas was a large, fat and eminently lazy woman,
who passed most of her time in knitting or sleeping or
eating. Her husband had died before she had come to
England, and it was the desire to preserve her daughter's
health which had brought her so far from the sun-baked
islands which her soul loved.

Her languid Creole nature and lethargic habits were
unsuited to brisk, practical England, and she hated the gray
skies, the frequent absence of sunlight and the lack of rich
and sensuous coloring. Often she threatened to return to
Barbadoes, but she was too lazy to make the effort of again
settling herself in life. With all her longings for the fairy
islands of the West, it seemed as though she would end her
days in gray and misty England. But she was out of place in
this northern land, and so was Dido.

This latter was a tall and massively framed negro
woman, with very little of the traditional merry nature of the
black about her. She looked rather like a priestess, with her
stern face and stately mien; and, indeed, in the West Indies,
it was known among the negroes that Dido was high in
power among the votaries of Obi. She could charm, she
could slay by means of vegetable poisons, and she could--as


