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    At the heart of The Mystery of the Ravenspurs lies the unsettling truth that a family’s proud sanctuary can become the most perilous of prisons, where lineage, memory, and duty entangle with invisible menace, and only a steadied mind, resilient heart, and unblinking scrutiny can keep panic from transforming suspicion into ruin, as the quiet routines of an illustrious house are broken by inexplicable alarms, the past’s burdens press upon the present, and every creak in the corridor tests whether trust can outlast terror, whether reason can map what darkness conceals, and whether inherited bonds can hold when safety itself feels like a mask.

Fred M. White, a prolific British writer of popular thrillers and mysteries, set this novel within the currents of early twentieth‑century storytelling, when domestic settings and sensational turns met the rising appetite for deduction. The Mystery of the Ravenspurs works as a Gothic‑tinged mystery, unfolding largely in and around a remote ancestral home whose isolation intensifies every whisper and footfall. First published in the early twentieth century, it belongs to the era just before the codification of the Golden Age detective formulas, and it blends atmosphere, peril, and inquiry in a manner typical of widely read British fiction of the period.

Without revealing what lies behind the novel’s locked doors, the premise is stark: the distinguished Ravenspur family is beset by a chain of mysterious incidents that defy easy explanation, and each attempt to regain normality seems to invite a fresh disturbance. Against this accumulating pressure, a determined effort is made to observe, interpret, and protect, while the household’s routines become both refuge and trap. The plot turns on vigilance, timing, and the careful noticing of small irregularities, inviting readers to inhabit a close‑quartered investigation where the unknown feels near at hand but refuses to announce itself openly.

White’s narrative voice is brisk, lucid, and attuned to suspense, favoring short, eventful scenes that propel the reader from shadowed corridor to sudden discovery. The tone balances menace with restraint: peril is palpable, yet the prose avoids excess, relying on pacing, implication, and the gathering weight of unease. Dialogue is purposeful and often edged with guarded civility, while descriptive passages render the house almost as a living participant in the drama. The effect is a reading experience that feels simultaneously intimate and theatrical, a chamber mystery whose stagecraft depends on controlled reveals, misdirection, and the slow clarification of pattern.

Running beneath the suspense are themes that reach beyond the specifics of plot. The novel probes the fragility of inheritance—how names, houses, and reputations can shelter or suffocate—and asks what loyalty owes to truth when secrecy begins to corrode trust. It explores the psychology of fear in confined spaces, showing how uncertainty magnifies ordinary sounds and gestures into portents. Reason and superstition contend throughout, not as simple opposites but as impulses that shape decision‑making when knowledge is partial and danger ambiguous. The story also meditates on the cost of vigilance, the vigilance that protects a household yet threatens to consume it.

For contemporary readers, these concerns feel remarkably current. The tension between private sanctuary and latent threat resonates in an age attentive to safety, surveillance, and the burden of keeping harm at bay within families and institutions. The book offers an early example of the closed‑circle mystery that would flourish later, and its interplay of atmosphere with method illuminates a transitional moment in British crime fiction. As a result, it rewards readers interested in how the genre bridges sensation and detection, while offering a compact study of power, responsibility, and the pressure of maintaining appearances when the ground beneath them shifts.

Approached on its own terms, The Mystery of the Ravenspurs delivers an immersive, spoiler‑sensitive pleasure: a careful accretion of clues, a deepening mood, and a steady test of nerve. Readers can expect the satisfactions of watching observation chip away at dread without relying solely on pyrotechnics or grandstanding intellect. The novel asks you to listen for faint echoes, to consider motive alongside method, and to weigh what is said against what cannot yet be named. In doing so, it reminds us that the most gripping enigmas begin at home, and that clarity, when it comes, feels earned rather than imposed.
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    The Mystery of the Ravenspurs by Fred M. White is a suspenseful country-house mystery centering on an old aristocratic family beset by a series of inexplicable calamities. At their ancestral seat, the Ravenspurs find themselves stalked by an unseen menace that appears to strike from within, reviving talk of a family curse. The aging head of the house summons the scattered members home, determined to face the threat together rather than in whispered isolation. Rumor, dread, and propriety collide as the narrative establishes the closed circle, the weight of lineage, and the uneasy question of whether the danger is supernatural or calculated human malice.

As relatives converge under one roof, generational tensions and private histories surface, providing the story’s human texture and a roster of plausible suspects. A younger member, less bound by habit, helps to drive a quiet inquiry that seeks design where others see fate, and marshals discreet, rational counsel and practical help. They watch patterns, doors, and daily routines, maintain a pretense of normality to avoid scandal, and test the household’s vulnerabilities. The investigation proceeds quietly and methodically, with attention to access, motive, and opportunity, as the great house becomes both sanctuary and snare.

Early probes are met by unnerving incidents that stop short of outright catastrophe, yet leave the family shaken. Rooms are found disturbed without sign of entry, incidents occur at hours that imply intimate knowledge of habits, and small details—a misplaced object, a whisper of movement—suggest a calculating mind. The menace exploits fear, leaving few traces and sowing suspicion horizontally through the household. While some cling to the language of curses, the investigators read the pattern as a patient campaign. The narrative dwells on logistics—who could be where, when—and on subtle methods more suggestive of stealth and craft than spectral intervention.

Parallel to the practical watchfulness runs a search into the Ravenspurs’ past, undertaken to learn whether inherited enemies might be acting under cover of superstition. Hints arise of an old grievance and of repercussions from decisions made before the present generation, implying that the threat may be targeted rather than random. The family’s outward solidity is shown to mask fault lines of pride, secrecy, and obligation, any of which could be manipulated. These findings widen the field beyond the house while keeping the action confined within it, intensifying the sense that the house’s walls concentrate, rather than dispel, the approaching danger.

