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sSCENne one

You are standing in the field. It is almost dark around you. You cannot fell whether those litfle
light rays mean surnrise or sunsef Really. yow do not even care. The grass beneath your feet
is short If you are barefool, you can feel a kind of unpleasant stinging made from sharp
grass’s edges, dry because of lacking enouwgh sun and wafer. Look around. Please, be quief.
He can hear you, if you move foo loudly. Listen. No, e wouwld nof tell vou anything. Truly, he
cannot even feel your presence right now. His only feelings are grief, sowmow, and a deep
darkness of despair. Why? Stay silent presently, please. | am going to tell you. Pay aftertion.

it may take a while, bhut vou have enough fime. am | ighi? You may take a seat, as when
you wailch a show. Nevertheless, it will not be a pleasant spectacle, not at all. And remember
about those sharp edges of the grass, like | have wamed you before. So beffer stand. Soon,
I will show you other places as well. We are going fo have guife a beaufifl journey fogether.

That man iz Michasl, Michasl Spencer. Today is the eleventh of October, nineteen oh thres.
We are in England. Have you ever been there? Maybe yes, or maybe not. But | am sure that
you have never been here over a hundred years ago. | suppose, however, that you know
something. From books, or movies perhaps. There iz plenty of it today. And now, here is only
another story, nonetheless | must assure you that that particular story is true. Someday in
the past, all of it had happened once. Oh' But it was 20 many, many years ago. You might
close your eyes now and try to imagine, or keep them wide open - be watching and listening.

You still =ee him. He is probably in hiz late thirties, or maybe even early forties. He wears
linen, long pants, a long-zleeved shirt with tiny buitons, the whole beige with thin, vertical
siripes, alzo beige - but in ancther shade of that colour. On the shirt you se2e a woven gilen,
its colour iz light brown, or maybe even darker beige. Exactly the same tone as his pants.
The whole creates some kind of a suit, | suppoze - a very popular uniform back then, indeed.

There are also dark brown, leather shoes on his feet. If you look closer, you may see two
golden cuff links on hiz cuffz and a thin, golden ring on his ring finger too. it has been two
years now, and he hasz not taken it off yet, not even once. Also these cufflinks, he wears
them every single day since it happened. M - it iz written on the right. Michasl. 5 - on the left
one. Sarah. She was only twenty two on that fatal day. Poor wee thing. But everyone knows
about Sarah. It was one of thoze tragic, miserable deaths. Well, accidents happen everyday.



Maybe not? If you will be patient enough, | am geing fo fell you before long. Mow, however,
you have to think that it was only one more bad accident, nothing more and nothing less.
Amyway, like | have said, Sarah's thing knows everyone around. In fact, it was a popular
headline in many local newspapers during some months, possibly even half of a year. There
iz nothing to be surprised of - people love rumours, they love chatting about everything:
especially if it iz connected with someone wealthy and popular, like Mistress Sarah's kindred.

Above all, Michael and Sarah had their infimate finy secret, and they could not, and they also
did not want to tell anybody about it. I probably had to be a surprise, a happy news for both
their families. Partially it i= maybe good that only Michaesl knows now. Because, even bigger
rumours, they would finally kill him, | am sure of it. The thing i= that there was a baby. Their
baby, four-month old, inside Sarah. Mobody found out about that child yet. And no one would
ever know. However Michael, he went insane. He iz not the same person after thoze deaths.

| am going to show you, but later. Anyway, there was a funeral too, fwo months after - when
Sarah's body had been found at last, under a stack of half-burned wood, sand, and different
pieces of stones. That debris was a wrench of the Bingham's hunting house, but unused for
quite a long time then. It was the old, local hunter who had found her body. Actually it was
hiz dog, which at first detected a source of that imaginable stench. It started barking =0 loud
that itz owner could not hunt, of course. Soon, after not more than half of a mile from the old
hunter's cottage (he was living alone with his dog, on the edge of the Binghams' property]),
the animal had starfed running very fast, and then alzo its owner - he starfed running az well.

Obviously, he could not lose hizs dog, because it was a great hunting dog, who had been
helping him many times during their common expeditions. Thus they had been both running
through the woods, and then the dog ran into a field, suddenly stopped, and started barking
again. People say that when the old hunter had seen that debrs, he had just reminded
himzelf about that hunting house’s history. It is where Mr Robert French (God rest his soul),
one of the former landlords, used to live during a hunting season. Nevertheless, it is only an
ingignificant hearsay. Mr French had died long ago, even before the old hunter moved here.
In fact, they had never met each other. Mr Robert French had died before Michael was bom.



