
THE THING THAT SCRATCHED 339

wdkmj was difficult But there Mras stiU a good deal

withT--^"J*
about the middle, just where the gates

r^?^ *''°^'" ^^°°» **^ '^^^o^*' f^r it had been

?o S^R.^'r''-. ^^ **^^ ^" * *»»«^ ^"t across

:?««.
«^ckjoad. I passed between the damaged

stone posts, which, however, stiU stood upright. As Idid so. something sprang at me with the growl of a

t&^M ^^^»»-<"yti«»e to glance upland eventhen I could see no more than a vaguely shining headand anann uplifted to strike, with sSnetSteSi
u> It hke a crescent moon. * ^^^^
There was no time for defence. There was no time

uLT^l^. ^l '^^' ^^'' °^ man-more be^Wse now than human-was upon me and bore me

ttZ\
^"*

r^K.^^*
the dai;^ was in the ^r Iheard a sound which ip^^eared to me not at aU like a^-more hke a spit of fire when a log sparks on the

neartft And m a moment I was prone on my facebnujed «u,d beaten dowr by the >^ht. I TearSa'
angle of steel. I supposed that I was wounded-that


