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Nyarlathotep


H. P. Lovecraft



        Nyarlathotep... 
          the crawling chaos... I am the last... I will tell the audient void... 
          


        I do not recall 
          distinctly when it began, but it was months ago. The general tension 
          was horrible. To a season of political and social upheaval was added 
          a strange and brooding apprehension of hideous physical danger; a danger 
          widespread and all-embracing, such a danger as may be imagined only 
          in the most terrible phantasms of the night. I recall that the people 
          went about with pale and worried faces, and whispered warnings and prophecies 
          which no one dared consciously repeat or acknowledge to himself that 
          he had heard. A sense of monstrous guilt was upon the land, and out 
          of the abysses between the stars swept chill currents that made men 
          shiver in dark and lonely places. There was a demoniac alteration in 
          the sequence of the seasons the autumn heat lingered fearsomely, and 
          everyone felt that the world and perhaps the universe had passed from 
          the control of known gods or forces to that of gods or forces which 
          were unknown. 



        And it was then 
          that Nyarlathotep came out of Egypt. Who he was, none could tell, but 
          he was of the old native blood and looked like a Pharaoh. The fellahin 
          knelt when they saw him, yet could not say why. He said he had risen 
          up out of the blackness of twenty-seven centuries, and that he had heard 
          messages from places not on this planet. Into the lands of civilisation 
          came Nyarlathotep, swarthy, slender, and sinister, always buying strange 
          instruments of glass and metal and combining them into instruments yet 
          stranger. He spoke much of the sciences of electricity and psychology 
          and gave exhibitions of power which sent his spectators away speechless, 
          yet which swelled his fame to exceeding magnitude. Men advised one another 
          to see Nyarlathotep, and shuddered. And where Nyarlathotep went, rest 
          vanished, for the small hours were rent with the screams of nightmare. 
          Never before had the screams of nightmare been such a public problem; 
          now the wise men almost wished they could forbid sleep in the small 
          hours, that the shrieks of cities might less horribly disturb the pale, 
          pitying moon as it glimmered on green waters gliding under bridges, 
          and old steeples crumbling against a sickly sky. 


        I remember when 
          Nyarlathotep came to my city the great, the old, the terrible city of 
          unnumbered crimes. My friend had told me of him, and of the impelling 
          fascination and allurement of his revelations, and I burned with eagerness 
          to explore his uttermost mysteries. My friend said they were horrible 
          and impressive beyond my most fevered imaginings; and what was thrown 
          on a screen in the darkened room prophesied things none but Nyarlathotep 
          dared prophesy, and in the sputter of his sparks there was taken from 
          men that which had never been taken before yet which showed only in 
          the eyes. And I heard it hinted abroad that those who knew Nyarlathotep 
          looked on sights which others saw not. 

 
        It was in the hot 
          autumn that I went through the night with the restless crowds to see 
          Nyarlathotep; through the stifling night and up the endless stairs into 
          the choking room. And shadowed on a screen, I saw hooded forms amidst 
          ruins, and yellow evil faces peering from behind fallen monuments. And 
          I saw the world battling against blackness; against the waves of destruction 
          from ultimate space; whirling, churning, struggling around the dimming, 
          cooling sun. Then the sparks played amazingly around the heads of the 
          spectators, and hair stood up on end whilst shadows more grotesque than 
          I can tell came out and squatted on the heads. And when I, who was colder 
          and more scientific than the rest, mumbled a trembling protest about 
          imposture and static electricity, Nyarlathotep drove us all out, down 
          the dizzy stairs into the damp, hot, deserted midnight streets. I screamed 
          aloud that I was not afraid; that I never could be afraid; and others 
          screamed with me for solace. We swore to one another that the city was 
          exactly the same, and still alive; and when the electric lights began 
          to fade we cursed the company over and over again, and laughed at the 
          queer faces we made. 


        I believe we felt 
          something coming down from the greenish moon, for when we began to depend 
          on its light we drifted into curious involuntary marching formations 
          and seemed to know our destinations though we dared not think of them. 
          Once we looked at the pavement and found the blocks loose and displaced 
          by grass, with scarce a line of rusted metal to show where the tramways 
          had run. And again we saw a tram-car, lone, windowless, dilapidated, 
          and almost on its side. When we gazed around the horizon, we could not 
          find the third tower by the river, and noticed that the silhouette of 
          the second tower was ragged at the top. Then we split up into narrow 
          columns, each of which seemed drawn in a different direction. One disappeared 
          in a narrow alley to the left, leaving only the echo of a shocking moan. 
          Another filed down a weed-choked subway entrance, howling with a laughter 
          that was mad. My own column was sucked toward the open country, and 
          presently I felt a chill which was not of the hot autumn; for as we 
          stalked out on the dark moor, we beheld around us the hellish moon-glitter 
          of evil snows. Trackless, inexplicable snows, swept asunder in one direction 
          only, where lay a gulf all the blacker for its glittering walls. The 
          column seemed very thin indeed as it plodded dreamily into the gulf. 
          I lingered behind, for the black rift in the green-litten snow was frightful, 
          and I thought I had heard the reverberations of a disquieting wail as 
          my companions vanished; but my power to linger was slight. As if beckoned 
          by those who had gone before, I half-floated between the titanic snowdrifts, 
          quivering and afraid, into the sightless vortex of the unimaginable. 
          

 
        Screamingly sentient, 
          dumbly delirious, only the gods that were can tell. A sickened, sensitive 
          shadow writhing in hands that are not hands, and whirled blindly past 
          ghastly midnights of rotting creation, corpses of dead worlds with sores 
          that were cities, charnel winds that brush the pallid stars and make 
          them flicker low. Beyond the worlds vague ghosts of monstrous things; 
          half-seen columns of unsanctifled temples that rest on nameless rocks 
          beneath space and reach up to dizzy vacua above the spheres of light 
          and darkness. And through this revolting graveyard of the universe the 
          muffled, maddening beating of drums, and thin, monotonous whine of blasphemous 
          flutes from inconceivable, unlighted chambers beyond Time; the detestable 
          pounding and piping whereunto dance slowly, awkwardly, and absurdly 
          the gigantic, tenebrous ultimate gods the blind, voiceless, mindless 
          gargoyles whose soul is Nyarlathotep. 



 






The Black Cat

Edgar Allan Poe

        
For the most wild, yet most homely narrative which I am about to
pen, I neither expect nor solicit belief. Mad indeed would I be to
expect it, in a case where my very senses reject their own evidence.
Yet, mad am I not --and very surely do I not dream. But to-morrow I
die, and to-day I would unburthen my soul. My immediate purpose is
to place before the world, plainly, succinctly, and without comment, a
series of mere household events. In their consequences, these events
have terrified --have tortured --have destroyed me. Yet I will not
attempt to expound them. To me, they have presented little but
Horror --to many they will seem less terrible than baroques.
Hereafter, perhaps, some intellect may be found which will reduce my
phantasm to the common-place --some intellect more calm, more logical,
and far less excitable than my own, which will perceive, in the
circumstances I detail with awe, nothing more than an ordinary
succession of very natural causes and effects.

From my infancy I was noted for the docility and humanity of my
disposition. My tenderness of heart was even so conspicuous as to make
me the jest of my companions. I was especially fond of animals, and
was indulged by my parents with a great variety of pets. With these
I spent most of my time, and never was so happy as when feeding and
caressing them. This peculiar of character grew with my growth, and in
my manhood, I derived from it one of my principal sources of pleasure.
To those who have cherished an affection for a faithful and
sagacious dog, I need hardly be at the trouble of explaining the
nature or the intensity of the gratification thus derivable. There
is something in the unselfish and self-sacrificing love of a brute,
which goes directly to the heart of him who has had frequent
occasion to test the paltry friendship and gossamer fidelity of mere
Man.

I married early, and was happy to find in my wife a disposition
not uncongenial with my own. Observing my partiality for domestic
pets, she lost no opportunity of procuring those of the most agreeable
kind. We had birds, gold fish, a fine dog, rabbits, a small monkey,
and a cat.

This latter was a remarkably large and beautiful animal,
entirely black, and sagacious to an astonishing degree. In speaking of
his intelligence, my wife, who at heart was not a little tinctured
with superstition, made frequent allusion to the ancient popular
notion, which regarded all black cats as witches in disguise. Not that
she was ever serious upon this point --and I mention the matter at all
for no better reason than that it happens, just now, to be remembered.

Pluto --this was the cat's name --was my favorite pet and
playmate. I alone fed him, and he attended me wherever I went about
the house. It was even with difficulty that I could prevent him from
following me through the streets.

Our friendship lasted, in this manner, for several years, during
which my general temperament and character --through the
instrumentality of the Fiend Intemperance --had (I blush to confess
it) experienced a radical alteration for the worse. I grew, day by
day, more moody, more irritable, more regardless of the feelings of
others. I suffered myself to use intemperate language to my At length,
I even offered her personal violence. My pets, of course, were made to
feel the change in my disposition. I not only neglected, but
ill-used them. For Pluto, however, I still retained sufficient
regard to restrain me from maltreating him, as I made no scruple of
maltreating the rabbits, the monkey, or even the dog, when by
accident, or through affection, they came in my way. But my disease
grew upon me --for what disease is like Alcohol! --and at length
even Pluto, who was now becoming old, and consequently somewhat
peevish --even Pluto began to experience the effects of my ill temper.

One night, returning home, much intoxicated, from one of my haunts
about town, I fancied that the cat avoided my presence. I seized
him; when, in his fright at my violence, he inflicted a slight wound
upon my hand with his teeth. The fury of a demon instantly possessed
me. I knew myself no longer. My original soul seemed, at once, to take
its flight from my body; and a more than fiendish malevolence,
gin-nurtured, thrilled every fibre of my frame. I took from my
waistcoat-pocket a pen-knife, opened it, grasped the poor beast by the
throat, and deliberately cut one of its eyes from the socket! I blush,
I burn, I shudder, while I pen the damnable atrocity.

When reason returned with the morning --when I had slept off the
fumes of the night's debauch --I experienced a sentiment half of
horror, half of remorse, for the crime of which I had been guilty; but
it was, at best, a feeble and equivocal feeling, and the soul remained
untouched. I again plunged into excess, and soon drowned in wine all
memory of the deed.

In the meantime the cat slowly recovered. The socket of the lost
eye presented, it is true, a frightful appearance, but he no longer
appeared to suffer any pain. He went about the house as usual, but, as
might be expected, fled in extreme terror at my approach. I had so
much of my old heart left, as to be at first grieved by this evident
dislike on the part of a creature which had once so loved me. But this
feeling soon gave place to irritation. And then came, as if to my
final and irrevocable overthrow, the spirit of PERVERSENESS. Of this
spirit philosophy takes no account. Yet I am not more sure that my
soul lives, than I am that perverseness is one of the primitive
impulses of the human heart --one of the indivisible primary
faculties, or sentiments, which give direction to the character of
Man. Who has not, a hundred times, found himself committing a vile
or a silly action, for no other reason than because he knows he should
not? Have we not a perpetual inclination, in the teeth of our best
judgment, to violate that which is Law, merely because we understand
it to be such? This spirit of perverseness, I say, came to my final
overthrow. It was this unfathomable longing of the soul to vex
itself --to offer violence to its own nature --to do wrong for the
wrong's sake only --that urged me to continue and finally to
consummate the injury I had inflicted upon the unoffending brute.
One morning, in cool blood, I slipped a noose about its neck and
hung it to the limb of a tree; --hung it with the tears streaming from
my eyes, and with the bitterest remorse at my heart; --hung it because
I knew that it had loved me, and because I felt it had given me no
reason of offence; --hung it because I knew that in so doing I was
committing a sin --a deadly sin that would so jeopardize my immortal
soul as to place it --if such a thing were possible --even beyond
the reach of the infinite mercy of the Most Merciful and Most Terrible
God.

On the night of the day on which this cruel deed was done, I was
aroused from sleep by the cry of fire. The curtains of my bed were
in flames. The whole house was blazing. It was with great difficulty
that my wife, a servant, and myself, made our escape from the
conflagration. The destruction was complete. My entire worldly
wealth was swallowed up, and I resigned myself thenceforward to
despair.

I am above the weakness of seeking to establish a sequence of
cause and effect, between the disaster and the atrocity. But I am
detailing a chain of facts --and wish not to leave even a possible
link imperfect. On the day succeeding the fire, I visited the ruins.
The walls, with one exception, had fAllan in. This exception was found
in a compartment wall, not very thick, which stood about the middle of
the house, and against which had rested the head of my bed. The
plastering had here, in great measure, resisted the action of the fire
--a fact which I attributed to its having been recently spread.
About this wall a dense crowd were collected, and many persons
seemed to be examining a particular portion of it with every minute
and eager attention. The words "strange!" "singular!" and other
similar expressions, excited my curiosity. I approached and saw, as if
graven in bas relief upon the white surface, the figure of a
gigantic cat. The impression was given with an accuracy truly
marvellous. There was a rope about the animal's neck.

When I first beheld this apparition --for I could scarcely
regard it as less --my wonder and my terror were extreme. But at
length reflection came to my aid. The cat, I remembered, had been hung
in a garden adjacent to the house. Upon the alarm of fire, this garden
had been immediately filled by the crowd --by some one of whom the
animal must have been cut from the tree and thrown, through an open
window, into my chamber. This had probably been done with the view
of arousing me from sleep. The falling of other walls had compressed
the victim of my cruelty into the substance of the freshly-spread
plaster; the lime of which, had then with the flames, and the
ammonia from the carcass, accomplished the portraiture as I saw it.

Although I thus readily accounted to my reason, if not
altogether to my conscience, for the startling fact 'just detailed, it
did not the less fall to make a deep impression upon my fancy. For
months I could not rid myself of the phantasm of the cat; and,
during this period, there came back into my spirit a half-sentiment
that seemed, but was not, remorse. I went so far as to regret the loss
of the animal, and to look about me, among the vile haunts which I now
habitually frequented, for another pet of the same species, and of
somewhat similar appearance, with which to supply its place.

One night as I sat, half stupefied, in a den of more than
infamy, my attention was suddenly drawn to some black object, reposing
upon the head of one of the immense hogsheads of Gin, or of Rum, which
constituted the chief furniture of the apartment. I had been looking
steadily at the top of this hogshead for some minutes, and what now
caused me surprise was the fact that I had not sooner perceived the
object thereupon. I approached it, and touched it with my hand. It was
a black cat --a very large one --fully as large as Pluto, and
closely resembling him in every respect but one. Pluto had not a white
hair upon any portion of his body; but this cat had a large,
although indefinite splotch of white, covering nearly the whole region
of the breast.

Upon my touching him, he immediately arose, purred loudly,
rubbed against my hand, and appeared delighted with my notice. This,
then, was the very creature of which I was in search. I at once
offered to purchase it of the landlord; but this person made no
claim to it --knew nothing of it --had never seen it before.

I continued my caresses, and, when I prepared to go home, the
animal evinced a disposition to accompany me. I permitted it to do so;
occasionally stooping and patting it as I proceeded. When it reached
the house it domesticated itself at once, and became immediately a
great favorite with my wife.

For my own part, I soon found a dislike to it arising within me.
This was just the reverse of what I had anticipated; but I know not
how or why it was --its evident fondness for myself rather disgusted
and annoyed. By slow degrees, these feelings of disgust and
annoyance rose into the bitterness of hatred. I avoided the
creature; a certain sense of shame, and the remembrance of my former
deed of cruelty, preventing me from physically abusing it. I did
not, for some weeks, strike, or otherwise violently ill use it; but
gradually --very gradually --I came to look upon it with unutterable
loathing, and to flee silently from its odious presence, as from the
breath of a pestilence.

What added, no doubt, to my hatred of the beast, was the
discovery, on the morning after I brought it home, that, like Pluto,
it also had been deprived of one of its eyes. This circumstance,
however, only endeared it to my wife, who, as I have already said,
possessed, in a high degree, that humanity of feeling which had once
been my distinguishing trait, and the source of many of my simplest
and purest pleasures.