False leads and misread signs complicate the effort, at one point casting doubt upon a figure whose loyalty seems unimpeachable. This deepens the central conflict between trust and vigilance: to suspect is prudent, yet suspicion itself corrodes the bonds needed to resist attack. The patriarch wrestles with the imperative to protect the family name while granting the investigators latitude to unsettle routines. Experiments are devised to control access, deploy decoys, and time movements; the very architecture—passageways, chambers, lines of sight—becomes evidence. Each test sharpens understanding of the adversary’s patience and method, but also tightens the psychological vise on those under watch.

The inquiry culminates in a planned exposure that forces the hidden hand to act, precipitating a dangerous confrontation inside the house. A final sequence aligns earlier fragments—timings, vantage points, inexplicable survivals—into a coherent reading that points not to witchcraft but to human agency driven by long-held motive. An attempt on a life narrowly fails, the alarm brings authority to bear, and the family emerges shaken yet intact. The explanation, when it comes, is grounded in access, concealment, and the exploitation of fear, restoring the plausible to a situation marred by whispers of the impossible, and closing the circle of peril.

Without disclosing its final turn, the novel’s broader resonance lies in its steady recasting of a rumored curse as a problem of means, motive, and opportunity, and in its portrait of a household learning to privilege inquiry over panic. The Mystery of the Ravenspurs endures as a study of the country house as crucible, where privacy both shelters and endangers, and where lineage becomes a pressure that can be exploited. Its appeal rests on the equilibrium between atmosphere and analysis, on the testing of loyalty under strain, and on the reminder that fear thrives in secrecy until evidence brings it to heel.





Historical Context




Table of Contents




    Fred M. White (1859-1935) was an English journalist-turned-novelist whose thrillers bridged late Victorian and Edwardian tastes. The Mystery of the Ravenspurs appeared in the early twentieth century, when mass-circulation magazines and cheap one-volume editions brought crime fiction to a wide readership. Set around an old English noble family and their ancestral seat, the book draws on the sensation tradition and a growing appetite for tightly plotted mysteries. Its milieu, with respectable households imperiled from within, mirrors a culture fascinated by domestic security and social reputation. By placing menace inside a patrician home, the novel reflects doubts about inherited status and private virtue.

Late nineteenth- and early twentieth-century Britain saw the landed aristocracy squeezed by agricultural depression and new taxation. Falling grain prices after the 1870s eroded estate incomes, while Sir William Harcourt's 1894 Finance Act introduced graduated death duties that forced many families to sell land or art to meet liabilities. Primogeniture still concentrated property, but maintenance of large houses grew costly as servants' wages rose and expectations of comfort changed. Against this backdrop, a narrative about a venerable house under threat resonated strongly. The Ravenspurs' vulnerability channels contemporary anxieties that lineage alone could no longer guarantee security, solvency, or moral authority.

Institutionally, policing and forensic science were professionalizing. The Metropolitan Police's Criminal Investigation Department dated from 1878, and in 1901 Scotland Yard established its Fingerprint Bureau, signaling faith in scientific identification. Toxicology and analytical chemistry had advanced since the Marsh test for arsenic (1836) and the Stas-Otto method for alkaloids, yet many poisons remained difficult to trace in practice. Sensational trials, from William Palmer in the 1850s to Florence Maybrick in 1889, kept anxieties about covert murder alive. White's mystery leverages that landscape: it privileges method and inference over brute force, reflecting an era convinced that patient reasoning could pierce even domestic, genteel facades.

Crime fiction prospered in periodicals such as The Strand Magazine and Pearson's Magazine, which popularized serialized puzzles and cliffhangers. The sensation novel lineage, associated with Wilkie Collins and Mary Elizabeth Braddon, had normalized crimes that erupted inside respectable homes. Around 1901-1902, the revival of Gothic family terrors in Conan Doyle's The Hound of the Baskervilles showed how ancestral fears could be reframed by rational detection. White published widely in these venues and modes, and The Mystery of the Ravenspurs inhabits that marketplace. Its promise of a logical explanation for seemingly uncanny events aligns with a readership trained to expect mysteries solved by intellect, not superstition.

Victorian and Edwardian Britain modernized rapidly - railways, telegraphs, telephones, and electric lighting penetrated towns and wealthy country districts - yet many great houses remained architecturally medieval in spirit, often rebuilt in nineteenth-century Gothic revival styles. The contrast between modern communications and labyrinthine halls created ideal stages for isolation, secrets, and control of movement. Country estates had gamekeepers, butlers, and strict hierarchies that could conceal as much as they supervised. By confining danger within a fortress-like home while hinting at modern tools beyond its gates, White's story explores tensions between tradition and progress, suggesting inherited walls are poor guarantees against contemporary threat.

At the turn of the century, the British Empire stood at or near its territorial height, and the South African War (1899-1902) fixed imperial issues in public debate. Travel, trade, and military service produced cosmopolitan networks through which people, objects, and stories circulated. Popular crime tales often exploited this mobility, such as exotic toxins, foreign acquaintances, and experiences abroad, without leaving the domestic setting for long. White's broader oeuvre uses such devices, and his readers would have recognized the plausibility of dangers reaching a quiet English house from far afield. The novel channels imperial-age curiosity and unease while grounding its mystery in local, familial dynamics.

Debates over gender shaped household narratives. The Married Women's Property Acts (1870 and 1882) expanded wives' economic independence, university access for women widened in the 1890s, and the press fixated on the so-called New Woman who claimed education, mobility, and work. Sensation and mystery fiction frequently portrayed women as both vulnerable targets and decisive agents within domestic crises. In an aristocratic setting, chaperonage, inheritance expectations, and guardianship rules still constrained choice. By staging peril and problem-solving among kin, White's tale engages these currents indirectly, acknowledging women's central roles in the household economy while exposing how patriarchal structures could imperil, not protect, them.

Publishing in the Edwardian transition from sensation to the coming Golden Age, The Mystery of the Ravenspurs anticipates the closed-circle country-house puzzle later perfected by writers of the 1920s. It uses the language of curses and destiny to dramatize social fear, then insists on human causation and responsibility, a characteristic early-twentieth-century corrective to superstition. The threatened noble household becomes a laboratory for examining secrecy, duty, and reputation in a class negotiating new taxes, sciences, and media scrutiny. In doing so, White's novel reflects its moment's skepticism about inherited privilege and affirms contemporary faith in rational inquiry as a means of moral repair.
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A grand old castle looks out across the North Sea, and the fishermen toiling on the deep catch the red flash from Ravenspur Point as their forefathers have done for many generations.

