


But before the coachman could release the
brake, Jack had wrenched open the door
and was clambering down onto the icy
sludge.
“Highwaymen don’t throw themselves
under horses. He’s clearly lost, more than
likely injured, and now you’re going to
condemn him to death!” He looked
defiantly up at his father and then turned
and marched back up the road to where the
figure had vanished.
The two men left behind watched as Jack
headed off into the mist and snow. “The ice
storm will be fast upon us, sir,” Smithers
said flatly. Without speaking, George
looked up at the sky before letting out a
heavy sigh and then freed the rifle from its
mounting at the back of the carriage and
climbed down onto the snow.



Jack had left the road and was trudging
through knee-high snow, the hem of his
greatcoat already sodden and dragging
along behind him. He cried out with all the
authority his nineteen years could muster:
“You, sir, are you injured?”
But the phantom had disappeared,
swallowed by the cold and mist. The
whinnying of the horses, impatient now that
they had a nose for home, carried across
the snow. It was the only sound to be heard
above the rising hum of the north-east
wind. Jack paused briefly to catch his
breath and then continued on a ways down
the side of the road, his enthusiasm waning
with each crunching footfall. Suddenly, he
halted.
George came up alongside and cast his
eyes over what had given Jack cause to



stop: drops of blood scattered across the
snow.
George nodded to Jack, urging him on.
Faced with real evidence of the stranger
and with his own blood now cooled by the
rising wind, Jack’s confident bluster had
given way to fear and uncertainty. He
hesitated.
George set his jaw in silent disapproval as
he pushed past his son, following after the
red and grey footsteps that led further from
the road and into the tree line.
As they plunged on, all manner of strange
objects began to appear, littering the snow:
hessian bags, kid-leather pouches, wooden
boxes of all sizes, scissors, a small spade
and what looked to be a miniature spyglass
fixed to some sort of brass contraption.
Strangest of all was a rusty birdcage



containing bright yellow flowers, each with
four tendril-like petals.
The hum of the wind dropped for a moment
and in its place a shallow rasping sound
could be heard coming from a depression a
few feet away. George Grant cocked his
rifle, allowing the sound to carry before
moving on. And then they saw him.
In a shallow ditch lay an old man. His cloak
and dress suggested some degree of wealth,
but even though they were wet with snow
and blood, it was clear that their sheen was
long gone. The elbows of his coat were
patched and the wooden heels of his boots
worn away. His breath escaped in short,
wispy bursts.
“Sir, are you all right?” asked George,
scanning the surrounds before looking back
to the old man.



But save for the painful rasp of his
breathing, the old man made no other
sound. His fingertips, white with the onset
of frostbite, were clasped around several
worn, leather-bound journals held together
by a strap secured with a lockable clasp.
“We should ride for help –”
“He doesn’t have that long.” This time Jack
did not protest at being contradicted.
“Here,” George said, taking charge, “take
the rifle, and bring his things.” George
lifted the old man over his shoulder with
ease and made his way back to the
carriage. Jack followed behind, gathering
up the stranger’s possessions along the
way.
“Smithers!” cried George as they neared
the coach.
The coachman, barely hearing his name
above the now gusting wind, engaged the
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