With my aversion to this cat, however, its partiality for myself
seemed to increase. It followed my footsteps with a pertinacity
which it would be difficult to make the reader comprehend. Whenever
I sat, it would crouch beneath my chair, or spring upon my knees,
covering me with its loathsome caresses. If I arose to walk it would
get between my feet and thus nearly throw me down, or, fastening its
long and sharp claws in my dress, clamber, in this manner, to my
breast. At such times, although I longed to destroy it with a blow,
I was yet withheld from so doing, partly it at by a memory of my
former crime, but chiefly --let me confess it at once --by absolute
dread of the beast.

This dread was not exactly a dread of physical evil-and yet I
should be at a loss how otherwise to define it. I am almost ashamed to
own --yes, even in this felon's cell, I am almost ashamed to own
--that the terror and horror with which the animal inspired me, had
been heightened by one of the merest chimaeras it would be possible to
conceive. My wife had called my attention, more than once, to the
character of the mark of white hair, of which I have spoken, and which
constituted the sole visible difference between the strange beast
and the one I had y si destroyed. The reader will remember that this
mark, although large, had been originally very indefinite; but, by
slow degrees --degrees nearly imperceptible, and which for a long time
my Reason struggled to reject as fanciful --it had, at length, assumed
a rigorous distinctness of outline. It was now the representation of
an object that I shudder to name --and for this, above all, I loathed,
and dreaded, and would have rid myself of the monster had I dared --it
was now, I say, the image of a hideous --of a ghastly thing --of the
GALLOWS! --oh, mournful and terrible engine of Horror and of Crime
--of Agony and of Death!

And now was I indeed wretched beyond the wretchedness of mere
Humanity. And a brute beast --whose fellow I had contemptuously
destroyed --a brute beast to work out for me --for me a man, fashioned
in the image of the High God --so much of insufferable wo! Alas!
neither by day nor by night knew I the blessing of Rest any more!
During the former the creature left me no moment alone; and, in the
latter, I started, hourly, from dreams of unutterable fear, to find
the hot breath of the thing upon my face, and its vast weight --an
incarnate Night-Mare that I had no power to shake off --incumbent
eternally upon my heart!

Beneath the pressure of torments such as these, the feeble remnant
of the good within me succumbed. Evil thoughts became my sole
intimates --the darkest and most evil of thoughts. The moodiness of my
usual temper increased to hatred of all things and of all mankind;
while, from the sudden, frequent, and ungovernable outbursts of a fury
to which I now blindly abandoned myself, my uncomplaining wife,
alas! was the most usual and the most patient of sufferers.

One day she accompanied me, upon some household errand, into the
cellar of the old building which our poverty compelled us to
inhabit. The cat followed me down the steep stairs, and, nearly
throwing me headlong, exasperated me to madness. Uplifting an axe, and
forgetting, in my wrath, the childish dread which had hitherto
stayed my hand, I aimed a blow at the animal which, of course, would
have proved instantly fatal had it descended as I wished. But this
blow was arrested by the hand of my wife. Goaded, by the interference,
into a rage more than demoniacal, I withdrew my arm from her grasp and
buried the axe in her brain. She fell dead upon the spot, without a
groan.

This hideous murder accomplished, I set myself forthwith, and with
entire deliberation, to the task of concealing the body. I knew that I
could not remove it from the house, either by day or by night, without
the risk of being observed by the neighbors. Many projects entered
my mind. At one period I thought of cutting the corpse into minute
fragments, and destroying them by fire. At another, I resolved to
dig a grave for it in the floor of the cellar. Again, I deliberated
about casting it in the well in the yard --about packing it in a
box, as if merchandize, with the usual arrangements, and so getting
a porter to take it from the house. Finally I hit upon what I
considered a far better expedient than either of these. I determined
to wall it up in the cellar --as the monks of the middle ages are
recorded to have walled up their victims.

For a purpose such as this the cellar was well adapted. Its
walls were loosely constructed, and had lately been plastered
throughout with a rough plaster, which the dampness of the
atmosphere had prevented from hardening. Moreover, in one of the walls
was a projection, caused by a false chimney, or fireplace, that had
been filled up, and made to resemble the rest of the cellar. I made no
doubt that I could readily displace the at this point, insert the
corpse, and wall the whole up as before, so that no eye could detect
anything suspicious.

And in this calculation I was not deceived. By means of a crow-bar
I easily dislodged the bricks, and, having carefully deposited the
body against the inner wall, I propped it in that position, while,
with little trouble, I re-laid the whole structure as it originally
stood. Having procured mortar, sand, and hair, with every possible
precaution, I prepared a plaster could not every poss be distinguished
from the old, and with this I very carefully went over the new
brick-work. When I had finished, I felt satisfied that all was
right. The wall did not present the slightest appearance of having
been disturbed. The rubbish on the floor was picked up with the
minutest care. I looked around triumphantly, and said to myself
--"Here at least, then, my labor has not been in vain."

My next step was to look for the beast which had been the cause of
so much wretchedness; for I had, at length, firmly resolved to put
it to death. Had I been able to meet with it, at the moment, there
could have been no doubt of its fate; but it appeared that the
crafty animal had been alarmed at the violence of my previous anger,
and forebore to present itself in my present mood. It is impossible to
describe, or to imagine, the deep, the blissful sense of relief
which the absence of the detested creature occasioned in my bosom.
It did not make its appearance during the night --and thus for one
night at least, since its introduction into the house, I soundly and
tranquilly slept; aye, slept even with the burden of murder upon my
soul!

The second and the third day passed, and still my tormentor came
not. Once again I breathed as a free-man. The monster, in terror,
had fled the premises forever! I should behold it no more! My
happiness was supreme! The guilt of my dark deed disturbed me but
little. Some few inquiries had been made, but these had been readily
answered. Even a search had been instituted --but of course nothing
was to be discovered. I looked upon my future felicity as secured.

Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a party of the police
came, very unexpectedly, into the house, and proceeded again to make
rigorous investigation of the premises. Secure, however, in the
inscrutability of my place of concealment, I felt no embarrassment
whatever. The officers bade me accompany them in their search. They
left no nook or corner unexplored. At length, for the third or
fourth time, they descended into the cellar. I quivered not in a
muscle. My heart beat calmly as that of one who slumbers in innocence.
I walked the cellar from end to end. I folded my arms upon my bosom,
and roamed easily to and fro. The police were thoroughly satisfied and
prepared to depart. The glee at my heart was too strong to be
restrained. I burned to say if but one word, by way of triumph, and to
render doubly sure their assurance of my guiltlessness.

"Gentlemen," I said at last, as the party ascended the steps, "I
delight to have allayed your suspicions. I wish you all health, and
a little more courtesy. By the bye, gentlemen, this --this is a very
well constructed house." (In the rabid desire to say something easily,
I scarcely knew what I uttered at all.) --"I may say an excellently
well constructed house. These walls --are you going, gentlemen?
--these walls are solidly put together"; and here, through the mere
phrenzy of bravado, I rapped heavily, with a cane which I held in my
hand, upon that very portion of the brick-work behind which stood
the corpse of the wife of my bosom.

But may God shield and deliver me from the fangs of the
Arch-Fiend! No sooner had the reverberation of my blows sunk into
silence than I was answered by a voice from within the tomb! --by a
cry, at first muffled and broken, like the sobbing of a child, and
then quickly swelling into one long, loud, and continuous scream,
utterly anomalous and inhuman --a howl --a wailing shriek, half of
horror and half of triumph, such as might have arisen only out of
hell, conjointly from the throats of the damned in their agony and
of the demons that exult in the damnation.

Of my own thoughts it is folly to speak. Swooning, I staggered
to the opposite wall. For one instant the party upon the stairs
remained motionless, through extremity of terror and of awe. In the
next, a dozen stout arms were tolling at the wall. It fell bodily. The
corpse, already greatly decayed and clotted with gore, stood erect
before the eyes of the spectators. Upon its head, with red extended
mouth and solitary eye of fire, sat the hideous beast whose craft
had seduced me into murder, and whose informing voice had consigned me
to the hangman. I had walled the monster up within the tomb!









The Monkey's Paw

W. W. JACOBS



Without, the night was cold and wet, but in the small parlor of Lakesnam
Villa the blinds were drawn and the fire burned brightly. Father and son were at
chess, the former, who possessed ideas about the game involving radical changes,
putting his king into such sharp and unnecessary perils that it even provoked
comment from the whitehaired old lady knitting placidly by the fire.


"Hark at the wind," said Mr. White, who, having seen a fatal mistake after
it was too late, was amiably desirous of preventing his son from seeing it.


"I'm listening," said the latter, grimly surveying the board as he stretched
out his hand. "Check."


"I should hardly think that he'd come tonight," said his father, with his
hand poised over the board.


"Mate," replied the son.


"That's the worst of living so far out," bawled Mr. White, with sudden and
unlooked-for violence; "of all the beastly, slushy, out-of-the-way places to
live in, this is the worst. Pathway's a bog,  and the road's a torrent. I don't
know what people are thinking about.  I suppose because only two houses on the
road are let, they think it  doesn't matter."


"Never mind, dear," said his wife soothingly; "perhaps you'll win the next
one."


Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept a knowing glance
between mother and son. The words died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty
grin in his thin grey beard.


"There he is," said Herbert White, as the gate banged to loudly and heavy
footsteps came toward the door.


The old man rose with hospitable haste, and opening the door, was heard
condoling with the new arrival. The new arrival also condoled with himself, so
that Mrs. White said, "Tut, tut!" and coughed gently as  her husband entered the
room, followed by a tall, burly man, beady of  eye and rubicund of visage.


"Sergeant Major Morris," he said, introducing him.


The sergeant major shook hands, and taking the proffered seat by the fire,
watched contentedly while his host got out whisky and tumblers and stood a small
copper kettle on the fire.


At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to talk, the little 
family circle regarding with eager interest this visitor from distant parts,  as
he squared his broad shoulders in the chair and spoke of strange  scenes and
doughty deeds, of wars and plagues and strange peoples.


"Twenty-one years of it," said Mr. White, nodding at his wife and son. "When
he went away he was a slip of a youth in the warehouse. Now look at him."


"He don't look to have taken much harm," said Mrs. White politely. "I'd like
to go to India myself," said the old man, "just to look round  a bit, you know."


"Better where you are," said the sergeant major, shaking his head. He put
down the empty glass, and sighing softly, shook it again.


"I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and jugglers," said the
old man. "What was that you started telling me the other day about a monkey's
paw or something, Morris?"


"Nothing," said the soldier hastily. "Leastways, nothing worth hearing."


"Monkey's paw?" said Mrs. White curiously.


"Well, it's just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps," said the
sergeant major offhandedly.


His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The visitor absentmindedly put
his empty glass to his lips and then set it down again. His host filled it for
him.


"To look at," said the sergeant major, fumbling in his pocket, "it's just an
ordinary little paw, dried to a mummy."


He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. Mrs. White drew back
with a grimace, but her son, taking it, examined it curiously.


"And what is there special about it?" inquired Mr. White, as he took  it
from his son, and having examined it, placed it upon the table.


"It had a spell put on it by an old fakir," said the sergeant major, "a 
very holy man. He wanted to show that fate ruled people's lives, and  that those
who interfered with it did so to their sorrow. He put a spell  on it so that
three separate men could each have three wishes from it."


His manner was so impressive that his hearers were conscious that their
light laughter jarred somewhat.


"Well, why don't you have three, sir?" said Herbert White cleverly.


The soldier regarded him in the way that middle age is wont to regard
presumptuous youth. "I have," he said quietly, and his blotchy face whitened.


"And did you really have the three wishes granted?" asked Mrs. White.


"I did," said the sergeant major, and his glass tapped against his strong
teeth.


"And has anybody else wished?" inquired the old lady.


"The first man had his three wishes, yes," was the reply. "I don't know what
the first two were, but the third was for death. That's how I got the paw."


His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group.


"If you've had your three wishes, it's no good to you now, then, Morris,"
said the old man at last. "What do you keep it for?"


The soldier shook his head. "Fancy, I suppose," he said slowly. "I did have
some idea of selling it, but I don't think I will. It has caused  enough
mischief already. Besides, people won't buy. They think it's a  fairy tale, some
of them, and those who do think anything of it want to try it first and pay me
afterward."


"If you could have another three wishes," said the old man, eyeing him
keenly, "would you have them?"


"I don't know," said the other. "I don't know."


He took the paw, and dangling it between his front finger and thumb,
suddenly threw it upon the fire. White, with a slight cry, stooped down and
snatched it off.


"Better let it burn," said the soldier solemnly.


"If you don't want it, Morris," said the old man, "give it to me."


"I won't," said his friend doggedly. "I threw it on the fire. If you keep
it, don't blame me for what happens. Pitch it on the fire again, like a sensible
man."


The other shook his head and examined his new possession closely. "How do
you do it?" he inquired.


"Hold it up in your right hand and wish aloud," said the sergeant major,
"but I warn you of the consequences."


"Sounds like the Arabian Nights," said Mrs. White, as she rose and began to
set the supper. "Don't you think you might wish for four pairs of hands for me?"


Her husband drew the talisman from his pocket and then all three burst into
laughter as the sergeant major, with a look of alarm on his face, caught him by
the arm.


"If you must wish," he said gruffly, "wish for something sensible."


Mr. White dropped it back into his pocket, and placing chairs, motioned his
friend to the table. In the business of supper the talisman was partly
forgotten, and afterward the three sat listening in an enthralled fashion to a
second installment of the soldier's adventures in India.


"If the tale about the monkey's paw is not more truthful than those he has
been telling us," said Herbert, as the door closed behind their guest, just in
time for him to catch the last train, "we shan't make much out of it."


"Did you give him anything for it, Father?" inquired Mrs. White, regarding
her husband closely.


"A trifle," said he, coloring slightly. "He didn't want it, but I made him
take it. And he pressed me again to throw it away."


"Likely," said Herbert, with pretended horror. "Why, we're going to be rich,
and famous, and happy. Wish to be an emperor, Father, to begin with; then you
can't be henpecked."


He darted around the table, pursued by the maligned Mrs. White armed with an
antimacassar.


Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it dubiously. "I don't know
what to wish for, and that's a fact," he said slowly. "It seems to me I've got
all I want."


"If you only cleared the house, you'd be quite happy, wouldn't you?" said
Herbert, with his hand on his shoulder. "Well, wish for two hundred pounds,
then; that'll just do it."


His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity, held up the talisman,
as his son, with a solemn face somewhat marred by a wink at his mother, sat down
at the piano and struck a few impressive chords.


"I wish for two hundred pounds," said the old man distinctly.


A fine crash from the piano greeted the words, interrupted by a shuddering
cry from the old man. His wife and son ran toward him.


"It moved," he cried, with a glance of disgust at the object as it lay on
the floor. "As I wished, it twisted in my hand like a snake."


"Well, I don't see the money," said his son, as he picked it up and placed
it on the table, "and I bet I never shall."


"It must have been your fancy, Father," said his wife, regarding him
anxiously.


He shook his head. "Never mind, though; there's no harm done,  but it gave
me a shock all the same."


They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished their pipes.
Outside, the wind was higher than ever, and the old man started nervously at the
sound of a door banging upstairs. A silence unusual and depressing settled upon
all three, which lasted until the old couple rose to retire for the night.


"I expect you'll find the cash tied up in a big bag in the middle of your
bed," said Herbert, as he bade them good night, "and something horrible
squatting up on top of the wardrobe watching you as you pocket your ill-gotten
gains."


 IN THE BRIGHTNESS of the wintry sun next morning as it streamed over the
breakfast table, Herbert laughed at his fears. There was an air of prosaic
wholesomeness about the room which it had lacked on the previous night, and the
dirty, shriveled little paw was pitched on the sideboard with a carelessness
which betokened no great belief in its virtues.


"I suppose all old soldiers are the same," said Mrs. White. "The idea of our
listening to such nonsense! How could wishes be granted in these days? And if
they could, how could two hundred pounds hurt you, Father?"


"Might drop on his head from the sky," said the frivolous Herbert.


"Morris said the things happened so naturally," said his father, "that you
might, if you so wished, attribute it to coincidence."


"Well, don't break into the money before I come back," said Herbert, as he
rose from the table. "I'm afraid it'll turn you into a mean, avaricious man, and
we shall have to disown you."