The Ravenspurs and their great granite fortress have made history between them. Every quadrangle and watch-tower and turret has its legend of brave deeds and bloody deeds, of fights for the king and the glory of the flag. And for five hundred years there has been no Ravenspur who has not acquitted himself like a man. Theirs is a record to be proud of.

Time has dealt lightly with the home of the Ravenspurs. It is probably the most perfect mediaeval castle in the country. The moat and the drawbridge are still intact; the portcullis might be worked by a child. And landwards the castle looks over a fair domain of broad acres where the orchards bloom and flourish and the red beeves wax fat in the pastures.

A quiet family, a handsome family, a family passing rich in the world’s goods, they are strong and brave—a glorious chronicle behind them, and no carking cares ahead.

Surely, then, the Ravenspurs should be happy and contented beyond most men. Excepting the beat of the wings of the Angel of Death, that comes to all sooner or later, surely no sorrow dwelt there that the hand of time could fail to soothe.

And yet over them hung the shadow of a fear.

No Ravenspur had ever slunk away from any danger, however great, so long as it was tangible; but there was something here that turned the stoutest heart to water, and caused strong men to start at their shadows.

For five years now the curse had lain heavy on the house of Ravenspur.

It had come down upon them without warning; at first in the guise of a series of accidents and misfortunes, until gradually it became evident that some cunning and remorseless enemy was bent upon exterminating the Ravenspurs root and branch.

There had been no warning given, but one by one the Ravenspurs died mysteriously, horribly, until at last no more than seven of the family remained. The North country shuddered in speaking of the ill-starred family. The story had found its way into print.

Scotland Yard[1] had taken the case in hand, but still the hapless Ravenspurs died, mysteriously murdered, and even some of those who survived had tales to unfold of marvellous escapes from destruction.

The fear grew on them like a haunting madness. From first to last not one single clue, however small, had the murderers left behind. Family archives were ransacked and personal histories explored with a view to finding some forgotten enemy who had originated this vengeance. But the Ravenspurs had ever been generous and kind, honorable to men and true to women, and none could lay a finger on the blot.

In the whole history of crime no such weird story had ever been told before. Why should this blow fall after the lapse of all these years? What could the mysterious foe hope to gain by this merciless slaughter? And to struggle against the unseen enemy was in vain.

As the maddening terror deepened, the most extraordinary precautions were taken to baffle the assassin. Eighteen months ago the word had gone out for the gathering of the family at the castle. They had come without followers or retainers of any kind; every servant had been housed outside the castle at nightfall, and the grim old fortress had been placed in a state of siege.

They waited upon themselves, they superintended the cooking of their own food, no strange feet crossed the drawbridge. When the portcullis was raised, the most ingenious burglar would have failed to find entrance. At last the foe was baffled; at last the family was safe. There was no secret passages, no means of entry; and here salvation lay.

Alas, for fond hopes! Within the last year and a half three of the family had perished in the same strange and horrible fashion.

There was Richard Ravenspur, a younger son of Rupert, the head of the house, with his wife and boy. Richard Ravenspur had been found dead in his bed poisoned by some lemonade; his wife had walked into the moat in the darkness; the boy had fallen from one of the towers into a stone quadrangle and been instantly killed.

The thing was dreadful, inexplicable to a degree. The enemy who was doing this thing was in the midst of them. And yet no stranger passed those iron gates; none but Ravenspurs dwelt within the walls. Eye looked into eye and fell again, ashamed that the other should know the suspicions racking each poor distracted brain.

And there were only seven of them now, who almost longed for the death they dreaded.

There was Rupert Ravenspur, the head of the family, a fine, handsome, white-headed man, who had distinguished himself in the Crimea and the Indian Mutiny. There was his son Gordon who some day might succeed him; there was Gordon’s wife and his daughter Vera. Then there was Geoffrey Ravenspur, the orphan son of one Jasper Ravenspur, who had fallen under the scourge two years before.

And also there was Marian Ravenspur, the orphan daughter of Charles Ravenspur, another son who had died in India five years before of cholera. Mrs. Charles was there, the child of an Indian prince, and from her Marion had inherited the dark beauty and soft, glorious eyes that made her beloved of the whole family.

A strange tale surely, a hideous nightmare, and yet so painfully realistic. One by one they were being cut off by the malignant destroyer, and ere long the family would be extinct. It seemed impossible to fight against the desolation that always struck in the darkness, and never struck in vain.

Rupert Ravenspur looked out from the leads above the castle to the open sea, and from thence to the trim lawns and flower-beds away to the park, where the deer stood knee-deep in the bracken.

It was a fair and perfect picture of a noble English homestead, far enough removed apparently from crime and violence. And yet!

A deep sigh burst from the old man’s breast; his lips quivered. The shadow of that awful fear was in his eyes. Not that he feared for himself, for the snows of seventy years lay upon his head, and his life’s work was done.

It was others he was thinking of. The bright bars of the setting sun shone on a young and graceful couple below coming towards the moat. A tender light filled old Ravenspur’s eyes.

Then he started as a gay laugh reached his ears. The sound caught him almost like a blow. Where had he heard a laugh like that before? It seemed strangely out of place. And yet those two were young, and they loved one another. Under happier auspices, Geoffrey Ravenspur would some day come into the wide acres and noble revenues, and take his cousin Vera to wife.

“May God spare them!” Ravenspur cried aloud. “Surely the curse must burn itself out some time, or the truth must come to light. If I could only live to know that they were to be happy!”

The words were a fervent prayer. The dying sun that turned the towers and turrets of the castle to a golden glory fell on his white, quivering face. It lit up the agony of the strong man with despair upon him. He turned as a hand lay light as thistledown on his arm.

“Amen with all my heart, dear grandfather,” a gentle voice murmured. “I could not help hearing what you said.”

