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Trelawney’s eyes, rapidly regaining their old brightness and sanity, widened as he looked from Miles to her and back again. The soldier nodded frankly, and kicked a fragment of the mask away.

“Then it’s not true—it didn’t happen?” Flushing a dull scarlet, Mules nodded, and Maisie gripped her husband’s hand.

“There’s no use lying, Jack, old man, For a crazy hour or two—while this beastly horror was hanging there, only—something seemed to take us both by the throat. I swear that though I’ve always been awfully fond of May as a brother, I never had the remotest feeling for her any other way—nor she for me, I’ll take my solemn oath…. But somehow, as I say, for a few hours something happened to us both, but it’s gone now for ever, and everything’s clear again. You do believe me, old man?”

Trelawney’s old frankly affectionate glance met his as he held out his hand.

“You don’t need to ask, my dear old chap…. Now things are coming back to me again. I remember now, faintly, some of the awful things I seemed to see when I was looking at the mask: I seemed to go off into a sort of dream of sacrifices and magic, and the Lord knows what sort of horrors….”

Maisie suddenly broke in.

“I believe you were right all along, Jack. It must have been a thing somehow used to having blood sacrifices before it, and tried to get them again. I believe old Schroeder’s murdering his wife was just done under the same influence. It all seems like some impossible dream——”

Trelawney shuddered as he put his arms round his wife and buried his head in her soft shoulder.

“Good God! To think I nearly fed the vile thing with a double sacrifice to-night; how I missed you I don’t know
——”

“You slipped a little on the polished floor,” supplied Miles, “and that just saved us all, for your shot went wide and crashed full into the mask. It fell on the hearthrug, and you made for me, and we rolled about fighting each other; you were still mad, but the minute the mask smashed May and I got sane at once, and the one thing she was screaming about the whole time was for me not to hurt you! Well, that scrap of ours finally flattened the thing to smithereens, so all’s well. And we’re all three out of the most awful danger we’re ever likely to meet this side of Hell, where I believe that devilish mask was made.”

“How did you know it was the mask?” Trelawney asked.


“Because once in India I came across something the same sort of thing—and I had a funny feeling about the thing directly I saw it,” said Miles, for once shedding his English dislike of admitting any belief in the supernatural. “And what made me bang certain was that the second the thing

(Continued on p. xxviii)


xxvi












[image: ]

[image: ]

Retrieved from "https://en.wikisource.org/w/index.php?title=Page:The_Mask.pdf/8&oldid=13737419"


		Category: 	Proofread




	





	Navigation menu

	
		

	
		Personal tools
	

	
		
			Not logged in
	Talk
	Contributions
	Create account
	Log in


		
	



		
			

	
		Namespaces
	

	
		
			Previous page
	Next page
	Page
	Discussion
	Image
	Index


		
	



			

	
	
		English
	
	
		
		

		
	



		

		
			

	
		Views
	

	
		
			Read
	Edit
	View history


		
	



			

	
	
		More
	
	
		
		

		
	



			

	Search

	
		
			
			
			
			
		

	




		

	

	

	
		
	

	

	
		Navigation
	

	
		
			Main Page
	Community portal
	Central discussion
	Recent changes
	Subject index
	Authors
	Random work
	Random author
	Random transcription
	Help
	Donate


		
	



	

	
		
	

	
		
		

		
	




	
		Tools
	

	
		
			What links here
	Related changes
	Special pages
	Permanent link
	Page information
	Cite this page
	Get shortened URL
	Download QR code


		
	




	
		Print/export
	

	
		
			Printable version
	Download EPUB
	Download MOBI
	Download PDF
	Other formats


		
	



	

	
		In other languages
	

	
		
		

		

	










		 This page was last edited on 22 December 2023, at 00:46.
	Text is available under the Creative Commons Attribution-ShareAlike License; additional terms may apply.  By using this site, you agree to the Terms of Use and Privacy Policy.




		Privacy policy
	About Wikisource
	Disclaimers
	Code of Conduct
	Developers
	Statistics
	Cookie statement
	Mobile view



		[image: Wikimedia Foundation]
	[image: Powered by MediaWiki]