His mother laughed, and following him to the door, watched him down the
road, and returning to the breakfast table, was very happy at the expense of her
husband's credulity. All of which did not prevent her from scurrying to the door
at the postman's knock, nor prevent her from referring somewhat shortly to
retired sergeant majors of bibulous habits, when she found that the post brought
a tailor's bill.


"Herbert will have some more of his funny remarks, I expect, when he comes
home," she said, as they sat at dinner.


"I daresay," said Mr. White, pouring himself out some beer; "but for all
that, the thing moved in my hand; that I'll swear to."


"You thought it did," said the old lady soothingly.


"I say it did," replied the other. "There was no thought about it; I had
just-- What's the matter?"


His wife made no reply. She was watching the mysterious  movements of a man
outside, who, peering in an undecided fashion at the house, appeared to be
trying to make up his mind to enter. In mental connection with the two hundred
pounds, she noticed that the stranger was well dressed and wore a silk hat of
glossy newness. Three times he paused at the gate, and then walked on again. The
fourth time he stood with his hand upon it, and then with sudden resolution
flung it open and walked up the path. Mrs. White at the same moment placed her
hands behind her, and hurriedly unfastening the strings of her apron, put that
useful article of apparel beneath the cushion of her chair.


She brought the stranger, who seemed ill at ease, into the room. He gazed
furtively at Mrs. White, and listened in a preoccupied fashion as the old lady
apologized for the appearance of the room, and her husband's coat, a garment
which he usually reserved for the garden. She then waited as patiently as her
sex would permit for him to broach his business, but he was at first strangely
silent.


"I--was asked to call," he said at last, and stooped and picked a piece  of
cotton from his trousers. "I come from Maw and Meggins."


The old lady started. "Is anything the matter?" she asked breathlessly. "Has
anything happened to Herbert? What is it? What is it?"


Her husband interposed. "There, there, Mother," he said hastily. "Sit down,
and don't jump to conclusions. You've not brought bad news, I'm sure, sir," and
he eyed the other wistfully.


"I'm sorry--" began the visitor.


"Is he hurt?" demanded the mother.


The visitor bowed in assent. "Badly hurt," he said quietly, "but he is not
in any pain."


"Oh, thank God!" said the old woman, clasping her hands. "Thank God for
that! Thank--"


She broke off suddenly as the sinister meaning of the assurance dawned upon
her and she saw the awful confirmation of her fears in the other's averted face.
She caught her breath, and turning to her slower-witted husband, laid her
trembling old hand upon his. There was a long silence.


"He was caught in the machinery," said the visitor at length, in a low
voice.


"Caught in the machinery," repeated Mr. White, in a dazed fashion, "yes."


He sat staring blankly out at the window, and taking his wife's hand between
his own, pressed it as he had been wont to do in their old  courting days nearly
forty years before.


"He was the only one left to us," he said, turning gently to the visitor.
"It is hard."


The other coughed, and rising, walked slowly to the window. "The firm wished
me to convey their sincere sympathy with you in your great loss," he said,
without looking around. "I beg that you will understand I am only their servant
and merely obeying orders."


There was no reply; the old woman's face was white, her eyes staring, and
her breath inaudible; on the husband's face was a look such as his friend the
sergeant might have carried into his first action.


"I was to say that Maw and Meggins disclaim all responsibility," continued
the other. "They admit no liability at all, but in consideration of your son's
services they wish to present you with a certain sum as compensation."


Mr. White dropped his wife's hand, and rising to his feet, gazed with a look
of horror at his visitor. His dry lips shaped the words, "How much?"


"Two hundred pounds," was the answer.


Unconscious of his wife's shriek, the old man smiled faintly, put out his
hands like a sightless man, and dropped, a senseless heap, to the floor.


 IN THE HUGE NEW cemetery, some two miles distant, the old people buried
their dead, and came back to a house steeped in shadow and silence. It was all
over so quickly that at first they could hardly realize it, and remained in a
state of expectation, as though of something else to happen--something else
which was to lighten this load, too heavy for old hearts to bear. But the days
passed, and expectation gave place to resignation--the hopeless resignation of
the old, sometimes miscalled apathy. Sometimes they hardly exchanged a word, for
now they had nothing to talk about, and their days were long to weariness.


It was about a week after that that the old man, waking suddenly in the
night, stretched out his hand and found himself alone. The room was in darkness,
and the sound of subdued weeping came from the window. He raised himself in bed
and listened.


"Come back," he said tenderly. "You will be cold."


"It is colder for my son," said the old woman, and wept afresh.


The sound of her sobs died away on his ears. The bed was -warm, and his eyes
heavy with sleep. He dozed fitfully, and then slept until  a sudden cry from his
wife awoke him with a start.


"The monkey's paw!" she cried wildly. "The monkey's paw!"


He started up in alarm. "Where? Where is it? What's the matter?" She came
stumbling across the room toward him. "I want it," she said quietly. "You've not
destroyed it?"


"It's in the parlor, on the bracket," he replied, marveling. "Why?"


She cried and laughed together, and bending over, kissed his cheek.


"I only just thought of it," she said hysterically. "Why didn't I think of
it before? Why didn't you think of it?"


"Think of what?" he questioned.


"The other two wishes," she replied rapidly. "We've only had one."


"Was not that enough?" he demanded fiercely.


"No," she cried triumphantly; "we'll have one more. Go down and get it
quickly, and wish our boy alive again."


The man sat up in bed and flung the bedclothes from his quaking limbs. "Good
God, you are mad!" he cried, aghast.


"Get it," she panted; "get it quickly, and wish-- Oh, my boy, my boy!"


Her husband struck a match and lit the candle. "Get back to bed," he said
unsteadily. "You don't know what you are saying."


"We had the first wish granted," said the old woman feverishly; "why not the
second?"


"A coincidence," stammered the old man.


"Go and get it and wish," cried the old woman, and dragged him toward the
door.


He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the parlor, and then to
the mantelpiece. The talisman was in its place, and a horrible fear that the
unspoken wish might bring his mutilated son before him ere he could escape from
the room seized upon him, and he caught his breath as he found that he had lost
the direction of the door. His brow cold with sweat, he felt his way around the
table, and groped along the wall until he found himself in the small passage
with the unwholesome thing in his hand.


Even his wife's face seemed changed as he entered the room. It  was white
and expectant, and to his fears seemed to have an unnatural look upon it. He was
afraid of her.


"Wish!" she cried, in a strong voice.


"It is foolish and wicked," he faltered.


"Wish!" repeated his wife.


He raised his hand. "I wish my son alive again."


The talisman fell to the floor, and he regarded it shudderingly. Then he
sank trembling into a chair as the old woman, with burning eyes, walked to the
window and raised the blind.


He sat until he was chilled with the cold, glancing occasionally at the
figure of the old woman peering through the window. The candle end, which had
burned below the rim of the china candlestick, was throwing pulsating shadows on
the ceiling and walls, until, with a flicker larger than the rest, it expired.
The old man, with an unspeakable sense of relief at the failure of the talisman,
crept back to his bed, and a minute or two afterward the old woman came silently
and apathetically beside him.


Neither spoke, but both lay silently listening to the ticking of the clock.
A stair creaked, and a squeaky mouse scurried noisily through the wall. The
darkness was oppressive, and after lying for some time screwing up his courage,
the husband took the box of matches, and striking one, went downstairs for a
candle.


At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he paused to strike
another, and at the same moment a knock, so quiet and stealthy as to be scarcely
audible, sounded on the front door.


The matches fell from his hand. He stood motionless, his breath suspended
until the knock was repeated. Then he turned and fled swiftly back to his room,
and closed the door behind him. A third knock sounded through the house.


"What's that?" cried the old woman, starting up.


"A rat," said the old man, in shaking tones, "a rat. It passed me on the
stairs."


His wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock resounded through the house.


"It's Herbert!" she screamed. "It's Herbert!"


She ran to the door, but her husband was before her, and catching her by the
arm, held her tightly.


"What are you going to do?" he whispered hoarsely.


"It's my boy; it's Herbert!" she cried, struggling mechanically. "I forgot
it was two miles away. What are you holding me for? Let go. I must open the
door."


"For God's sake don't let it in," cried the old man, trembling.


"You're afraid of your own son," she cried, struggling. "Let me go. I'm
coming, Herbert; I'm coming."


There was another knock, and another. The old woman with a sudden wrench
broke free and ran from the room. Her husband followed to the landing, and
called after her appealingly as she hurried downstairs. He heard the chain
rattle back and the bottom bolt drawn slowly and stiffly from the socket. Then
the old woman's voice, strained and panting.


"The bolt," she cried loudly. "Come down. I can't reach it."


But her husband was on his hands and knees groping wildly on the floor in
search of the paw. If he could only find it before the thing outside got in. A
perfect fusillade of knocks reverberated through the house, and he heard the
scraping of a chair as his wife put it down in the passage against the door. He
heard the creaking of the bolt as it came slowly back, and at the same moment,
he found the monkey's paw, and frantically breathed his third and last wish.


The knocking ceased suddenly, although the echoes of it were still in the
house. He heard the chair drawn back and the door opened. A cold wind rushed up
the staircase, and a long, loud wail of disappointment and misery from his wife
gave him courage to run down to her side, and then to the gate beyond. The
streetlamp flickering opposite shone on a quiet and deserted road.









The Ghoul

Clark Ashton Smith


During the reign of the Caliph Vathek, a young man of good repute and family, named Noureddin Hassan, was haled before the Cadi Alimed ben Becar at Bussorah. NowNoureddin was a comely youth, of open mind and gentle mien; and great was the astonishment of the Cadi and of all others present when they heard the charges that were preferred against him. He was accused of having slain seven people one by one, on seven successive nights, and of having left the corpses in a cemetery near Bussorah, where they were found lying with their bodies and members devoured in a fearsome manner, as if by jackals. Of the people he was said to have slain, three were women two were traveling merchants, one was a mendicant, and one a gravedigger.



Abmed ben Becar was filled with the learning and wisdom of honorable years, and withal was possessed of much perspicacity. But he was deeply perplexed by the strangeness and atrocity of these crimes and by the mild demeanor and well-bred aspect of Noureddin Hassan, which he could in no wise reconcile with them. He heard in silence the testimony of witnesses who had seen Noureddin bearing on his shoulders the body of a woman at yester-eve in the cemetery; and others who on several occasions had observed him coming from the neighborhood at unseemly hours when only thieves and murderers would be abroad. Then, having considered all these, he questioned the youth closely.


"Noureddin Hassan," he said, "thou hast been charged with crimes of exceeding foulness, which thy bearing and lineaments belie. Is there haply some explanation of these things by which thou canst clear thyself, or in some measure mitigate the heinousness of thy deeds, if so it be that thou art guilty? I adjure thee to tell me the truth in this matter."


Now Noureddin Hassan arose before the Cadi; and the heaviness of extreme shame and sorrow was visible on his countenance.


"Alas, O Cadi," he replied, "for the charges that have been brought against me are indeed true. It was I and no other, who slew these people; nor can I offer an extenuation of my act."


The Cadi was sorely grieved and astonished when he heard this answer.


"I must perforce believe thee," he said sternly. "But thou hast confessed a thing which will make thy name hence forward an abomination in the ears and mouths of men. I command thee to tell me why these crimes were committed, and what offense these persons had given thee, or what injury they had done to thee; or if perchance thou slewest them for gain, like a common robber."



"There was neither offense given nor injury wrought by any of them against me," replied Noureddin. "And I did not kill them for their money or belongings or apparel, since I had no need of such things, and, aside from that, have always been an honest man."


"Then," cried Ahmed ben Becar, greatly puzzled, "what was thy reason if it was none of these ?"


Now the face of Noureddin Hassan grew heavier still with sorrow; and he bowed his head in a shamefaced manner that bespoke the utterness of profound remorse. A.nd standing thus before the Cadi, he told this story:


The reversals of fortune, O Cadi, are swift and grievous, and beyond the foreknowing or advertence of man. Alas! for less than a fortnight agone I was the happiest and most guiltless of mortals, with no thought of wrongdoing toward anyone. I was wedded to Amina, the daughter of the jewel-merchant Aboul Cogia; and I loved her deeply and was much beloved by her in tum; and moreover we were at this time anticipating the birth of our first child. I had inherited from my father a rich estate and many slaves; the cares of life were light upon my shoulders; and I had, it would seem, every reason to count myself among those Allah had blest with an earthly foretaste of Heaven.


Judge, then, the excessive nature of my grief when Amina died in the same hour when she was to have been delivered. From that time, in the dire extremity of my lamentation, I was as one bereft of light and knowledge; I was deaf to all those who sought to condole with me, and blind to their friendly offices.


After the burial of Amina my sorrow became a veritable madness, and I wandered by night to her grave in the cemetery near Bussorah and flung myself prostrate before the newly lettered tombstone, on the earth that had been digged that very day. My senses deserted me, and I knew not how long I remained on the damp clay beneath the cypresses, while the horn of a decrescent moon arose in the heavens.



Then, in my stupor of abandonment, I heard a terrible voice that bade me rise from the ground on which I was lying. And lifting my head a little, I saw a hideous demon of gigantic frame and stature, with eyes of scarlet fire beneath brows that were coarse as tangled rootlets, and fangs that overhung a cavernous mouth, and earth-black teeth longer and sharper than those of the hyena. And the demon said to me:


"I am a ghniil, and it is my office to devour the bodies of the dead. I have now come to claim the corpse that was interred today beneath the soil on which thou art lying in a fashion so unmannerly. Begone, for I have fasted since yester-night, and I am much anhungered."


Now, at the sight of this demon, and the sound of his dreadful voice, and the still more dreadful meaning of his words, I was like to have swooned with terror on the cold clay. But I recovered myself in a manner, and besought him, saying:


"Spare this grave, I implore thee; for she who lies buried therein is dearer to me than any living mortal; and I would not that her fair body should be the provendor of an unclean demon such as thou."


At this the ghoul was angered, and I thought that he would have done me some bodily violence. But again I besought him, swearing by Allah and Mohammed with many solemn oaths that I would grant him anything procurable and would do for him any favor that lay in the power of man if he would leave undespoiled the new-made grave of Amina. And the ghoul was somewhat mollified, and he said:


"If thou wilt indeed perform for me a certain service, I shall do as thou askest." And I replied:



"There is no service, whatsoever its nature, that I will not do for thee in this connection, and I pray thee to name thy desire."


Then the ghoul said: "It is this, that thou shalt bring me each night, for eight successive nights, the body of one whom thou hast slain with thine own hand. Do this, and I shall neither devour nor dig the body that lies interred hereunder."


Now was I seized by utter horror and despair, since I had bound myself in all honor to grant the ghoul his hideous requirement. And I begged him to change the terms of the stipulation, saying to him:


"Is it needful to thee, O eater of corpses, that the bodies should be those of people whom I myself have slain?"


And the ghoul said: "Yea, for all others would be the natural provendor of myself or of my kin in any event. I adjure thee by the promise thou hast given to meet me here tomorrow night, when darkness has wholly fallen or as soon thereafter as thou art able, bringing the first of the eight bodies."


So saying, he strode off among the cypresses, and began to dig in another newly made grave at a little distance from that of Amina.



I left the graveyard in even direr anguish than when I had come, thinking of that which I must do in fulfillment of my sworn promise, to preserve the body of Amina from the demon. I know not how I survived the ensuing day, torn as I was between sorrow for the dead and my horror of the coming night with its repugnant duty.


When darkness had descended I went forth by stealth to a lonely road near the cemetery; and waiting there amid the low-grown branches of the trees, I slew the first passer with a sword and carried his body to the spot appointed by the ghoul. And each night thereafter, for six more nights, I returned to the same vicinity and repeated this deed, slaying always the very first who came, whether man or woman, or merchant or beggar or gravedigger. And the ghoul awaited me on each occasion, and would begin to devour his provender in my presence, with small thanks and scant ceremony. Seven persons did I slay in all, till only one was wanting to complete the agreed number; and the person I slew yester-night was a woman, even as the witnesses have testified. All this I did with utmost repugnance and regret, and sustained only by the remembrance of my plighted word and the fate which would befall the corpse of Amina if I should break the bond.