Ravenspur smiled mournfully. He looked down into a pure, young face, gentle and placid, like that of a madonna, and yet full of strength. The dark brown eyes were so clear that the white soul seemed to gleam behind them. There was Hindoo blood in Marion Ravenspur’s veins, but she bore no trace of the fact. And out of the seven surviving members of that ill-fated race, Marion was the most beloved. All relied upon her, all trusted her. In the blackest hour her courage never faltered; she never bowed before the unseen terror.

Ravenspur turned upon her almost fiercely.

“We must save Vera and Geoffrey,” he said. “They must be preserved. The whole future of our race lies with those two young people. Watch over them, Marion; shield Vera from every harm. I know that she loves you. Swear that you will protect her from every evil!”

“There is no occasion to swear anything,” Marion said in her clear, sweet voice. “Dear, don’t you know that I am devoted heart and soul to your interests? When my parents died, and I elected to come here in preference to returning to my mother’s people, you received me with open arms. Do you suppose that I could ever forget the love and affection that have been poured upon me? If I can save Vera she is already saved. But why do you speak like this to-day?”

Ravenspur gave a quick glance around him.

“Because my time has come,” he whispered hoarsely. “Keep this to yourself, Marion, for I have told nobody but you. The black assassin is upon me. I wake at nights with fearful pains at my heart—I cannot breathe. I have to fight for my life, as my brother Charles fought for his two years ago. To-morrow morning I may be found dead in my bed—as Charles was. Then there will be an inquest, and the doctors will be puzzled, as they were before.”

“Grandfather! You are not afraid?”

“Afraid! I am glad—glad, I tell you. I am old and careworn, and the suspense is gradually sapping my senses. Better death, swift and terrible, than that. But not a word of this to the rest, as you love me!”


II - THE WANDERER RETURNS
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The hour was growing late, and the family were dining in the great hall. Rupert Ravenspur sat at the head of the table, with Gordon’s wife opposite him. The lovers sat smiling and happy side by side. Across the table Marion beamed gently upon the company. Nothing ever seemed to eclipse her quiet gaiety; she was the life and soul of the party. There was something angelic about the girl as she sat there clad in soft, diaphanous white.

Lamps gleamed on the fair damask, on the feathery daintiness of flowers, and on the lush purple and gold and russet of grapes and peaches. From the walls long lines of bygone Ravenspurs looked down—fair women in hoops and farthingale[2], men in armor. There was a flash of color from the painted roof.

Presently the soft-footed servants would quit the castle for the night, for under the new order of things nobody slept in the castle excepting the family. Also, it was the solemn duty of each servitor to taste every dish as it came to the table. A strange precaution, but necessary in the circumstances.

For the moment the haunting terror was forgotten. Wines red and white gleamed and sparkled in crystal glasses. Rupert Ravenspur’s worn, white face relaxed. They were a doomed race, and they knew it; yet laughter was there, a little saddened, but eyes brightened as they looked from one to another.

By and bye the servants began to withdraw. The cloth was drawn in the old-fashioned way, a long row of decanters stood before the head of the house and was reflected in the shining, brown polished mahogany. Big log fires danced and glowed from the deep ingle-nooks; from outside came the sense of the silence.

An aged butler stood before Ravenspur with a key on a salver.

“I fancy that is all, sir,” he said.

Ravenspur rose and made his way along the corridor to the outer doorway. Here he counted the whole of the domestic staff carefully past the drawbridge, and then the portcullis was raised. Ravenspur Castle and its inhabitants were cut off from the outer world. Nobody could molest them till morning.

And yet the curl of a bitter smile was on Ravenspur’s face as he returned to the dining-hall. Even in the face of these precautions two of the garrison had gone down before the unseen hand of the assassin. There was some comfort in the reflection that the outer world was barred off, but it was futile, childish, in vain.

The young people, with Mrs. Charles, had risen from the table and had gathered on the pile of skins and cushions in one of the ingle-nooks. Gordon Ravenspur was sipping his claret and holding a cigar with a hand that trembled.

Hardy man as he was, the shadow lay upon him also; indeed, it lay upon them all. If the black death failed to strike, then madness would come creeping in its track. Thus it was that evening generally found the family all together. There was something soothing in the presence of numbers.

They were talking quietly, almost in whispers. Occasionally a laugh would break from Vera, only to be suppressed with a smile of apology. Ravenspur looked fondly into the blue eyes of the dainty little beauty whom they all loved so dearly.

“I hope I didn’t offend you, grandfather,” she said.

In that big hall voices sounded strained and loud. Ravenspur smiled.

“Nothing you could do would offend me,” he said. “It may be possible that a kindly Providence will permit me to hear the old roof ringing with laughter again. It may be, perhaps, that that is reserved for strangers when we are all gone.”

“Only seven left,” Gordon murmured.

“Eight, father,” Vera suggested. She looked up from the lounge on the floor with the flicker of the wood fire in her violet eyes. “Do you know I had a strange dream last night. I dreamt that Uncle Ralph came home again. He had a great black bundle in his arms, and when the bundle burst open it filled the hall with a gleaming light, and in the centre of that light was the clue to the mystery.”

Ravenspur’s face clouded. Nobody but Vera would have dared to allude to his son Ralph in his presence.

For over Ralph Ravenspur hung the shadow of disgrace—a disgrace he had tried to shift on to the shoulders of his dead brother Charles, Marion’s father. Of that dark business none knew the truth but the head of the family. For twenty years he had never mentioned his erring son’s name.

“It is to be hoped that Ralph is dead,” he said harshly.

A sombre light gleamed in his eyes. Vera glanced at him half-timidly. But she knew how deeply her grandfather loved her, and this gave her courage to proceed. “I don’t like to hear you talk like that,” she said. “It is no time to be harsh or hard on anybody. I don’t know what he did, but I have always been sorry for Uncle Ralph. And something tells me he is coming home again. Grandfather, you would not turn him away?”