And anocther rumour iz that Mre Spencer - Sarah | mean (before she had married Michas],
Mizz Bingham), she loved that small house and used to stay in there. She drew, and sewed,
and read inside, actually zince she was a lithe girl. After the wedding, people say, it was her
only refuge, her safe piece of the world, by contrast to the tremendous manor three miles off.

Let'z go back to the old hunter. He had seen a lot during his entire life, thuz when he saw the
debriz that day, he at once realised what must have happened there. it was a scorching
summer then indeed, it was hot, all the grasses were beaqging for even one drop of water.
Linder such circumstances, a fire is not anything odd. And at that moment, the old hunter
would walk away, and maybe say a word to Mr Spencer about a necessity to clean up there,
and remove the debris. He turned back, next he starfed walking in the direction of his house.

Immediately, he noticed. Where is my dog? He turned back again, where his dog was sfill
sitting, and =till gawking at the debriz. Suddenly the animal stood up, and started barking yet
again, even louder. Come here! Screamed the old hunter, but it did not work. He reached to
hiz belt, where he had a rope. He wanted to tie his disobedient dog. He took a few steps
ahead, and it iz when he finally =aw. Mow, you are also there. Right in that field, seeing either
the old hunter, his dog, or thoze ugly remnantz of the cottage. Come closer, do not be afraid.

Of yes! It iz exactly the same field, you have already been here, at the beginning of that tale.
But Michael i= gone now. it has been anly his mind, only his memory, what | showed you.
Mow, however, you can see all of it very clearly, the stack of half-bumed wood, stones, and
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there is also a body. Her body, perhaps. In fact, it has been two months since she has gone.
The hunter is coming clozer, so you do the same. Truly, it i yvour time. You will 2ee her now.
The hunter gripz one bigger stone, lifts it up (he iz a strong man indeed), and throws it away.



Although he is physically strong, maybe, mentally that hunter is just a child, nothing more.
Are you resigtant to the sight of a dead, half-bumed body? Even if you wanted, you would
not recognise the corpse of a beautiful lady, she has been someday before. During the ball
night, two months ago. What happened? You may ask. At the ball night she danced with one
rich Lord, and next with Michael, and soon with another, even richer Lord. Now ... Mow she
ig here, it must be Sarah. You shudder. Also the old hunter made himself aware. But he was
frightened so deeply that he started running back to his home, after he threw the stone away.
And his dog, it felt his owner's fear, so it started running with him, not wanting fo stay behind.

Well, there are only you two right now. You and Sarah. She is twenty two, such a pretty girl.
Oh! Sadly, not pretty anymore. You can see, there is the same thin golden ring on her ring
finger. Do you remember that ring? Yes, It iz exactly the same Michael had. He constanthy
wears that ormament, you will meet him scon. What happened fo Sarah? You think, and ask.
Thus | am going to answer, if you please. During the ball night, not long after midnight, Sarah
somehow found herself in that tiny hunting house. What was she doing? You may also ask.
Shouwldn't she be fired affer dancing almaost all night long? Maybe yes, maybe she was that
far tired that her subconscious ordered her to hide there, inside her only refuge in this world?

And consequently, | presume, it might be only a matter of minutes or hours, when the climasx
of that tragedy took its place. Buf what was first? A fire? Or perhaps the house just collapsed
due to itz old age, and then the fire from the wee fireplace started spreading, whereas Sarah
was sleeping. Probably she had nof even noticed, when everything arcund started burning?

| hope that she did not suffer a lot. However, we shall be honest, being burmed is not rather
the most pleazant form of a death. Buf ... You state. What if Sarah had already been dead,
when the house began fo burn? Maybe she has not seen any fire at all? Good point. After
all, | expected that you would nofice it too. Today | cannot tell you more, unfortunately. Soon
there would be another part of our story, and then you would get a clearer view of the whole.






You are in England, the 19th and 20th centuries.
You witness a murder, you would witness. But first
of all you should know who, and why had to kill an
innocent person: a young woman with a child. When
every suspicion is incriminating her husband,
a former soldier, he becomes fated to go through his
own ordeal. However, in the end, is he truly guilty?