This, O Cadi, is all my story. Alas! For these lamentable crimes have availed me not, and I have failed in wholly keeping my bargain with the demon, who will doubtless this night consume the body of Amina in lieu of the one corpse that is still lacking. I resign myself to thy judgment, O Ahmed ben Becar, and I beseech thee for no other mercy than that of death, wherewith to terminate my double grief and my twofold remorse.


When Noureddin Hassan had ended his narrative, the amazement of all who had heard him was verily multipBed, since no man could remember hearing a stranger tale. And the Cadi pondered for a long time and then gave judgment, saying:


"I must needs marvel at thy story, but the crimes thou hast committed are none the less heinous, and Iblis himself would stand aghast before them. However, some allowance must be made for the fact that thou hadst given thy word to the ghoul and wast bound as it were in honor to fulfill his demand, no matter how horrible its nature. And allowance must likewise be made for thy connubial grief which caused thee to forfend thy wife's body from the demon, Yet I cannot judge thee guiltless, though I know not the punishment which is merited in a case so utterly without parallel. Therefore, I set thee free, with this injucnttion, that thou shalt make atonement for thy crimes in the fashion that seem eth best to thee, and shalt render justice to thyself and to others in such degree as thou art able."


"I thank thee for this mercy," replied Noureddin Hassan; and he then withdrew from the court amid the wonderment of all who were present There was much debate when he had gone, and many were prone to question the wisdom of the Cadi's decision. Some there were who maintained that Noureddin should have been sentenced to death without delay for his abominable actions though others argued for if the sanctity of his oath to the ghoul, and would have exculpated him altogether or in part. And tales were told and instances were cited regarding the habits of ghouls and the strange plight of men who had surprised such demons in their nocturnal delvings. And again the discussion returned to Noureddin, and the judgment of the Cadi was once more upheld or assailed with divers arguments. But amid all this, Ahmed ben Becar was silent, saying only:



"Wait, for this man will render justice to himself and to all othes concerned, as far as the rendering thereof is possible."


So indeed, it happened, for on the morning of the next day another body was found in the cemetery near Bussorah lying half-devoured on the grave of Noureddin Hassan's wife, Amina. And the body was that of Noureddin, self-slain, who in this manner had not only fulfilled the injunction of the Cadi but had also kept his bargain with the ghoul by providing the required number of corpses.









The Beast in the Cave


H. P. Lovecraft



        The horrible conclusion 
          which had been gradually intruding itself upon my confused and reluctant 
          mind was now an awful certainty. I was lost, completely, hopelessly 
          lost in the vast and labyrinthine recess of the Mammoth Cave. Turn as 
          I might, in no direction could my straining vision seize on any object 
          capable of serving as a guidepost to set me on the outward path. That 
          nevermore should I behold the blessed light of day, or scan the pleasant 
          bills and dales of the beautiful world outside, my reason could no longer 
          entertain the slightest unbelief. Hope had departed. Yet, indoctrinated 
          as I was by a life of philosophical study, I derived no small measure 
          of satisfaction from my unimpassioned demeanour; for although I had 
          frequently read of the wild frenzies into which were thrown the victims 
          of similar situations, I experienced none of these, but stood quiet 
          as soon as I clearly realised the loss of my bearings. 
 
        Nor did the thought 
          that I had probably wandered beyond the utmost limits of an ordinary 
          search cause me to abandon my composure even for a moment. If I must 
          die, I reflected, then was this terrible yet majestic cavern as welcome 
          a sepulchre as that which any churchyard might afford, a conception 
          which carried with it more of tranquillity than of despair. 

        Starving would prove 
          my ultimate fate; of this I was certain. Some, I knew, had gone mad 
          under circumstances such as these, but I felt that this end would not 
          be mine. My disaster was the result of no fault save my own, since unknown 
          to the guide I had separated myself from the regular party of sightseers; 
          and, wandering for over an hour in forbidden avenues of the cave, had 
          found myself unable to retrace the devious windings which I had pursued 
          since forsaking my companions. 


        Already my torch 
          had begun to expire; soon I would be enveloped by the total and almost 
          palpable blackness of the bowels of the earth. As I stood in the waning, 
          unsteady light, I idly wondered over the exact circumstances of my coming 
          end. I remembered the accounts which I had heard of the colony of consumptives, 
          who, taking their residence in this gigantic grotto to find health from 
          the apparently salubrious air of the underground world, with its steady, 
          uniform temperature, pure air, and peaceful quiet, had found, instead, 
          death in strange and ghastly form. I had seen the sad remains of their 
          ill-made cottages as I passed them by with the party, and had wondered 
          what unnatural influence a long sojourn in this immense and silent cavern 
          would exert upon one as healthy and vigorous as I. Now, I grimly told 
          myself, my opportunity for settling this point had arrived, provided 
          that want of food should not bring me too speedy a departure from this 
          life. 

        As the last fitful 
          rays of my torch faded into obscurity, I resolved to leave no stone 
          unturned, no possible means of escape neglected; so, summoning all the 
          powers possessed by my lungs, I set up a series of loud shoutings, in 
          the vain hope of attracting the attention of the guide by my clamour. 
          Yet, as I called, I believed in my heart that my cries were to no purpose, 
          and that my voice, magnified and reflected by the numberless ramparts 
          of the black maze about me, fell upon no ears save my own. 

        All at once, however, 
          my attention was fixed with a start as I fancied that I heard the sound 
          of soft approaching steps on the rocky floor of the cavern. 

        Was my deliverance 
          about to be accomplished so soon? Had, then, all my horrible apprehensions 
          been for naught, and was the guide, having marked my unwarranted absence 
          from the party, following my course and seeking me out in this limestone 
          labyrinth? Whilst these joyful queries arose in my brain, I was on the 
          point of renewing my cries, in order that my discovery might come the 
          sooner, when in an instant my delight was turned to horror as I listened; 
          for my ever acute ear, now sharpened in even greater degree by the complete 
          silence of the cave, bore to my benumbed understanding the unexpected 
          and dreadful knowledge that these footfalls were not like those of 
          any mortal man. In the unearthly stillness of this subterranean 
          region, the tread of the booted guide would have sounded like a series 
          of sharp and incisive blows. These impacts were soft, and stealthy, 
          as of the paws of some feline. Besides, when I listened carefully, I 
          seemed to trace the falls of four instead of two feet. 
          


        I was now convinced 
          that I had by my own cries aroused and attracted some wild beast, perhaps 
          a mountain lion which had accidentally strayed within the cave. Perhaps, 
          I considered, the Almighty had chosen for me a swifter and more merciful 
          death than that of hunger; yet the instinct of self-preservation, never 
          wholly dormant, was stirred in my breast, and though escape from the 
          on-coming peril might but spare me for a sterner and more lingering 
          end, I determined nevertheless to part with my life at as high a price 
          as I could command. Strange as it may seem, my mind conceived of no 
          intent on the part of the visitor save that of hostility. Accordingly, 
          I became very quiet, in the hope that the unknown beast would, in the 
          absence of a guiding sound, lose its direction as had I, and thus pass 
          me by. But this hope was not destined for realisation, for the strange 
          footfalls steadily advanced, the animal evidently having obtained my 
          scent, which in an atmosphere so absolutely free from all distracting 
          influences as is that of the cave, could doubtless be followed at great 
          distance. 

        Seeing therefore 
          that I must be armed for defense against an uncanny and unseen attack 
          in the dark, I groped about me the largest of the fragments of rock 
          which were strewn upon all parts of the floor of the cavern in the vicinity, 
          and grasping one in each hand for immediate use, awaited with resignation 
          the inevitable result. Meanwhile the hideous pattering of the paws drew 
          near. Certainly, the conduct of the creature was exceedingly strange. 
          Most of the time, the tread seemed to be that of a quadruped, walking 
          with a singular lack of unison betwixt hind and fore feet, yet 
          at brief and infrequent intervals I fancied that but two feet were engaged 
          in the process of locomotion. I wondered what species of animal was 
          to confront me; it must, I thought, be some unfortunate beast who had 
          paid for its curiosity to investigate one of the entrances of the fearful 
          grotto with a life-long confinement in its interminable recesses. It 
          doubtless obtained as food the eyeless fish, bats and rats of the cave, 
          as well as some of the ordinary fish that are wafted in at every freshet 
          of Green River, which communicates in some occult manner with the waters 
          of the cave. I occupied my terrible vigil with grotesque conjectures 
          of what alteration cave life might have wrought in the physical structure 
          of the beast, remembering the awful appearances ascribed by local tradition 
          to the consumptives who had died after long residence in the cave. Then 
          I remembered with a start that, even should I succeed in felling my 
          antagonist, I should never behold its form, as my torch had long 
          since been extinct, and I was entirely unprovided with matches. The 
          tension on my brain now became frightful. My disordered fancy conjured 
          up hideous and fearsome shapes from the sinister darkness that surrounded 
          me, and that actually seemed to press upon my body. Nearer, nearer, 
          the dreadful footfalls approached. It seemed that I must give vent to 
          a piercing scream, yet had I been sufficiently irresolute to attempt 
          such a thing, my voice could scarce have responded. I was petrified, 
          rooted to the spot. I doubted if my right arm would allow me to hurl 
          its missile at the oncoming thing when the crucial moment should arrive. 
          Now the steady pat, pat, of the steps was close at hand; now 
          very close. I could hear the laboured breathing of the animal, 
          and terror-struck as I was, I realised that it must have come from a 
          considerable distance, and was correspondingly fatigued. Suddenly the 
          spell broke. My right hand, guided by my ever trustworthy sense of hearing, 
          threw with full force the sharp-angled bit of limestone which it contained, 
          toward that point in the darkness from which emanated the breathing 
          and pattering, and, wonderful to relate, it nearly reached its goal, 
          for I heard the thing jump, landing at a distance away, where it seemed 
          to pause. 


        Having readjusted 
          my aim, I discharged my second missile, this time most effectively, 
          for with a flood of joy I listened as the creature fell in what sounded 
          like a complete collapse and evidently remained prone and unmoving. 
          Almost overpowered by the great relief which rushed over me, I reeled 
          back against the wall. The breathing continued, in heavy, gasping inhalations 
          and expirations, whence I realised that I had no more than wounded the 
          creature. And now all desire to examine the thing ceased. At 
          last something allied to groundless, superstitious fear had entered 
          my brain, and I did not approach the body, nor did I continue to cast 
          stones at it in order to complete the extinction of its life. Instead, 
          I ran at full speed in what was, as nearly as I could estimate in my 
          frenzied condition, the direction from which I had come. Suddenly I 
          heard a sound or rather, a regular succession of sounds. In another 
          Instant they had resolved themselves into a series of sharp, metallic 
          clicks. This time there was no doubt. It was the guide. And then 
          I shouted, yelled, screamed, even shrieked with joy as I beheld in the 
          vaulted arches above the faint and glimmering effulgence which I knew 
          to be the reflected light of an approaching torch. I ran to meet the 
          flare, and before I could completely understand what had occurred, was 
          lying upon the ground at the feet of the guide, embracing his boots 
          and gibbering. despite my boasted reserve, in a most meaningless and 
          idiotic manner, pouring out my terrible story, and at the same time 
          overwhelming my auditor with protestations of gratitude. At length, 
          I awoke to something like my normal consciousness. The guide had noted 
          my absence upon the arrival of the party at the entrance of the cave, 
          and had, from his own intuitive sense of direction, proceeded to make 
          a thorough canvass of by-passages just ahead of where he had last spoken 
          to me, locating my whereabouts after a quest of about four hours. 

        By the time he had 
          related this to me, I, emboldened by his torch and his company, began 
          to reflect upon the strange beast which I had wounded but a short distance 
          back in the darkness, and suggested that we ascertain, by the flashlight's 
          aid, what manner of creature was my victim. Accordingly I retraced my 
          steps, this time with a courage born of companionship, to the scene 
          of my terrible experience. Soon we descried a white object upon the 
          floor, an object whiter even than the gleaming limestone itself. Cautiously 
          advancing, we gave vent to a simultaneous ejaculation of wonderment, 
          for of all the unnatural monsters either of us had in our lifetimes 
          beheld, this was in surpassing degree the strangest. It appeared to 
          be an anthropoid ape of large proportions, escaped, perhaps, from some 
          itinerant menagerie. Its hair was snow-white, a thing due no doubt to 
          the bleaching action of a long existence within the inky confines of 
          the cave, but it was also surprisingly thin, being indeed largely absent 
          save on the head, where it was of such length and abundance that it 
          fell over the shoulders in considerable profusion. The face was turned 
          away from us, as the creature lay almost directly upon it. The inclination 
          of the limbs was very singular, explaining, however, the alternation 
          in their use which I bad before noted, whereby the beast used sometimes 
          all four, and on other occasions but two for its progress. From the 
          tips of the fingers or toes, long rat-like claws extended. The hands 
          or feet were not prehensile, a fact that I ascribed to that long residence 
          in the cave which, as I before mentioned, seemed evident from the all-pervading 
          and almost unearthly whiteness so characteristic of the whole anatomy. 
          No tail seemed to be present. 

        The respiration 
          had now grown very feeble, and the guide had drawn his pistol with the 
          evident intent of despatching the creature, when a sudden sound 
          emitted by the latter caused the weapon to fall unused. The sound was 
          of a nature difficult to describe. It was not like the normal note of 
          any known species of simian, and I wonder if this unnatural quality 
          were not the result of a long continued and complete silence, broken 
          by the sensations produced by the advent of the light, a thing which 
          the beast could not have seen since its first entrance into the cave. 
          The sound, which I might feebly attempt to classify as a kind of deep-tone 
          chattering, was faintly continued. 


        All at once a fleeting 
          spasm of energy seemed to pass through the frame of the beast. The paws 
          went through a convulsive motion, and the limbs contracted. With a jerk, 
          the white body rolled over so that its face was turned in our direction. 
          For a moment I was so struck with horror at the eyes thus revealed that 
          I noted nothing else. They were black, those eyes, deep jetty black, 
          in hideous contrast to the snow-white hair and flesh. Like those of 
          other cave denizens, they were deeply sunken in their orbits, and were 
          entirely destitute of iris. As I looked more closely, I saw that they 
          were set in a face less prognathous than that of the average ape, and 
          infinitely less hairy. The nose was quite distinct. As we gazed upon 
          the uncanny sight presented to our vision, the thick lips opened, and 
          several sounds issued from them, after which the thing 
          relaxed in death. 

        The guide clutched 
          my coat sleeve and trembled so violently that the light shook fitfully, 
          casting weird moving shadows on the walls. 

        I made no motion, 
          but stood rigidly still, my horrified eyes fixed upon the floor ahead. 
          

        The fear left, and 
          wonder, awe, compassion, and reverence succeeded in its place, for the 
          sounds uttered by the stricken figure that lay stretched out 
          on the limestone had told us the awesome truth. The creature I had killed, 
          the strange beast of the unfathomed cave, was, or had at one time been 
          a MAN!!! 


 






The Moonlit Road

by Ambrose Bierce


1: Statement of Joel Hetman, Jr.


I am the most unfortunate of men. Rich, respected, fairly well educated
and of sound health--with many other advantages usually valued by those
having them and coveted by those who have them not--I sometimes think
that I should be less unhappy if they had been denied me, for then the
contrast between my outer and my inner life would not be continually
demanding a painful attention. In the stress of privation and the need
of effort I might sometimes forget the sombre secret ever baffling the
conjecture that it compels.


I am the only child of Joel and Julia Hetman. The one was a
well-to-do country gentleman, the other a beautiful and accomplished
woman to whom he was passionately attached with what I now know to have
been a jealous and exacting devotion. The family home was a few miles
from Nashville, Tennessee, a large, irregularly built dwelling of no
particular order of architecture, a little way off the road, in a park
of trees and shrubbery.


At the time of which I write I was nineteen years old, a student at
Yale. One day I received a telegram from my father of such urgency
that in compliance with its unexplained demand I left at once for
home. At the railway station in Nashville a distant relative awaited
me to apprise me of the reason for my recall: my mother had been
barbarously murdered--why and by whom none could conjecture, but the
circumstances were these.