“If he were ill, if he were dying, if he suffered from some grave physical affliction, perhaps not. Otherwise—”

Ravenspur ceased to talk. The brooding look was still in his eyes; his white head was bent low on his breast.

Marion’s white fingers touched his hand caressingly. The deepest bond of sympathy existed between these two. And at the smile in Marion’s eye Ravenspur’s face cleared.

“You would do all that is good and kind,” Marion said. “You cannot deceive me; oh, I know you too well for that. And if Uncle Ralph came now!”

Marion paused, and the whole group looked one to the other with startled eyes. With nerves strung tightly like theirs, the slightest deviation from the established order of things was followed by a feeling of dread and alarm. And now, on the heavy silence of the night, the great bell gave clamorous and brazen tongue.

Ravenspur started to his feet.

“Strange that anyone should come at this time of night,” he said. “No, Gordon, I will go. There can be no danger, for this is tangible.”

He passed along the halls and passages till he came to the outer oak. He let down the portcullis.

“Come into the light,” he cried, “and let me see who you are.”

A halting, shuffling step advanced, and presently the gleam of the hall lantern shone upon the face of a man whose features were strangely seamed and scarred. It seemed as if the whole of his visage had been scored and carved in criss-cross lines until not one inch of uncontaminated flesh remained.

His eyes were closed; he came forward with fumbling, outstretched hands, as if searching for some familiar object. The features were expressionless, but this might have been the result of those cruel scars. But the whole aspect of the man spoke of dogged, almost pathetic, determination.

“You look strange and yet familiar to me,” said Ravenspur. “Who are you, and whence do you come?”

“I know you,” the stranger replied in a strangled whisper. “I could recognise your voice anywhere. You are my father.”

“And you are Ralph, Ralph, come back again!”

There was horror, indignation, surprise in the cry. The words rang loud and clear, so loud and clear that they reached the dining-hall and brought the rest of the party hurrying out into the hall.

Vera came forward with swift, elastic stride. With a glance of shuddering pity at the scarred face she laid a hand on Ravenspur’s arm.

“My dream,” she whispered. “It may be the hand of God. Oh, let him stay!”

“There is no place here for Ralph Ravenspur,” the old man cried.

The outcast still fumbled his way forward. A sudden light of intelligence flashed over Gordon as he looked curiously at his brother.

“I think, sir,” he said, “that my brother is suffering from some great affliction. Ralph what is it? Why do you feel for things in that way?”

“I must,” the wanderer replied. “I know every inch of the castle. I could find my way in the darkest night over every nook and corner. Father, I have come back to you. I was only to come back to you if I were in sore need or if I were deeply afflicted. Look at me! Does my face tell you nothing?”

“Your face is—is dreadful. And as for your eyes, I cannot see them.”

“You cannot see them,” Ralph said in that dreadful, thrilling, strangled whisper, “because I have no sight; because I am blind.”

Without a word Ravenspur caught his unhappy son by the hand and led him to the dining-hall, the family following in awed silence.


III - THE CRY IN THE NIGHT
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The close clutch of the silence lay over the castle like the restless horror that it was[1q]. The caressing drowsiness of healthy slumber was never for the hapless Ravenspurs now. They clung round the Ingle-nook[3] till the last moment; they parted with a sigh and a shudder, knowing that the morrow might find one face missing, one voice silenced for ever.

Marion alone was really cheerful; her smiling face, her gentle courage were as the cool breath of the north wind to the others. But for her they would have gone mad with the haunting horror long since.

She was one of the last to go. She still sat pensive in the ingle, her hands clasped behind her head, her eyes gazing with fascinated astonishment at Ralph Ravenspur.

In some strange, half-defined fashion it seemed to her that she had seen a face scarred and barred like that before. And in the same vague way the face reminded her of her native India.

It was a strong face, despite the blight that suffering had laid upon it. The lips were firm and straight, the sightless eyes seemed to be seeking for something, hunting as a blind wolf might have done. The long, slim, damp fingers twitched convulsively, feeling upwards and around as if in search of something.

Marion shuddered as she imagined those hooks of steel pressed about her throat choking the life out of her.

“Where are you going to sleep?” Ravenspur asked abruptly.

“In my old room,” Ralph replied. “Nobody need trouble about me. I can find my way about the castle as well as if I had my eyes. After all I have endured, a blanket on the floor will be a couch of down.”

“You are not afraid of the family terror?”

Ralph laughed. He laughed hard down in his throat, chuckling horribly.

“I am afraid of nothing,” he said; “If you only knew what I know you would not wish to live. I tell you I would sit and see my right arm burnt off with slow fire if I could wipe out the things I have seen in the last five years! I heard of the family fetish at Bombay, and that was why I came home. I prefer a slumbering hell to a roaring one.”

He spoke as if half to himself. His words were enigmas to the interested listeners; yet, wild as they seemed, they were cool and collected.

“Some day you shall tell us your adventures,” Ravenspur said not unkindly, “how you lost your sight, and whence came those strange disfigurements.”

“That you will never know,” Ralph replied. “Ah! there are more things in heaven and earth than are dreamt of in our narrow and specious philosophy. There are some things it is impossible to speak of, and my trouble is one of them. Only to one man could I mention it, and whether he is alive or dead I do not know.”

Marion rose. The strangely-uttered words made her feel slightly hysterical. She bent over Ravenspur and kissed him fondly. Moved by a strong impulse of pity, she would have done the same by her uncle Ralph, but that he seemed to divine her presence and her intention. The long, slim hands went up.

“You must not kiss me, my child,” he said. “I am not fit to be touched by pure lips like yours. Good-night.”

Marion turned away, chilled and disappointed. She wondered why Ralph spoke like that, why he shuddered at her approach as if she had been an unclean thing. But in that house of singular happenings one strange matter more or less was nothing.

“The light of my eyes,” Ravenspur murmured. “After Vera, the creature I love best on earth. What should we do without her?”

“What, indeed?” Ralph said quietly. “I cannot see, but I can feel what she is to all of you. Good-night, father, and thank you.”

