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          The snow flurried against the window, with a sound like fingers brushing 

the pane. Again Will heard the wind moaning in the roof, louder than before; it 

was rising into a real storm. He thought of the tramp, and wondered where he 

had taken shelter, “The Walker is abroad…this night will be bad…” He picked 

up his jacket and took the strange iron ornament from it, running his fingers 

round the circle, up and down the inner cross that quartered it. The surface of 

the iron was irregular, but though it showed no sign of having been polished it 

was completely smooth – smooth in a way that reminded him of a certain place 

in the rough stone floor of the kitchen, where all the roughness had been worn 

away by generations of feet turning to come round the corner from the door. It 

was an odd kind of iron: deep, absolute black, with no shine to it but no spot 

anywhere of discolouration or rust. And once more now it was cold to the touch; 

so cold this time that Will was startled to find it numbing his fingertips. Hastily 

he put it down.
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