My father had gone to Nashville, intending to return the next
afternoon. Something prevented his accomplishing the business in hand,
so he returned on the same night, arriving just before the dawn. In his
testimony before the coroner he explained that having no latchkey and
not caring to disturb the sleeping servants, he had, with no clearly
defined intention, gone round to the rear of the house. As he turned an
angle of the building, he heard a sound as of a door gently closed, and
saw in the darkness, indistinctly, the figure of a man, which
instantly disappeared among the trees of the lawn. A hasty pursuit
and brief search of the grounds in the belief that the trespasser was
some one secretly visiting a servant proving fruitless, he entered at
the unlocked door and mounted the stairs to my mother's chamber. Its
door was open, and stepping into black darkness he fell headlong over
some heavy object on the floor. I may spare myself the details; it was
my poor mother, dead of strangulation by human hands!


Nothing had been taken from the house, the servants had heard no
sound, and excepting those terrible finger-marks upon the dead woman's
throat-dear God! that I might forget them!--no trace of the assassin
was ever found.


I gave up my studies and remained with my father, who, naturally,
was greatly changed. Always of a sedate, taciturn disposition, he now
fell into so deep a dejection that nothing could hold his attention,
yet anything--a footfall, the sudden closing of a door--aroused in him a
fitful interest; one might have called it an apprehension. At any small
surprise of the senses he would start visibly and sometimes turn pale,
then relapse into a melancholy apathy deeper than before. I suppose he
was what is called a 'nervous wreck.' As to me, I was younger then than
now--there is much in that. Youth is Gilead, in which is balm for every
wound. Ah, that I might again dwell in that enchanted land! Un-
acquainted with grief, I knew not how to appraise my bereavement; I
could not rightly estimate the strength of the stroke.


One night, a few months after the dreadful event, my father and I
walked home from the city. The full moon was about three hours above the
eastern horizon; the entire countryside had the solemn stillness of a
summer night; our footfalls and the ceaseless song of the katydids
were the only sound, aloof. Black shadows of bordering trees lay athwart
the road, which, in the short reaches between, gleamed a ghostly white.
As we approached the gate to our dwelling, whose front was in shadow,
and in which no light shone, my father suddenly stopped and clutched my
arm, saying, hardly above his breath:


'God! God! what is that?'


'I hear nothing,' I replied.


'But see--see!' he said, pointing along the road, directly ahead.


I said: 'Nothing is there. Come, father, let us go in--you are ill.'


He had released my arm and was standing rigid and motionless in the
centre of the illuminated roadway, staring like one bereft of sense.
His face in the moonlight showed a pallor and fixity inexpressibly
distressing. I pulled gently at his sleeve, but he had forgotten my
existence. Presently he began to retire backward, step by step, never
for an instant removing his eyes from what he saw, or thought he saw. I
turned half round to follow, but stood irresolute. I do not recall any
feeling of fear, unless a sudden chill was its physical manifestation.
It seemed as if an icy wind had touched my face and enfolded my body
from head to foot; I could feel the stir of it in my hair.


At that moment my attention was drawn to a light that suddenly
streamed from an upper window of the house: one of the servants,
awakened by what mysterious premonition of evil who can say, and in
obedience to an impulse that she was never able to name, had lit a lamp.
When I turned to look for my father he was gone, and in all the years
that have passed no whisper of his fate has come across the borderland
of conjecture from the realm of the unknown.



2: Statement of Caspar Grattan


To-day I am said to live, to-morrow, here in this room, will lie a
senseless shape of clay that all too long was I. If anyone lift the
cloth from the face of that unpleasant thing it will be in gratification
of a mere morbid curiosity. Some, doubtless, will go further and
inquire, 'Who was he?' In this writing I supply the only answer that I
am able to make-Caspar Grattan. Surely, that should be enough. The
name has served my small need for more than twenty years of a life of
unknown length. True, I gave it to myself, but lacking another I had the
right. In this world one must have a name; it prevents confusion, even
when it does not establish identity. Some, though, are known by numbers,
which also seem inadequate distinctions.


One day, for illustration, I was passing along a street of a city,
far from here, when I met two men in uniform, one of whom, half pausing
and looking curiously into my face, said to his companion, 'That man
looks like 767.' Something in the number seemed familiar and horrible.
Moved by an uncontrollable impulse, I sprang into a side street and
ran until I fell exhausted in a country lane.


I have never forgotten that number, and always it comes to memory
attended by gibbering obscenity, peals of joyless laughter, the clang of
iron doors. So I say a name, even if self-bestowed, is better than a
number. In the register of the potter's field I shall soon have both.
What wealth!


Of him who shall find this paper I must beg a little consideration.
It is not the history of my life; the knowledge to write that is denied
me. This is only a record of broken and apparently unrelated memories,
some of them as distinct and sequent as brilliant beads upon a thread,
others remote and strange, having the character of crimson dreams with
interspaces blank and black--witch-fires glowing still and red in a
great desolation.


Standing upon the shore of eternity, I turn for a last look landward
over the course by which I came. There are twenty years of footprints
fairly distinct, the impressions of bleeding feet. They lead through
poverty and pain, devious and unsure, as of one staggering beneath a
burden-


Remote, unfriended, melancholy, slow.


Ah, the poet's prophecy of Me--how admirable, how dreadfully
admirable!


Backward beyond the beginning of this via dolorosa--this epic of
suffering with episodes of sin --I see nothing clearly; it comes out of
a cloud. I know that it spans only twenty years, yet I am an old man.


One does not remember one's birth--one has to be told. But with me
it was different; life came to me full-handed and dowered me with all my
faculties and powers. Of a previous existence I know no more than
others, for all have stammering intimations that may be memories and
may be dreams. I know only that my first consciousness was of maturity
in body and mind--a consciousness accepted without surprise or
conjecture. I merely found myself walking in a forest, half-clad,
footsore, unutterably weary and hungry. Seeing a farmhouse, I approached
and asked for food, which was given me by one who inquired my name. I
did not know, yet knew that all had names. Greatly embarrassed, I
retreated, and night coming on, lay down in the forest and slept.


The next day I entered a large town which I shall not name. Nor
shall I recount further incidents of the life that is now to end--a life
of wandering, always and everywhere haunted by an overmastering sense
of crime in punishment of wrong and of terror in punishment of crime.
Let me see if I can reduce it to narrative.


I seem once to have lived near a great city, a prosperous planter,
married to a woman whom I loved and distrusted. We had, it sometimes
seems, one child, a youth of brilliant parts and promise. He is at all
times a vague figure, never clearly drawn, frequently altogether out of
the picture.


One luckless evening it occurred to me to test my wife's fidelity in
a vulgar, commonplace way familiar to everyone who has acquaintance
with the literature of fact and fiction. I went to the city, telling
my wife that I should be absent until the following afternoon. But I
returned before daybreak and went to the rear of the house, purposing to
enter by a door with which I had secretly so tampered that it would seem
to lock, yet not actually fasten. As I approached it, I heard it gently
open and close, and saw a man steal away into the darkness. With mur-
der in my heart, I sprang after him, but he had vanished without even
the bad luck of identification. Sometimes now I cannot even persuade
myself that it was a human being.


Crazed with jealousy and rage, blind and bestial with all the
elemental passions of insulted manhood, I entered the house and sprang
up the stairs to the door of my wife's chamber. It was closed, but
having tampered with its lock also, I easily entered, and despite the
black darkness soon stood by the side of her bed. My groping hands told
me that although disarranged it was unoccupied.


'She is below,' I thought, 'and terrified by my entrance has evaded
me in the darkness of the hall.' With the purpose of seeking her I
turned to leave the room, but took a wrong direction--the right one! My
foot struck her, cowering in a corner of the room. Instantly my hands
were at her throat, stifling a shriek, my knees were upon her struggling
body; and there in the darkness, without a word of accusation or
reproach, I strangled her till she died! There ends the dream. I have
related it in the past tense, but the present would be the fitter form,
for again and again the sombre tragedy re-enacts itself in my
consciousness--over and over I lay the plan, I suffer the confirmation,
I redress the wrong. Then all is blank; and afterward the rains beat
against the grimy windowpanes, or the snows fall upon my scant attire,
the wheels rattle in the squalid streets where my life lies in poverty
and mean employment. If there is ever sunshine I do not recall it; if
there are birds they do not sing.


There is another dream, another vision of the night. I stand among
the shadows in a moonlit road. I am aware of another presence, but whose
I cannot rightly determine. In the shadow of a great dwelling I catch
the gleam of white garments; then the figure of a woman confronts me in
the road--my murdered wife! There is death in the face; there are
marks upon the throat. The eyes are fixed on mine with an infinite
gravity which is not reproach, nor hate, nor menace, nor anything less
terrible than recognition. Before this awful apparition I retreat in
terror--a terror that is upon me as I write. I can no longer rightly
shape the words. See! they--


Now I am calm, but truly there is no more to tell: the incident ends
where it began--in darkness and in doubt.


Yes, I am again in control of myself: 'the captain of my soul.' But
that is not respite; it is another stage and phase of expiation. My
penance, constant in degree, is mutable in kind: one of its variants
is tranquillity. After all, it is only a life-sentence. 'To Hell for
life'--that is a foolish penalty: the culprit chooses the duration of
his punishment. To-day my term expires.


To each and all, the peace that was not mine.


3: Statement of the Late Julia Hetman, through the Medium Bayrolles


I had retired early and fallen almost immediately into a peaceful
sleep, from which I awoke with that indefinable sense of peril which is,
I think, a common experience in that other, earlier life. Of its
unmeaning character, too, I was entirely persuaded, yet that did not
banish it. My husband, Joel Hetman, was away from home; the servants
slept in another part of the house. But these were familiar conditions;
they had never before distressed me. Nevertheless, the strange terror
grew so insupportable that conquering my reluctance to move I sat up
and lit the lamp at my bedside. Contrary to my expectation this gave me
no relief; the light seemed rather an added danger, for I reflected that
it would shine out under the door, disclosing my presence to whatever
evil thing might lurk outside. You that are still in the flesh, subject
to horrors of the imagination, think what a monstrous fear that must
be which seeks in darkness security from malevolent existences of the
night. That is to spring to close quarters with an unseen enemy--the
strategy of despair!


Extinguishing the lamp I pulled the bedclothing about my head and
lay trembling and silent, unable to shriek, forgetful to pray. In this
pitiable state I must have lain for what you call hours--with us there
are no hours, there is no time.


At last it came--a soft, irregular sound of footfalls on the stairs!
They were slow, hesitant, uncertain, as of something that did not see
its way; to my disordered reason all the more terrifying for that, as
the approach of some blind and mindless malevolence to which is no
appeal. I even thought that I must have left the hall lamp burning and
the groping of this creature proved it a monster of the night. This
was foolish and inconsistent with my previous dread of the light, but
what would you have? Fear has no brains; it is an idiot. The dismal
witness that it bears and the cowardly counsel that it whispers are
unrelated. We know this well, we who have passed into the Realm of
Terror, who skulk in eternal dusk among the scenes of our former lives,
invisible even to ourselves, and one another, yet hiding forlorn in
lonely places; yearning for speech with our loved ones, yet dumb, and as
fearful of them as they of us. Sometimes the disability is removed,
the law suspended: by the deathless power of love or hate we break the
spell--we are seen by those whom we would warn, console, or punish. What
form we seem to them to bear we know not; we know only that we terrify
even those whom we most wish to comfort, and from whom we most crave
tenderness and sympathy.


Forgive, I pray you, this inconsequent digression by what was once a
woman. You who consult us in this imperfect way--you do not understand.
You ask foolish questions about things unknown and things forbidden.
Much that we know and could impart in our speech is meaningless in
yours. We must communicate with you through a stammering intelligence in
that small fraction of our language that you yourselves can speak. You
think that we are of another world. No, we have knowledge of no world
but yours, though for us it holds no sunlight, no warmth, no music, no
laughter, no song of birds, nor any companionship. O God! what a thing
it is to be a ghost, cowering and shivering in an altered world, a prey
to apprehension and despair!


No, I did not die of fright: the Thing turned and went away. I heard
it go down the stairs, hurriedly, I thought, as if itself in sudden
fear. Then I rose to call for help. Hardly had my shaking hand found the
door-knob when--merciful heaven!--I heard it returning. Its footfalls as
it remounted the stairs were rapid, heavy and loud; they shook the
house. I fled to an angle of the wall and crouched upon the floor. I
tried to pray. I tried to call the name of my dear husband. Then I heard
the door thrown open. There was an interval of unconsciousness, and when
I revived I felt a strangling clutch upon my throat-felt my arms
feebly beating against something that bore me backward--felt my tongue
thrusting itself from between my teeth! And then I passed into this
life.


No, I have no knowledge of what it was. The sum of what we knew at
death is the measure of what we know afterward of all that went before.
Of this existence we know many things, but no new light falls upon any
page of that; in memory is written all of it that we can read. Here are
no heights of truth overlooking the confused landscape of that
dubitable domain. We still dwell in the Valley of the Shadow, lurk in
its desolate places, peering from brambles and thickets at its mad,
malign inhabitants. How should we have new knowledge of that fading
past?


What I am about to relate happened on a night. We know when it is
night, for then you retire to your houses and we can venture from our
places of concealment to move unafraid about our old homes, to look in
at the windows, even to enter and gaze upon your faces as you sleep. I
had lingered long near the dwelling where I had been so cruelly changed
to what I am, as we do while any that we love or hate remain. Vainly I
had sought some method of manifestation, some way to make my continued
existence and my great love and poignant pity understood by my husband
and son. Always if they slept they would wake, or if in my desperation I
dared approach them when they were awake, would turn toward me the
terrible eyes of the living, frightening me by the glances that I sought
from the purpose that I held.


On this night I had searched for them without success, fearing to
find them; they were nowhere in the house, nor about the moonlit dawn.
For, although the sun is lost to us for ever, the moon, fullorbed or
slender, remains to us. Sometimes it shines by night, sometimes by day,
but always it rises and sets, as in that other life.


I left the lawn and moved in the white light and silence along the
road, aimless and sorrowing. Suddenly I heard the voice of my poor
husband in exclamations of astonishment, with that of my son in
reassurance and dissuasion; and there by the shadow of a group of trees
they stood--near, so near! Their faces were toward me, the eyes of the
elder man fixed upon mine. He saw me--at last, at last, he saw me! In
the consciousness of that, my terror fled as a cruel dream. The
death-spell was broken: Love had conquered Law! Mad with exultation I
shouted--I must have shouted,' He sees, he sees: he will understand!'
Then, controlling myself, I moved forward, smiling and consciously
beautiful, to offer myself to his arms, to comfort him with en-
dearments, and, with my son's hand in mine, to speak words that should
restore the broken bonds between the living and the dead.


Alas! alas! his face went white with fear, his eyes were as those of
a hunted animal. He backed away from me, as I advanced, and at last
turned and fled into the wood--whither, it is not given to me to know.


To my poor boy, left doubly desolate, I have never been able to
impart a sense of my presence. Soon he, too, must pass to this Life
Invisible and be lost to me for ever.








The Vacant Lot


By Mary Wilkins



When it became generally known in Townsend Centre that the Townsends
were going to move to the city, there was great excitement and dismay. 
For the Townsends to move was about equivalent to the town's moving. 
The Townsend ancestors had founded the village a hundred years ago.  The
first Townsend had kept a wayside hostelry for man and beast, known as
the "Sign of the Leopard."  The sign-board, on which the leopard was
painted a bright blue, was still extant, and prominently so, being
nailed over the present Townsend's front door.  This Townsend, by name
David, kept the village store.  There had been no tavern since the
railroad was built through Townsend Centre in his father's day.
Therefore the family, being ousted by the march of progress from their
chosen employment, took up with a general country store as being the
next thing to a country tavern, the principal difference consisting in
the fact that all the guests were transients, never requiring
bedchambers, securing their rest on the tops of sugar and flour barrels
and codfish boxes, and their refreshment from stray nibblings at the
stock in trade, to the profitless deplenishment of raisins and loaf
sugar and crackers and cheese.

The flitting of the Townsends from the home of their ancestors was due
to a sudden access of wealth from the death of a relative and the desire
of Mrs. Townsend to secure better advantages for her son George, sixteen
years old, in the way of education, and for her daughter Adrianna, ten
years older, better matrimonial opportunities.  However, this last
inducement for leaving Townsend Centre was not openly stated, only
ingeniously surmised by the neighbours.