Ravenspur strode off with a not unkindly nod. As a matter of fact, he was more moved by the return of the wanderer and his evident sufferings and misfortunes than he cared to confess. He brooded over these strange things till at length he lapsed into troubled and uneasy slumber.

The intense gripping silence deepened. Ralph Ravenspur still sat in the ingle with his face bent upon the glowing logs as if he could see, and as if he were seeking for some inspiration in the sparkling crocus flame.

Then without making the slightest noise, he crept across the hall, feeling his way along with his fingertips to the landing above.

He had made no idle boast. He knew every inch of the castle. Like a cat he crept to his room, and there, merely discarding his coat and boots, he took a blanket from the bed.

Into the corridor he stepped and then, lying down under the hangings of Cordova leather, wrapped himself up cocoon fashion in his blanket and dropped into a sound sleep. The mournful silence brooded, the rats scratched behind the oaken panelled walls.

Then out of the throat of the darkness came a stifled cry. It was the fighting rattle made by the strong man suddenly deprived of the power to breathe.

Again it came, and this time more loudly, with a ring of despair in it. In the dead silence it seemed to fill the whole house, but the walls were thick, and beyond the corridor there was no cognisance of anything being in the least wrong.

But the man in the blanket against the arras heard it, and struggled to his feet. A long period of vivid personal danger had sharpened his senses. His knowledge of woodcraft enabled him to locate the cry to a yard.

“My father,” he whispered. “I am only just in time.”

He felt his way rapidly, yet noiselessly, along the few feet between his resting-place and Ravenspur’s room. Imminent as the peril was, he yet paused to push his blanket out of sight As he came to the door of Ravenspur’s room the cry rose higher. He stooped, and then his fingers touched something warm.

“Marion,” he said; “I can catch the subtle fragrance of your hair.”

The girl swallowed a scream. She was trembling from head to foot with fear and excitement. It was dark, the cry from within was despairing, the intense horror of it was dreadful.

“Yes, yes,” she whispered hoarsely. ‘“I was lying awake and I heard it. And that good old man told me today that his time was coming. I—I was going to rouse the house. The door is locked.”

“Do nothing of the sort. Stand aside.”

The voice was low but commanding. Marion obeyed mechanically. With great strength and determination Ralph flung himself against the door. At the second assault the rusty iron bolt gave and the door flew open.

Inside, Ravenspur lay on his bed. By his bedside a night light cast a feeble, pallid ray. There was nobody in the room besides Ravenspur himself. He lay back absolutely rigid, a yellow hue was over his face like a painted mask, his eyes were wide open, his lips twisted convulsively. Evidently he was in some kind of cataleptic fit, and his senses had not deserted him.

He was powerless to move, and made no attempt to do so. The man was choking to death; and yet his limbs were rigid. A sickly, sweet odor filled the room and caused Ralph to double up and gasp for breath. It was as if the whole atmosphere were drenched with a fine spray of chloroform. Marion stood in the doorway like a fascinated white statue of fear and despair.

“What is it?” she whispered. “What is that choking smell?”

Ralph made no reply. He was holding his breath hard. There was a queer, grinning smile on his face as he turned towards the window.

The fumbling, clutching, long hands rested for a moment on Ravenspurs forehead, and the next moment there was a sound of smashing glass, as with his naked fists Ralph beat in the lozenge-shaped windows.

A quick, cool draught of air rushed through the room, and the figure of on the bed ceased to struggle.

“Come in,” said Ralph. “There is no danger now.”

Marion entered. She was trembling from head to foot; her face was like death.

“What is it? What is it?” she cried. “Uncle Ralph, do you know what it is?”

“That is a mystery,” Ralph replied. “There is some fiend at work here. I only guessed that the sickly odor was the cause of the mischief. You are better, sir?”

Ravenspur was sitting up in bed. The color had come to his lips; he no longer struggled to breathe.

“I am all right,” he said. His eye beamed affectionately on Marion. “Ever ready and ever quick, child, you saved my life from that nameless horror.”

“It was Uncle Ralph,” said Marion. “I heard your cry, but Uncle Ralph was here as soon as I was. And it was a happy idea of his to break the window.”

“It was that overpowering drug,” said Ravenspur. “What it is and where it came from must always remain a mystery. This is a new horror to haunt me—and yet there were others who died in their beds mysteriously. I awoke to find myself choking; I was stifled by that sweet smelling stuff; I could feel that my heart was growing weaker. But go, my child; you will catch your death of cold. Go to bed.”

With an unsteady smile Marion disappeared. As she closed the door behind her, Ravenspur turned and grasped his son’s wrist fiercely.

“Do you know anything of this?” he demanded. “You are blind, helpless; yet you were on the spot instantly. Do you know anything of this I say?”

Ralph shook his head.

“It was good luck,” he said. “And how should I know anything? Ah! a blind man is but a poor detective.”

Yet as Ralph passed to his strange quarters, there was a queer look on his face. The long, lean claws were crooked as if they were fastened about the neck of some enemy, some foe to the death.

“The hem of the mystery,” he muttered. “Patience, and prudence, and the day shall come when I shall have it by the throat, and such a lovely throat too!”


IV - 101 BRANT STREET
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There was nothing about the house to distinguish it from its stolid and respectable neighbors. It had a dingy face, woodwork painted a dark red, with the traditional brass knocker and bell-pull. The windows were hung with curtains of the ordinary type, the venetian blinds were half-down, which in itself is a sign of middle-class respectability. In the centre of the red door was a small brass plate bearing the name of Dr. Sergius Tchigorsky.

Not that Dr. Tchigorsky was a medical practitioner in the ordinary sense of the word. No neatly-appointed ‘pill-box’ ever stood before 101; no patient ever passed the threshold.

Tchigorsky was a savant and a traveller to boot; a man who dealt in strange and out-of-the-way things; and the interior of his house would have been a revelation to the top-hatted, frock-coated doctors and lawyers and city men who elected to make their home in Brant-street W.

The house was crammed with curiosities and souvenirs of travel from basement to garret. A large sky-lighted billiard-room at the back of the house had been turned into a library and laboratory combined.

