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Witching Hill

too heard the voices; they were on the other side

of the temple wall; and this side was laved with

moonlight, so that the edges of the crumbling

stucco made seams of pitch, and Ricardo's shadow

crouched upon the wall for a little age before hi;

bent person showed against it.

Now he was at one end of the wall, peepinj

round, listening, instead of showing himself like i

man. My blood froze at his miserable tactics. ]

had seen men keep cover under heavy fire witl

less precaution than this wretch showed in spyinj

on his guilty wife; yet there was I copying him

even as I had dogged him through the wood

Now he had wedged himself in the heavy shadov

between the wall and the one whole pillar at righ

angles to the wall; now he was looking as well a

listening. And now I was in his old place, nov

I was at his very elbow, eavesdropping myself ii

my watch and ward over the other eavesdropper

The big stick leant against the end of the wall

just between us, nearer to my hand than hij

The man himself leant hard against the pillai

the crop grasped behind him in both hands, it

lash dangling like the tail of a monster rat. Thos

two clasped hands were the only part of him i

the moonlight, and I watched them as I woul
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