"Sarah Townsend don't think there's anybody in Townsend Centre fit for
her Adrianna to marry, and so she's goin' to take her to Boston to see
if she can't pick up somebody there," they said.  Then they wondered
what Abel Lyons would do.  He had been a humble suitor for Adrianna for
years, but her mother had not approved, and Adrianna, who was dutiful,
had repulsed him delicately and rather sadly.  He was the only lover
whom she had ever had, and she felt sorry and grateful; she was a plain,
awkward girl, and had a patient recognition of the fact.

But her mother was ambitious, more so than her father, who was rather
pugnaciously satisfied with what he had, and not easily disposed to
change.  However, he yielded to his wife and consented to sell out his
business and purchase a house in Boston and move there.

David Townsend was curiously unlike the line of ancestors from whom he
had come.  He had either retrograded or advanced, as one might look at
it.  His moral character was certainly better, but he had not the fiery
spirit and eager grasp at advantage which had distinguished them. 
Indeed, the old Townsends, though prominent and respected as men of
property and influence, had reputations not above suspicions.  There was
more than one dark whisper regarding them handed down from mother to son
in the village, and especially was this true of the first Townsend, he
who built the tavern bearing the Sign of the Blue Leopard.  His
portrait, a hideous effort of contemporary art, hung in the garret of
David Townsend's home.  There was many a tale of wild roistering, if no
worse, in that old roadhouse, and high stakes, and quarreling in cups,
and blows, and money gotten in evil fashion, and the matter hushed up
with a high hand for inquirers by the imperious Townsends who terrorized
everybody.  David Townsend terrorized nobody.  He had gotten his little
competence from his store by honest methods--the exchanging of sterling
goods and true weights for country produce and country shillings.  He
was sober and reliable, with intense self-respect and a decided talent
for the management of money.  It was principally for this reason that he
took great delight in his sudden wealth by legacy.  He had thereby
greater opportunities for the exercise of his native shrewdness in a
bargain.  This he evinced in his purchase of a house in Boston.

One day in spring the old Townsend house was shut up, the Blue Leopard
was taken carefully down from his lair over the front door, the family
chattels were loaded on the train, and the Townsends departed.  It was a
sad and eventful day for Townsend Centre.  A man from Barre had rented
the store--David had decided at the last not to sell--and the old
familiars congregated in melancholy fashion and talked over the
situation.  An enormous pride over their departed townsman became
evident.  They paraded him, flaunting him like a banner in the eyes of
the new man.  "David is awful smart," they said; "there won't nobody get
the better of him in the city if he has lived in Townsend Centre all his
life.  He's got his eyes open.  Know what he paid for his house in
Boston? Well, sir, that house cost twenty-five thousand dollars, and
David he bought it for five.  Yes, sir, he did."

"Must have been some out about it," remarked the new man, scowling over
his counter.  He was beginning to feel his disparaging situation.

"Not an out, sir.  David he made sure on't.  Catch him gettin' bit.
Everythin' was in apple-pie order, hot an' cold water and all, and in
one of the best locations of the city--real high-up street. David he
said the rent in that street was never under a thousand. Yes, sir, David
he got a bargain--five thousand dollars for a
twenty-five-thousand-dollar house."

"Some out about it!" growled the new man over the counter.

However, as his fellow townsmen and allies stated, there seemed to be no
doubt about the desirableness of the city house which David Townsend had
purchased and the fact that he had secured it for an absurdly low price. 
The whole family were at first suspicious.  It was ascertained that the
house had cost a round sum only a few years ago; it was in perfect
repair; nothing whatever was amiss with plumbing, furnace, anything. 
There was not even a soap factory within smelling distance, as Mrs.
Townsend had vaguely surmised.  She was sure that she had heard of
houses being undesirable for such reasons, but there was no soap
factory.  They all sniffed and peeked; when the first rainfall came they
looked at the ceiling, confidently expecting to see dark spots where the
leaks had commenced, but there were none.  They were forced to confess
that their suspicions were allayed, that the house was perfect, even
overshadowed with the mystery of a lower price than it was worth.  That,
however, was an additional perfection in the opinion of the Townsends,
who had their share of New England thrift.  They had lived just one
month in their new house, and were happy, although at times somewhat
lonely from missing the society of Townsend Centre, when the trouble
began.  The Townsends, although they lived in a fine house in a genteel,
almost fashionable, part of the city, were true to their antecedents and
kept, as they had been accustomed, only one maid.  She was the daughter
of a farmer on the outskirts of their native village, was middle-aged,
and had lived with them for the last ten years.  One pleasant Monday
morning she rose early and did the family washing before breakfast,
which had been prepared by Mrs. Townsend and Adrianna, as was their
habit on washing-days.  The family were seated at the breakfast table in
their basement dining-room, and this maid, whose name was Cordelia, was
hanging out the clothes in the vacant lot.  This vacant lot seemed a
valuable one, being on a corner.  It was rather singular that it had not
been built upon. The Townsends had wondered at it and agreed that they
would have preferred their own house to be there.  They had, however,
utilized it as far as possible with their innocent, rural disregard of
property rights in unoccupied land.

"We might just as well hang out our washing in that vacant lot," Mrs.
Townsend had told Cordelia the first Monday of their stay in the house. 
"Our little yard ain't half big enough for all our clothes, and it is
sunnier there, too."

So Cordelia had hung out the wash there for four Mondays, and this was
the fifth.  The breakfast was about half finished--they had reached the
buckwheat cakes--when this maid came rushing into the dining-room and
stood regarding them, speechless, with a countenance indicative of the
utmost horror.  She was deadly pale. Her hands, sodden with soapsuds,
hung twitching at her sides in the folds of her calico gown; her very
hair, which was light and sparse, seemed to bristle with fear.  All the
Townsends turned and looked at her.  David and George rose with a
half-defined idea of burglars.

"Cordelia Battles, what is the matter?" cried Mrs. Townsend. Adrianna
gasped for breath and turned as white as the maid.  "What is the
matter?" repeated Mrs. Townsend, but the maid was unable to speak.  Mrs.
Townsend, who could be peremptory, sprang up, ran to the frightened
woman and shook her violently.  "Cordelia Battles, you speak," said she,
"and not stand there staring that way, as if you were struck dumb!  What
is the matter with you?"

Then Cordelia spoke in a fainting voice.

"There's--somebody else--hanging out clothes--in the vacant lot," she
gasped, and clutched at a chair for support.

"Who?" cried Mrs. Townsend, rousing to indignation, for already she had
assumed a proprietorship in the vacant lot.  "Is it the folks in the
next house?  I'd like to know what right they have!  We are next to that
vacant lot."

"I--dunno--who it is," gasped Cordelia.  "Why, we've seen that girl next
door go to mass every morning," said Mrs. Townsend.  "She's got a fiery
red head.  Seems as if you might know her by this time, Cordelia."

"It ain't that girl," gasped Cordelia.  Then she added in a horror-
stricken voice, "I couldn't see who 'twas."

They all stared.

"Why couldn't you see?" demanded her mistress.  "Are you struck blind?"

"No, ma'am."

"Then why couldn't you see?"

"All I could see was--" Cordelia hesitated, with an expression of the
utmost horror.

"Go on," said Mrs. Townsend, impatiently.

"All I could see was the shadow of somebody, very slim, hanging out the
clothes, and--"

"What?"

"I could see the shadows of the things flappin' on their line."

"You couldn't see the clothes?"

"Only the shadow on the ground."

"What kind of clothes were they?"

"Queer," replied Cordelia, with a shudder.

"If I didn't know you so well, I should think you had been drinking,"
said Mrs. Townsend.  "Now, Cordelia Battles, I'm going out in that
vacant lot and see myself what you're talking about."

"I can't go," gasped the woman.

With that Mrs. Townsend and all the others, except Adrianna, who
remained to tremble with the maid, sallied forth into the vacant lot. 
They had to go out the area gate into the street to reach it. It was
nothing unusual in the way of vacant lots.  One large poplar tree, the
relic of the old forest which had once flourished there, twinkled in one
corner; for the rest, it was overgrown with coarse weeds and a few dusty
flowers.  The Townsends stood just inside the rude board fence which
divided the lot from the street and stared with wonder and horror, for
Cordelia had told the truth.  They all saw what she had described--the
shadow of an exceedingly slim woman moving along the ground with
up-stretched arms, the shadows of strange, nondescript garments flapping
from a shadowy line, but when they looked up for the substance of the
shadows nothing was to be seen except the clear, blue October air.

"My goodness!" gasped Mrs. Townsend.  Her face assumed a strange
gathering of wrath in the midst of her terror.  Suddenly she made a
determined move forward, although her husband strove to hold her back.

"You let me be," said she.  She moved forward.  Then she recoiled and
gave a loud shriek.  "The wet sheet flapped in my face," she cried. 
"Take me away, take me away!"  Then she fainted.  Between them they got
her back to the house.  "It was awful," she moaned when she came to
herself, with the family all around her where she lay on the dining-room
floor.  "Oh, David, what do you suppose it is?"

"Nothing at all," replied David Townsend stoutly.  He was remarkable for
courage and staunch belief in actualities.  He was now denying to
himself that he had seen anything unusual.

"Oh, there was," moaned his wife.

"I saw something," said George, in a sullen, boyish bass.

The maid sobbed convulsively and so did Adrianna for sympathy.

"We won't talk any about it," said David.  "Here, Jane, you drink this
hot tea--it will do you good; and Cordelia, you hang out the clothes in
our own yard.  George, you go and put up the line for her."

"The line is out there," said George, with a jerk of his shoulder.

"Are you afraid?"

"No, I ain't," replied the boy resentfully, and went out with a pale
face.

After that Cordelia hung the Townsend wash in the yard of their own
house, standing always with her back to the vacant lot.  As for David
Townsend, he spent a good deal of his time in the lot watching the
shadows, but he came to no explanation, although he strove to satisfy
himself with many.

"I guess the shadows come from the smoke from our chimneys, or else the
poplar tree," he said.

"Why do the shadows come on Monday mornings, and no other?" demanded his
wife.

David was silent.

Very soon new mysteries arose.  One day Cordelia rang the dinner- bell
at their usual dinner hour, the same as in Townsend Centre, high noon,
and the family assembled.  With amazement Adrianna looked at the dishes
on the table.

"Why, that's queer!" she said.

"What's queer?" asked her mother.

Cordelia stopped short as she was about setting a tumbler of water
beside a plate, and the water slopped over.

"Why," said Adrianna, her face paling, "I--thought there was boiled
dinner.  I--smelt cabbage cooking."

"I knew there would something else come up," gasped Cordelia, leaning
hard on the back of Adrianna's chair.

"What do you mean?" asked Mrs. Townsend sharply, but her own face began
to assume the shocked pallour which it was so easy nowadays for all
their faces to assume at the merest suggestion of anything out of the
common.

"I smelt cabbage cooking all the morning up in my room," Adrianna said
faintly, "and here's codfish and potatoes for dinner."

The Townsends all looked at one another.  David rose with an exclamation
and rushed out of the room.  The others waited tremblingly.  When he
came back his face was lowering.

"What did you--" Mrs. Townsend asked hesitatingly.

"There's some smell of cabbage out there," he admitted reluctantly. Then
he looked at her with a challenge.  "It comes from the next house," he
said.  "Blows over our house."

"Our house is higher."

"I don't care; you can never account for such things."

"Cordelia," said Mrs. Townsend, "you go over to the next house and you
ask if they've got cabbage for dinner."

Cordelia switched out of the room, her mouth set hard.  She came back
promptly.

"Says they never have cabbage," she announced with gloomy triumph and a
conclusive glance at Mr. Townsend.  "Their girl was real sassy."

"Oh, father, let's move away; let's sell the house," cried Adrianna in a
panic-stricken tone.

"If you think I'm going to sell a house that I got as cheap as this one
because we smell cabbage in a vacant lot, you're mistaken," replied
David firmly.

"It isn't the cabbage alone," said Mrs. Townsend.

"And a few shadows," added David.  "I am tired of such nonsense.  I
thought you had more sense, Jane."

"One of the boys at school asked me if we lived in the house next to the
vacant lot on Wells Street and whistled when I said 'Yes,'" remarked
George.

"Let him whistle," said Mr. Townsend.

After a few hours the family, stimulated by Mr. Townsend's calm, common
sense, agreed that it was exceedingly foolish to be disturbed by a
mysterious odour of cabbage.  They even laughed at themselves.

"I suppose we have got so nervous over those shadows hanging out clothes
that we notice every little thing," conceded Mrs. Townsend.

"You will find out some day that that is no more to be regarded than the
cabbage," said her husband.

"You can't account for that wet sheet hitting my face," said Mrs.
Townsend, doubtfully.

"You imagined it."

"I FELT it."

That afternoon things went on as usual in the household until nearly
four o'clock.  Adrianna went downtown to do some shopping. Mrs. Townsend
sat sewing beside the bay window in her room, which was a front one in
the third story.  George had not got home.  Mr. Townsend was writing a
letter in the library.  Cordelia was busy in the basement; the twilight,
which was coming earlier and earlier every night, was beginning to
gather, when suddenly there was a loud crash which shook the house from
its foundations.  Even the dishes on the sideboard rattled, and the
glasses rang like bells. The pictures on the walls of Mrs. Townsend's
room swung out from the walls.  But that was not all: every
looking-glass in the house cracked simultaneously--as nearly as they
could judge--from top to bottom, then shivered into fragments over the
floors.  Mrs. Townsend was too frightened to scream.  She sat huddled in
her chair, gasping for breath, her eyes, rolling from side to side in
incredulous terror, turned toward the street.  She saw a great black
group of people crossing it just in front of the vacant lot. There was
something inexpressibly strange and gloomy about this moving group;
there was an effect of sweeping, wavings and foldings of sable draperies
and gleams of deadly white faces; then they passed.  She twisted her
head to see, and they disappeared in the vacant lot.  Mr. Townsend came
hurrying into the room; he was pale, and looked at once angry and
alarmed.

"Did you fall?" he asked inconsequently, as if his wife, who was small,
could have produced such a manifestation by a fall.

"Oh, David, what is it?" whispered Mrs. Townsend.

"Darned if I know!" said David.

"Don't swear.  It's too awful.  Oh, see the looking-glass, David!"

"I see it.  The one over the library mantel is broken, too."

"Oh, it is a sign of death!"

Cordelia's feet were heard as she staggered on the stairs.  She almost
fell into the room.  She reeled over to Mr. Townsend and clutched his
arm.  He cast a sidewise glance, half furious, half commiserating at
her.

"Well, what is it all about?" he asked.

"I don't know.  What is it?  Oh, what is it?  The looking-glass in the
kitchen is broken.  All over the floor.  Oh, oh!  What is it?"

"I don't know any more than you do.  I didn't do it."

"Lookin'-glasses broken is a sign of death in the house," said Cordelia. 
"If it's me, I hope I'm ready; but I'd rather die than be so scared as
I've been lately."

Mr. Townsend shook himself loose and eyed the two trembling women with
gathering resolution.

"Now, look here, both of you," he said.  "This is nonsense.  You'll die
sure enough of fright if you keep on this way.  I was a fool myself to
be startled.  Everything it is is an earthquake."

"Oh, David!" gasped his wife, not much reassured.

"It is nothing but an earthquake," persisted Mr. Townsend.  "It acted
just like that.  Things always are broken on the walls, and the middle
of the room isn't affected.  I've read about it."

Suddenly Mrs. Townsend gave a loud shriek and pointed.

"How do you account for that," she cried, "if it's an earthquake? Oh,
oh, oh!"

She was on the verge of hysterics.  Her husband held her firmly by the
arm as his eyes followed the direction of her rigid pointing finger. 
Cordelia looked also, her eyes seeming converged to a bright point of
fear.  On the floor in front of the broken looking- glass lay a mass of
black stuff in a grewsome long ridge.

"It's something you dropped there," almost shouted Mr. Townsend.

"It ain't.  Oh!"

Mr. Townsend dropped his wife's arm and took one stride toward the
object.  It was a very long crape veil.  He lifted it, and it floated
out from his arm as if imbued with electricity.

"It's yours," he said to his wife.