And here, when not travelling, Tchigorsky spent all his time, seeing strange visitors from time to time, Mongolians, Hindoos, natives of Thibet—for Tchigorsky was one of the three men who had penetrated to the holy city of Lassa[4], and returned to tell the tale.

The doctor came into his study from his breakfast, and stood ruminating, rubbing his hands before the fire. In ordinary circumstances he would have been a fine man of over six feet in height.

But a cruel misfortune had curved his spine, while his left leg dragged almost helplessly behind him, his hands were drawn up as if the muscles had been cut and then knotted up again.

Tchigorsky had entered Lassa five years ago as a god who walks upright. When he reached the frontier six months later he was the wreck he still remained. And of those privations and sufferings Tchigorsky said nothing. But there were times when his eyes gleamed and his breath came short, and he pined for the vengeance yet to be his.

As to his face, it was singularly strong and intellectual. Yet it was disfigured with deep seams checkered like a chessboard. We have seen something like it before, for the marks were identical with those that disfigured Ralph Ravenspur and made his face a horror to look upon.

A young man rose from the table where he was making some kind of an experiment. He was a fresh-colored Englishman, George Abell by name, and he esteemed it a privilege to call himself Tchigorsky’s secretary.

“Always early and always busy,” Tchigorsky said. “Is there anything in the morning papers that is likely to interest me, Abel?”

“I fancy so,” Abell replied thoughtfully. “You are interested in the Ravenspur case?”

A lurid light leapt into the Russian’s eyes. He seemed to be strangely moved. He paced up and down the room, dragging his maimed limb after him.

“Never more interested in anything in my life,” he said. “You know as much of my past as any man, but there are matters, experiences unspeakable. My face, my ruined frame! Whence come these cruel misfortunes? That secret will go down with me to the grave. Of that I could speak to one man alone, and I know not whether that man is alive or dead.”

Tchigorsky’s words trailed off into a rambling, incoherent murmur. He was far away with his own gloomy and painful thoughts. Then he came back to earth with a start. He stood with his back to the fireplace, contemplating Abell.

“I am deeply interested in the Ravenspur case, as you know,” he said. “A malignant fiend is at work yonder—a fiend with knowledge absolutely supernatural. You smile! I myself have seen the powers of darkness doing the bidding of mortal man. All the detectives in Europe will never lay hands upon the destroyer of the Ravenspurs. And yet, in certain circumstances, I could.”

“Then, in that case, sir, why don’t you?”

“Do it? I said in certain circumstances. I have part of a devilish puzzle; the other part is in the hands of a man who may be dead. I hold half of the banknote; somebody else has the other moiety. Until we can come together, we are both paupers. If I can find that other man, and he has the nerve and the pluck he used to possess, the curse of the Ravenspurs will cease. But, then, I shall never see my friend again.”

“But you might solve the problem alone.”

“Impossible. That man and myself made a most hazardous expedition in search of dreadful knowledge. That formula we found. For the purposes of safety, we divided it. And then we were discovered. Of what followed I dare not speak; I dare not even think.

“I escaped from my dire peril, but I cannot hope that my comrade was so fortunate. He must be dead. And without him I am as powerless as if I knew nothing. I have no proof. Yet I know quite well who is responsible for those murders at Ravenspur.”

Abell stared at his chief in astonishment. He knew Tchigorsky too well to doubt the evidence of his simple word. The Russian was too strong a man to boast.

“You cannot understand,” he said. “It is impossible to understand without the inner knowledge that I possess, and even my knowledge is not perfect. Were I to tell the part I know I should be hailed from one end of England to the other as a madman. I should be imprisoned for malignant slander. But if the other man turned up—if only the other man should turn up!”

Tchigorsky broke into a rambling reverie again. When he emerged to mundane matters once more he ordered Abell to read the paragraph relating to the latest phase of the tragedy of the lost Ravenspur.

“It runs,” said Abell. “‘Another Strange Affair at Ravenspur Castle. The mystery of this remarkable case still thickens. Late on Wednesday night Mr. Rupert Ravenspur, the head of the family, was awakened by a choking sensation and a total loss of breath. On attempting to leave his bed, the unfortunate gentleman found himself unable to move.

“‘He states that the room appeared to be filled with a fine spray of some sickly, sweet drug or liquid that seemed to act upon him as chloroform does on a subject with a weak heart. Mr. Ravenspur managed to cry out, but the vapor held him down, and was slowly stifling him—”

“Ah!” Tchigorsky cried. “Ah! I thought so. Go on!”

His eyes were gleaming; his whole face glistened with excitement.

“‘Providentially the cry reached the ears of another of the Ravenspurs. This gentleman burst open his father’s door, and noticing the peculiar, pungent odor, had the good sense to break a window and admit air into the room.

“‘This prompt action was the means of saving the life of the victim, and it is all the more remarkable because Ravenspur, a blind gentleman, who, had just returned from foreign parts.’”

A cry—a scream, broke from Tchigorsky’s lips. He danced about the room like a madman. For the time being it was impossible for the astonished secretary to determine whether this was joy or anguish.

“You are upset about something, sir,” he said.

Tchigorsky recovered himself by a violent effort that left him trembling like a reed swept by the wind. He gasped for breath.

“It was the madness of an overwhelming joy!” he cried. “I would cheerfully have given ten years of my life for this information. Abell, you will have to go to Ravenspur for me to-day.”

Abell said nothing. He was used to these swift surprises.

“You are to see this Ralph Ravenspur, Abell,” continued Tchigorsky. “You are not to call at the castle; you are to hang about till you get a chance of delivering my message unseen. The mere fact that Ralph Ravenspur is blind will suffice for a clue to his identity. Look up the timetable!”

Abell did so. He found a train to land him at Biston Junction, some ten miles from his destination. Half an hour later he was ready to start. From an iron safe Tchigorsky took a small object and laid it in Abell’s hand.

“Give him that,” he said; “You are simply to say, ‘Tchigorsky—Danger,’ and come away, unless Ralph Ravenspur desires speech with you. Now go, and as you value your life do not lose that casket.”

It was a small brass box no larger than a cigarette-case, rusty and tarnished, and covered with strange characters, evidently culled from some long-forgotten tongue.


V - A RAY OF LIGHT
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A sense of expectation, an uneasy feeling of momentous event about to happen, hung over the doomed Ravenspurs[2q]. For once, Marion appeared to feel the strain. Her face was pale, and though she strove hard to regain the old gentle gaiety, her eyes were red and swollen with weeping.

All through breakfast she watched Ralph in strange fascination. He seemed to have obtained some kind of hold over her. Yet nothing could be more patient, dull and stolid than the way in which he proceeded with his meal. He appeared to dwell in an unseen world of his own; the stirring events of the previous night had left no impression on him whatever.

For the most part, they were a sad and silent party. The terror that walked by night and day was stealing closer to them; it was coming in a new and still more dreadful form. Accident or the intervention of Providence had averted a dire tragedy. But it would come again.

Ravenspur made light of the matter. He spoke of the danger as something past. Yet it was impossible wholly to conceal the agitation that filled him. He saw Marion’s pale, sympathetic face; he saw the heavy tears in Vera’s eyes, and a dreadful sense of his absolute impotence came upon him.

“Let us forget it,” he said, almost cheerfully. “Let us think no more of the matter. No doubt, science can explain the new mystery.”

“Never,” Ralph said, in a thrilling whisper. “Science is powerless here.”

The speaker’s sightless eyes were turned upwards; he seemed to be thinking aloud rather than addressing the company generally. Marion turned as if something had stung her.

“Uncle Ralph knows something that he conceals from us,” she cried.

Ralph smiled. Yet he had the air of one who is displeased with himself.

“I know many things that are mercifully concealed from pure natures like yours,” he said. “But as to what happened last night, I am as much in the dark as any of you. Ah! if I were not blind!”

A strained silence followed. One by one the company rose until the room was deserted, save for Ralph, Ravenspur and his nephew Geoffrey. The handsome lad’s face was pale, his lips quivered.

“I am dreadfully disappointed, uncle,” he observed.

“Meaning from your tone that you are disappointed with me, Geoff. Why?”

“Because you spoke at first as if you understood things. And then you professed to be as ignorant as the rest of us. Oh, it is awful! I—I would not care so much if I were less fond of Vera than I am. I love her; I love her with my whole heart and soul. If you could only see the beauty of her face you would understand.

“And yet when she kisses me goodnight, I am never sure that it is not for the last time. I feel that I must wake up presently to find that all is an evil dream. And we can do nothing, nothing, nothing but wait and tremble, and—die.”

Ralph had no reply; indeed there was no reply to this passionate outburst. The blind man rose from the table and groped his way to the door with those long hands that seemed to be always feeling for something like the tentacles of an octopus.

“Come with me to your grandfather’s room,” he said. “I want you to lend me your eyes for a time.”

Geoffrey followed willingly.

The bedroom was exactly as Ravenspur had quitted it, for as yet the housemaid had not been there.

“Now look round you carefully,” said Ralph. “Look for something out of the common. It may be a piece of rag, a scrap of paper, a spot of grease, or a dab of some foreign substance on the carpet. Is there a fire laid here?”

“No,” Geoffrey replied. “The grate is a large, open one. I will see what I can find.”

The young fellow searched minutely. For some time no reward awaited his pains. Then his eyes fell upon the hearthstone.

“I can only see one little thing,” he said.

“In a business like this, there are no such matters as little things,” Ralph replied. “A clue that might stand on a pin’s point often leads to great results. Tell me what it is that attracts your attention.”

“A brown stain on the hearthstone. It is about the size of the palm of one’s hand. It looks very like a piece of glue dabbed down.”

“Take a knife and scrape it up,” said Ralph. He spoke slowly and evidently under excitement well repressed. “Wrap it in your handkerchief and give it to me. Has the stuff any particular smell?”

“Yes,” said Geoffrey. “It has a sickly, sweet odor. I am sure that I never smelt anything like it before.”

“Probably not. There, I have no further need of your services, and I know that Vera is waiting for you. One word before you go—you are not to say a single word to a soul about this matter; not a single soul, mind. And now I do not propose to detain you any longer.”

Geoffrey retired with a puzzled air. When the echo of his footsteps had died away, Ralph rose and crept out upon the leads[5]. He was shivering with excitement; there was a look of eager expectation, almost of triumph, on his face.

He felt his way along the leads until he came to a group of chimneys, about the centre one of which he fumbled with his hands for some time.

Then the look of triumph on his face grew more marked and stronger.

“Assurance doubly sure,” he whispered. His voice croaked hoarsely with excitement. “If I had only somebody here whom I could trust! If I told anybody here whom I suspected they would rise like one person, and hurl me into the moat. And I can do no more than suspect. Patience, patience, and yet patience.”

From the terrace came the sounds of fresh young voices. They were those of Vera and Geoffrey talking almost gaily as they turned their steps towards the granite cliffs. For the nerves of youth are elastic, and they throw off the strain easily.

They walked along side by side until they came to the cliffs. Here the rugged ramparts rose high with jagged indentations and rough hollows. There were deep cups and fissures in the rocks where a regiment of soldiers might lie securely hidden. For miles the gorse was flushed with its golden glory.

“Let us sit down and forget our troubles,” said Geoffrey. “How restful the time if we could sail away in a ship, Vera, away to the ends of the earth, where we could hide ourselves from this cruel vendetta and be at peace. What use is the Ravenspur property to us when we are doomed to die?”

Vera shuddered slightly, and the exquisite face grew pale.

“They might spare us,” she said, plaintively. “We are young, and we have done no harm to anybody. And yet I have not lost all faith. I feel certain that Heaven above us will not permit this hideous slaughter to continue.”

She laid her trembling fingers in Geoffrey’s hand, and he drew her close to him and kissed her.

“It seems hard to look into your face and doubt it, dearest,” he said. “Even the fiend who pursues us would hesitate to destroy
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