"Oh, David, I never had one.  You know, oh, you know I--shouldn't--
unless you died.  How came it there?"

"I'm darned if I know," said David, regarding it.  He was deadly pale,
but still resentful rather than afraid.

"Don't hold it; don't!"

"I'd like to know what in thunder all this means?" said David.  He gave
the thing an angry toss and it fell on the floor in exactly the same
long heap as before.

Cordelia began to weep with racking sobs.  Mrs. Townsend reached out and
caught her husband's hand, clutching it hard with ice-cold fingers.

"What's got into this house, anyhow?" he growled.

"You'll have to sell it.  Oh, David, we can't live here."

"As for my selling a house I paid only five thousand for when it's worth
twenty-five, for any such nonsense as this, I won't!"

David gave one stride toward the black veil, but it rose from the floor
and moved away before him across the room at exactly the same height as
if suspended from a woman's head.  He pursued it, clutching vainly, all
around the room, then he swung himself on his heel with an exclamation
and the thing fell to the floor again in the long heap.  Then were heard
hurrying feet on the stairs and Adrianna burst into the room.  She ran
straight to her father and clutched his arm; she tried to speak, but she
chattered unintelligibly; her face was blue.  Her father shook her
violently.

"Adrianna, do have more sense!" he cried.

"Oh, David, how can you talk so?" sobbed her mother.

"I can't help it.  I'm mad!" said he with emphasis.  "What has got into
this house and you all, anyhow?"

"What is it, Adrianna, poor child," asked her mother.  "Only look what
has happened here."

"It's an earthquake," said her father staunchly; "nothing to be afraid
of."

"How do you account for THAT?" said Mrs. Townsend in an awful voice,
pointing to the veil.

Adrianna did not look--she was too engrossed with her own terrors. She
began to speak in a breathless voice.

"I--was--coming--by the vacant lot," she panted, "and--I--I--had my new
hat in a paper bag and--a parcel of blue ribbon, and--I saw a crowd, an
awful--oh! a whole crowd of people with white faces, as if--they were
dressed all in black."

"Where are they now?"

"I don't know.  Oh!" Adrianna sank gasping feebly into a chair.

"Get her some water, David," sobbed her mother.

David rushed with an impatient exclamation out of the room and returned
with a glass of water which he held to his daughter's lips.

"Here, drink this!" he said roughly.

"Oh, David, how can you speak so?" sobbed his wife.

"I can't help it.  I'm mad clean through," said David.

Then there was a hard bound upstairs, and George entered.  He was very
white, but he grinned at them with an appearance of unconcern.

"Hullo!" he said in a shaking voice, which he tried to control. "What on
earth's to pay in that vacant lot now?"

"Well, what is it?" demanded his father.

"Oh, nothing, only--well, there are lights over it exactly as if there
was a house there, just about where the windows would be.  It looked as
if you could walk right in, but when you look close there are those old
dried-up weeds rattling away on the ground the same as ever.  I looked
at it and couldn't believe my eyes.  A woman saw it, too.  She came
along just as I did.  She gave one look, then she screeched and ran.  I
waited for some one else, but nobody came."

Mr. Townsend rushed out of the room.

"I daresay it'll be gone when he gets there," began George, then he
stared round the room.  "What's to pay here?" he cried.

"Oh, George, the whole house shook all at once, and all the
looking-glasses broke," wailed his mother, and Adrianna and Cordelia
joined.

George whistled with pale lips.  Then Mr. Townsend entered.

"Well," asked George, "see anything?"

"I don't want to talk," said his father.  "I've stood just about
enough."

"We've got to sell out and go back to Townsend Centre," cried his wife
in a wild voice.  "Oh, David, say you'll go back."

"I won't go back for any such nonsense as this, and sell a twenty- five
thousand dollar house for five thousand," said he firmly.

But that very night his resolution was shaken.  The whole family watched
together in the dining-room.  They were all afraid to go to bed--that
is, all except possibly Mr. Townsend.  Mrs. Townsend declared firmly
that she for one would leave that awful house and go back to Townsend
Centre whether he came or not, unless they all stayed together and
watched, and Mr. Townsend yielded.  They chose the dining-room for the
reason that it was nearer the street should they wish to make their
egress hurriedly, and they took up their station around the dining-table
on which Cordelia had placed a luncheon.

"It looks exactly as if we were watching with a corpse," she said in a
horror-stricken whisper.

"Hold your tongue if you can't talk sense," said Mr. Townsend.

The dining-room was very large, finished in oak, with a dark blue paper
above the wainscotting.  The old sign of the tavern, the Blue Leopard,
hung over the mantel-shelf.  Mr. Townsend had insisted on hanging it
there.  He had a curious pride in it.  The family sat together until
after midnight and nothing unusual happened.  Mrs. Townsend began to
nod; Mr. Townsend read the paper ostentatiously. Adrianna and Cordelia
stared with roving eyes about the room, then at each other as if
comparing notes on terror.  George had a book which he studied
furtively.  All at once Adrianna gave a startled exclamation and
Cordelia echoed her.  George whistled faintly. Mrs. Townsend awoke with
a start and Mr. Townsend's paper rattled to the floor.

"Look!" gasped Adrianna.

The sign of the Blue Leopard over the shelf glowed as if a lantern hung
over it.  The radiance was thrown from above.  It grew brighter and
brighter as they watched.  The Blue Leopard seemed to crouch and spring
with life.  Then the door into the front hall opened--the outer door,
which had been carefully locked.  It squeaked and they all recognized
it.  They sat staring.  Mr. Townsend was as transfixed as the rest. 
They heard the outer door shut, then the door into the room swung open
and slowly that awful black group of people which they had seen in the
afternoon entered. The Townsends with one accord rose and huddled
together in a far corner; they all held to each other and stared.  The
people, their faces gleaming with a whiteness of death, their black
robes waving and folding, crossed the room.  They were a trifle above
mortal height, or seemed so to the terrified eyes which saw them.  They
reached the mantel-shelf where the sign-board hung, then a black- draped
long arm was seen to rise and make a motion, as if plying a knocker. 
Then the whole company passed out of sight, as if through the wall, and
the room was as before.  Mrs. Townsend was shaking in a nervous chill,
Adrianna was almost fainting, Cordelia was in hysterics.  David Townsend
stood glaring in a curious way at the sign of the Blue Leopard.  George
stared at him with a look of horror.  There was something in his
father's face which made him forget everything else.  At last he touched
his arm timidly.

"Father," he whispered.

David turned and regarded him with a look of rage and fury, then his
face cleared; he passed his hand over his forehead.

"Good Lord!  What DID come to me?" he muttered.

"You looked like that awful picture of old Tom Townsend in the garret in
Townsend Centre, father," whimpered the boy, shuddering.

"Should think I might look like 'most any old cuss after such darned
work as this," growled David, but his face was white.  "Go and pour out
some hot tea for your mother," he ordered the boy sharply.  He himself
shook Cordelia violently.  "Stop such actions!" he shouted in her ears,
and shook her again.  "Ain't you a church member?" he demanded; "what be
you afraid of?  You ain't done nothin' wrong, have ye?"

Then Cordelia quoted Scripture in a burst of sobs and laughter.

"Behold, I was shapen in iniquity; and in sin did my mother conceive
me," she cried out.  "If I ain't done wrong, mebbe them that's come
before me did, and when the Evil One and the Powers of Darkness is
abroad I'm liable, I'm liable!" Then she laughed loud and long and
shrill.

"If you don't hush up," said David, but still with that white terror and
horror on his own face, "I'll bundle you out in that vacant lot whether
or no.  I mean it."

Then Cordelia was quiet, after one wild roll of her eyes at him. The
colour was returning to Adrianna's cheeks; her mother was drinking hot
tea in spasmodic gulps.

"It's after midnight," she gasped, "and I don't believe they'll come
again to-night.  Do you, David?"

"No, I don't," said David conclusively.

"Oh, David, we mustn't stay another night in this awful house."

"We won't.  To-morrow we'll pack off bag and baggage to Townsend Centre,
if it takes all the fire department to move us," said David.

Adrianna smiled in the midst of her terror.  She thought of Abel Lyons.

The next day Mr. Townsend went to the real estate agent who had sold him
the house.

"It's no use," he said, "I can't stand it.  Sell the house for what you
can get.  I'll give it away rather than keep it."

Then he added a few strong words as to his opinion of parties who sold
him such an establishment.  But the agent pleaded innocent for the most
part.

"I'll own I suspected something wrong when the owner, who pledged me to
secrecy as to his name, told me to sell that place for what I could get,
and did not limit me.  I had never heard anything, but I began to
suspect something was wrong.  Then I made a few inquiries and found out
that there was a rumour in the neighbourhood that there was something
out of the usual about that vacant lot.  I had wondered myself why it
wasn't built upon.  There was a story about it's being undertaken once,
and the contract made, and the contractor dying; then another man took
it and one of the workmen was killed on his way to dig the cellar, and
the others struck.  I didn't pay much attention to it.  I never believed
much in that sort of thing anyhow, and then, too, I couldn't find out
that there had ever been anything wrong about the house itself, except
as the people who had lived there were said to have seen and heard queer
things in the vacant lot, so I thought you might be able to get along,
especially as you didn't look like a man who was timid, and the house
was such a bargain as I never handled before.  But this you tell me is
beyond belief."

"Do you know the names of the people who formerly owned the vacant lot?"
asked Mr. Townsend.

"I don't know for certain," replied the agent, "for the original owners
flourished long before your or my day, but I do know that the lot goes
by the name of the old Gaston lot.  What's the matter? Are you ill?"

"No; it is nothing," replied Mr. Townsend.  "Get what you can for the
house; perhaps another family might not be as troubled as we have been."

"I hope you are not going to leave the city?" said the agent, urbanely.

"I am going back to Townsend Centre as fast as steam can carry me after
we get packed up and out of that cursed house," replied Mr. David
Townsend.

He did not tell the agent nor any of his family what had caused him to
start when told the name of the former owners of the lot.  He remembered
all at once the story of a ghastly murder which had taken place in the
Blue Leopard.  The victim's name was Gaston and the murderer had never
been discovered.









The Screaming Skull


F. Marion Crawford


I have often heard it scream. No, I am not nervous, I am not imaginative,
and I never believed in ghosts, unless that thing is one. Whatever it is, it
hates me almost as much as it hated Luke Pratt, and it screams at me.


If I were you, I would never tell ugly stories about ingenious ways of
killing people, for you never can tell but that some one at the table may be
tired of his or her nearest and dearest. I have always blamed myself for
Mrs. Pratt's death, and I suppose I was responsible for it in a way, though
heaven knows I never wished her anything but long life and happiness. If I
had not told that story she might be alive yet. That is why the thing
screams at me, I fancy.


She was a good little woman, with a sweet temper, all things considered,
and a nice gentle voice; but I remember hearing her shriek once when she
thought her little boy was killed by a pistol that went off though everyone
was sure that it was not loaded. It was the same scream; exactly the same,
with a sort of rising quaver at the end; do you know what I mean?
Unmistakable.


The truth is, I had not realized that the doctor and his wife were not on
good terms. They used to bicker a bit now and then when I was here, and I
often noticed that little Mrs. Pratt got very red and bit her lip hard to
keep her temper, while Luke grew pale and said the most offensive things. He
was that sort when he was in the nursery, I remember, and afterwards at
school. He was my cousin, you know; that is how I came by this house; after
he died, and his boy Charley was killed in South Africa, there were no
relations left. Yes, it's a pretty little property, just the sort of thing
for an old sailor like me who has taken to gardening.


One always remembers one's mistakes much more vividly than one's cleverest
things, doesn't one? I've often noticed it. I was dining with the Pratts one
night, when I told them the story that afterwards made so much difference.
It was a wet night in November, and the sea was moaning. Hush!--if you don't
speak you will hear it now. . .


Do you hear the tide? Gloomy sound, isn't it? Sometimes, about this time
of year--hallo!--there it is! Don't be frightened, man--it won't eat
you--it's only a noise, after all! But I'm glad you've heard it, because
there are always people who think it's the wind, or my imagination, or
something. You won't hear it again tonight, I fancy, for it doesn't often
come more than once. Yes--that's right. Put another stick on the fire, and a
little more stuff into that weak mixture you're so fond of. Do you remember
old Blauklot the carpenter, on that German ship that picked us up when the
Clontarf went to the bottom? We were hove to in a howling gale one night, as
snug as you please, with no land within five hundred miles, and the ship
coming up and falling off as regularly as clockwork--"Biddy te boor beebles
ashore tis night, poys!" old Blauklot sang out, as he went off to his
quarters with the sail-maker. I often think of that, now that I'm ashore for
good and all.


Yes, it was on a night like this, when I was at home for a spell, waiting
to take the Olympia out on her first trip--it was on the next voyage that
she broke the record, you remember--but that dates it. Ninety-two was the
year, early in November.


The weather was dirty, Pratt was out of temper, and the dinner was bad,
very bad indeed, which didn't improve matters, and cold, which made it
worse. The poor little lady was very unhappy about it, and insisted on
making a Welsh rarebit on the table to counteract the raw turnips and the
half-boiled mutton. Pratt must have had a hard day. Perhaps he had lost a
patient. At all events, he was in a nasty temper.


"My wife is trying to poison me, you see!" he said. "She'll succeed some
day." I saw that she was hurt, and I made believe to laugh, and said that
Mrs. Pratt was much too clever to get rid of her husband in such a simple
way; and then I began to tell them about Japanese tricks with spun glass and
chopped horsehair and the like.


Pratt was a doctor, and knew a lot more than I did about such things, but
that only put me on my mettle, and I told a story about a woman in Ireland
who did for three husbands before anyone suspected foul play.


Did you never hear that tale? The fourth husband managed to keep awake and
caught her, and she was hanged. How did she do it? She drugged them, and
poured melted lead into their ears through a little horn funnel when they
were asleep... No--that's the wind whistling. It's backing up to the
southward again. I can tell by the sound. Besides, the other thing doesn't
often come more than once in an evening even at this time of year--when it
happened. Yes, it was in November. Poor Mrs. Pratt died suddenly in her bed
not long after I dined here. I can fix the date, because I got the news in
New York by the steamer that followed the Olympia when I took her out on her
first trip. You had the Leofric the same year? Yes, I remember. What a pair
of old buffers we are coming to be, you and I. Nearly fifty years since we
were apprentices together on the Clontarf. Shall you ever forget old
Blauklot? "Biddy te boor beebles ashore, poys!" Ha, ha! Take a little more,
with all that water. It's the old Hulstkamp I found in the cellar when this
house came to me, the same I brought Luke from Amsterdam five-and-twenty
years ago. He had never touched a drop of it. Perhaps he's sorry now, poor
fellow.


Where did I leave off? I told you that Mrs. Pratt died suddenly--yes. Luke
must have been lonely here after she was dead, I should think; I came to see
him now and then, and he looked worn and nervous, and told me that his
practice was growing too heavy for him, though he wouldn't take an assistant
on any account. Years went on, and his son was killed in South Africa, and
after that he began to be queer. There was something about him not like
other people. I believe he kept his senses in his profession to the end;
there was no complaint of his having made mad mistakes in cases, or anything
of that sort, but he had a look about him----


Luke was a red-headed man with a pale face when he was young, and he was
never stout; in middle age he turned a sandy grey, and after his son died he
grew thinner and thinner, till his head looked like a skull with parchment
stretched over it very tight, and his eyes had a sort of glare in them that
was very disagreeable to look at.


He had an old dog that poor Mrs. Pratt had been fond of, and that used to
follow her everywhere. He was a bulldog, and the sweetest tempered beast you
ever saw, though he had a way of hitching his upper lip behind one of his
fangs that frightened strangers a good deal. Sometimes, of an evening, Pratt
and Bumble--that was the dog's name--used to sit and look at each other a
long time, thinking about old times, I suppose, when Luke's wife used to sit
in that chair you've got. That was always her place, and this was the
doctor's, where I'm sitting. Bumble used to climb up by the footstool--he
was old and fat by that time, and could not jump much, and his teeth were
getting shaky. He would look steadily at Luke, and Luke looked steadily at
the dog, his face growing more and more like a skull with two little coals
for eyes; and after about five minutes or so, though it may have been less,
old Bumble would suddenly begin to shake all over, and all on a sudden he
would set up an awful howl, as if he had been shot, and tumble out of the
easy-chair and trot away, and hide himself under the sideboard, and lie
there making odd noises.


Considering Pratt's looks in those last months, the thing is not
surprising, you know. I'm not nervous or imaginative, but I can quite
believe he might have sent a sensitive woman into hysterics--his head looked
so much like a skull in parchment.


At last I came down one day before Christmas, when my ship was in dock and
I had three weeks off. Bumble was not about, and I said casually that I
supposed the old dog was dead.


"Yes," Pratt answered, and I thought there was something odd in his tone
even before he went on after a little pause. "I killed him," he said
presently. "I could stand it no longer."


I asked what it was that Luke could not stand, though I guessed well
enough.


"He had a way of sitting in her chair and glaring at me, and then
howling," Luke shivered a little. "He didn't suffer at all, poor old
Bumble," he went on in a hurry, as if he thought I might imagine he had been
cruel. "I put dionine into his drink to make him sleep soundly, and then I
chloroformed him gradually, so that he could not have felt suffocated even
if he was dreaming. It's been quieter since then."


I wondered what he meant, for the words slipped out as if he could not
help saying them. I've understood since. He meant that he did not hear that
noise so often after the dog was out of the way. Perhaps he thought at first
that it was old Bumble in the yard howling at the moon, though it's not that
kind of noise, is it? Besides, I know what it is, if Luke didn't. It's only
a noise after all, and a noise never hurt anybody yet. But he was much more
imaginative than I am. No doubt there really is something about this place
that I don't understand; but when I don't understand a thing, I call it a
phenomenon, and I don't take it for granted that it's going to kill me, as
he did. I don't understand everything, by long odds, nor do you, nor does
any man who has been to sea. We used to talk of tidal waves, for instance,
and we could not account for them; now we account for them by calling them
submarine earthquakes, and we branch off into fifty theories, any one of
which might make earthquakes quite comprehensible if we only knew what they
were. I fell in with one of them once, and the inkstand flew straight up
from the table against the ceiling of my cabin. The same thing happened to
Captain Lecky--I dare say you've read about it in his "Wrinkles". Very good.
If that sort of thing took place ashore, in this room for instance, a
nervous person would talk about spirits and levitation and fifty things that
mean nothing, instead of just quietly setting it down as a "phenomenon" that
has not been explained yet. My view of that voice, you see.


Besides, what is there to prove that Luke killed his wife? I would not
even suggest such a thing to anyone but you. After all, there was nothing
but the coincidence that poor little Mrs. Pratt died suddenly in her bed a
few days after I told that story at dinner. She was not the only woman who
ever died like that. Luke got the doctor over from the next parish, and they
agreed that she had died of something the matter with her heart Why not?
It's common enough.


Of course, there was the ladle. I never told anybody about that, and, it
made me start when I found it in the cupboard in the bedroom. It was new,
too--a little tinned iron ladle that had not been in the fire more than once
or twice, and there was some lead in it that had been melted, and stuck to
the bottom of the bowl, all grey, with hardened dross on it. But that proves
nothing. A country doctor is generally a handy man, who does everything for
himself, and Luke may have had a dozen reasons for melting a little lead in
a ladle. He was fond of sea-fishing, for instance, and he may have cast a
sinker for a night-line; perhaps it was a weight for the hall clock, or
something like that. All the same, when I found it I had a rather queer
sensation, because it looked so much like the thing I had described when I
told them the story. Do you understand? It affected me unpleasantly, and I
threw it away; it's at the bottom of the sea a mile from the Spit, and it
will be jolly well rusted beyond recognizing if it's ever washed up by the
tide.


You see, Luke must have bought it in the village, years ago, for the man
sells just such ladles still. I suppose they are used in cooking. In any
case, there was no reason why an inquisitive housemaid should find such a
thing lying about, with lead in it, and wonder what it was, and perhaps talk
to the maid who heard me tell the story at dinner--for that girl married the
plumber's son in the village, and may remember the whole thing.


You understand me, don't you? Now that Luke Pratt is dead and gone, and
lies buried beside his wife, with an honest man's tombstone at his head, I
should not care to stir up anything that could hurt his memory. They are
both dead, and their son, too. There was trouble enough about Luke's death,
as it was.


How? He was found dead on the beach one morning, and there was a coroner's
inquest. There were marks on his throat, but he had not been robbed. The
verdict was that he had come to his end "By the hands or teeth of some
person or animal unknown," for half the jury thought it might have been a
big dog that had thrown him down and gripped his windpipe, though the skin
of his throat was not broken. No one knew at what time he had gone out, nor
where he had been. He was found lying on his back above high-water mark, and
an old cardboard bandbox that had belonged to his wife lay under his hand,
open. The lid had fallen off. He seemed to have been carrying home a skull
in the box--doctors are fond of collecting such things. It had rolled out
and lay near his head, and it was a remarkably fine skull, rather small,
beautifully shaped and very white, with perfect teeth. That is to say, the
upper jaw was perfect, but there was no lower one at all, when I first saw
it.


Yes, I found it here when I came. You see, it was very white and polished,
like a thing meant to be kept under a glass case, and the people did not
know where it came from, nor what to do with it; so they put it back into
the bandbox and set it on the shelf of the cupboard in the best bedroom, and
of course they showed it to me when I took possession. I was taken down to
the beach, too, to be shown the place where Luke was found, and the old
fisherman explained just how he was lying, and the skull beside him. The
only point he could not explain was why the skull had rolled up the sloping
sand towards Luke's head instead of rolling downhill to his feet. It did not
seem odd to me at the time, but I have often thought of it since, for the
place is rather steep. I'll take you there tomorrow if you like--I made a
sort of cairn of stones there afterwards.


When he fell down, or was thrown down--whichever happened--the bandbox
struck the sand, and the lid came off, and the thing came out and ought to
have rolled down. But it didn't. It was close to his head almost touching
it, and turned with the face towards it. I say it didn't strike me as odd
when the man told me; but I could not help thinking about It afterwards,
again and again, till I saw a picture of it all when I closed my eyes; and
then I began to ask myself why the plaguey thing had rolled up instead of
down, and why it had stopped near Luke's head instead of anywhere else, a
yard away, for instance.


You naturally want to know what conclusion I reached, don't you? None that
at all explained the rolling, at all events. But I got something else into
my head, after a time, that made me feel downright uncomfortable.


Oh, I don't mean as to anything supernatural! There may be ghosts, or
there may not be. If there are, I'm not inclined to believe that they can
hurt living people except by frightening them, and, for my part, I would
rather face any shape of ghost than a fog in the Channel when it's crowded.
No. What bothered me was just a foolish idea, that's all, and I cannot tell
how it began, nor what made it grow till it turned into a certainty.


I was thinking about Luke and his poor wife one evening over my pipe and a
dull book, when it occurred to me that the skull might possibly be hers, and
I have never got rid of the thought since. You'll tell me there's no sense
in it, no doubt, that Mrs. Pratt was buried like a Christian and is lying in
the churchyard where they put her, and that it's perfectly monstrous to
suppose her husband kept her skull in her old bandbox in his bedroom. All
the same, in the face of reason, and common sense, and probability, I'm
convinced that he did. Doctors do all sorts of queer things that would make
men like you and me feel creepy, and those are Just the things that don't
seem probable, nor logical, nor sensible to us.


Then, don't you see?--if it really was her skull, poor woman, the only way
of accounting for his having it is that he really killed her, and did it in
that way, as the woman killed her husbands in the story, and that he was
afraid there might be an examination some day which would betray him. You
see, I told that too, and I believe it had really happened some fifty or
sixty years ago. They dug up the three skulls, you know, and there was a
small lump of lead rattling about in each one. That was what hanged the
woman. Luke remembered that, I'm sure. I don't want to know what he did when
he thought of it; my taste never ran in the direction of horrors, and I
don't fancy you care for them either, do you? No. If you did, you might
supply what is wanting to the story.


It must have been rather grim, eh? I wish I did not see the whole thing so
distinctly, just as everything must have happened. He took it the night
before she was buried, I'm sure, after the coffin had been shut, and when
the servant girl was asleep. I would bet anything, that when he'd got it, he
put something under the sheet in its place, to fill up and look like it.
What do you suppose he put there, under the sheet?


I don't wonder you take me up on what I'm saying! First I tell you that I
don't want to know what happened, and that I hate to think about horrors,
and then I describe the whole thing to you as if I had seen it. I'm quite
sure that it was her work-bag that he put there. I remember the bag very
well, for she always used it of an evening; it was made of brown plush, and
when it was stuffed full it was about the size of--you understand. Yes,
there I am, at it again! You may laugh at me, but you don't live here alone,
where it was done, and you didn't tell Luke the story about the melted lead.
I'm not nervous, I tell you, but sometimes I begin to feel that I understand
why some people are. I dwell on all this when I'm alone, and I dream of it,
and when that thing screams--well, frankly, I don't like the noise any more
than you do, though I should be used to it by this time.


I ought not to be nervous. I've sailed in a haunted ship. There was a Man
in the Top, and two-thirds of the crew died of the West Coast fever inside
of ten days after we anchored; but I was all right, then and afterwards. I
have seen some ugly sights, too, just as you have, and all the rest of us.
But nothing ever stuck in my head in the way this does.


You see, I've tried to get rid of the thing, but it doesn't like that. It
wants to be there in its place, in Mrs. Pratt's bandbox in the cupboard in
the best bedroom. It's not happy anywhere else. How do I know that? Because
I've tried it. You don't suppose that I've not tried, do you? As long as
it's there it only screams now and then, generally at this time of year, but
if I put it out of the house it goes on all night, and no servant will stay
here twenty-four hours. As it is, I've often been left alone and have been
obliged to shift for myself for a fortnight at a time. No one from the
village would ever pass a night under the roof now, and as for selling the
place, or even letting it, that's out of the question. The old women say
that if I stay here I shall come to a bad end myself before long.


I'm not afraid of that. You smile at the mere idea that anyone could take
such nonsense seriously. Quite right. It's utterly blatant nonsense, I agree
with you. Didn't I tell you that it's only a noise after all when you
started and looked round as if you expected to see a ghost standing behind
your chair?


I may be all wrong about the skull, and I like to think that I am when I
can. It may be just a fine specimen which Luke got somewhere long ago, and
what rattles about inside when you shake it may be nothing but a pebble, or
a bit of hard clay, or anything. Skulls that have lain long in the ground
generally have something inside them that rattles don't they? No, I've never
tried to get it out, whatever it is; I'm afraid it might be lead, don't you
see? And if it is, I don't want to know the fact, for I'd much rather not be
sure. If it really is lead, I killed her quite as much as if I had done the
deed myself. Anybody must see that, I should think. As long as I don't know
for certain, I have the consolation of saying that it's all utterly
ridiculous nonsense, that Mrs. Pratt died a natural death and that the
beautiful skull belonged to Luke when he was a student in London. But if I
were quite sure, I believe I should have to leave the house; indeed I do,
most certainly. As it is, I had to give up trying to sleep in the best
bedroom where the cupboard is


You ask me why I don't throw it into the pond--yes, but please don't call
it a "confounded bugbear"--it doesn't like being called names.


There! Lord, what a shriek! I told you so! You're quite pale, man. Fill up
your pipe and draw your chair nearer to the fire, and take some more drink.
Old Hollands never hurt anybody yet. I've seen a Dutchman in Java drink half
a jug of Hulstkamp in a morning without turning a hair. I don't take much
rum myself, because it doesn't agree with my rheumatism, but you are not
rheumatic and it won't damage you Besides, it's a very damp night outside.
The wind is howling again, and it will soon be in the south-west; do you
hear how the windows rattle? The tide must have turned too, by the moaning.


We should not have heard the thing again if you had not said that. I'm
pretty sure we should not. Oh yes, if you choose to describe it as a
coincidence, you are quite welcome, but I would rather that you should not
call the thing names again, if you don't mind. It may be that the poor
little woman hears, and perhaps it hurts her, don't you know? Ghosts? No!
You don't call anything a ghost that you can take in your hands and look at
in broad daylight, and that rattles when you shake it Do you, now? But it's
something that hears and understands; there's no doubt about that.


I tried sleeping in the best bedroom when I first came to the house just
because it was the best and most comfortable, but I had to give it up It was
their room, and there's the big bed she died in, and the cupboard is in the
thickness of the wall, near the head, on the left. That's where it likes to
be kept, in its bandbox. I only used the room for a fortnight after I came,
and then I turned out and took the little room downstairs, next to the
surgery, where Luke used to sleep when he expected to be called to a patient
during the night.


I was always a good sleeper ashore; eight hours is my dose, eleven to
seven when I'm alone, twelve to eight when I have a friend with me. But I
could not sleep after three o'clock in the morning in that room--a quarter
past, to be accurate--as a matter of fact, I timed it with my old pocket
chronometer, which still keeps good time, and it was always at exactly
seventeen minutes past three. I wonder whether that was the hour when she
died?


It was not what you have heard. If it had been that, I could not have
stood it two nights. It was just a start and a moan and hard breathing for a
few seconds in the cupboard, and it could never have waked me under ordinary
circumstances, I'm sure. I suppose you are like me in that, and we are just
like other people who have been to sea. No natural sounds disturb us at all,
not all the racket of a square-rigger hove to in a heavy gale, or rolling on
her beam ends before the wind. But if a lead pencil gets adrift and rattles
in the drawer of your cabin table you are awake in a moment. Just so--you
always understand. Very well, the noise in the cupboard was no louder than
that, but it waked me instantly.


I said it was like a "start". I know what I mean, but it's hard to explain
without seeming to talk nonsense. Of course you cannot exactly "hear" a
person "start"; at the most,you might hear the quick drawing of the breath
between the parted lips and closed teeth, and the almost imperceptible sound
of clothing that moved suddenly though very slightly. It was like that.


You know how one feels what a sailing vessel is going to do, two or three
seconds before she does it, when one has the wheel. Riders say the same of a
horse, but that's less strange, because the horse is a live animal with
feelings of its own, and only poets and landsmen talk about a ship being
alive, and all that. But I have always felt somehow that besides being a
steaming machine or a sailing machine for carrying weights, a vessel at sea
is a sensitive instrument, and a means of communication between nature and
man, and most particularly the man at the wheel, if she is steered by hand.
She takes her impressions directly from wind and sea, tide and stream, and
transmits them to the man's hand, just as the wireless telegraphy picks up
the interrupted currents aloft and turns them out below in the form of a
message.


You see what I am driving at; I felt that something started in the
cupboard, and I felt it so vividly that I heard it, though there may have'
been nothing to hear, and the sound inside my head waked me suddenly. But I
really heard the other noise. It was as if it were muffled inside a box, as
far away as if it came through a long-distance telephone; and yet I knew
that it was inside the cupboard near the head of my bed. My hair did not
bristle and my blood did not run cold that time. I simply resented being
waked up by something that had no business to make a noise, any more than a
pencil should rattle in the drawer of my cabin table on board ship. For I
did not understand; I just supposed that the cupboard had some communication
with the outside air, and that the wind had got in and was moaning through
it with a sort of very faint screech. I struck a light and looked at my
watch, and it was seventeen minutes past three. Then I turned over and went
to sleep on my right ear. That's my good one; I'm pretty deaf with the
other, for I struck the water with it when I was a lad in diving from the
fore-topsail yard. Silly thing to do, it was, but the result is very
convenient when I want to go to sleep when there's a noise.


That was the first night, and the same thing happened again and several
times afterwards, but not regularly, though it was always at the same time,
to a second; perhaps I was sometimes sleeping on my good ear, and sometimes
not. I overhauled the cupboard and there was no way by which the wind could
get in, or anything else, for the door makes a good fit, having been meant
to keep out moths, I suppose; Mrs. Pratt must have kept her winter things in
it, for it still smells of camphor and turpentine.


After about a fortnight I had had enough of the noises. So far I had said
to myself that it would be silly to yield to it and take the skull out of
the room. Things always look differently by daylight, don't they? But the
voice grew louder--I suppose one may call it a voice--and it got inside my
deaf ear, too, one night. I realized that when I was wide awake, for my good
ear was jammed down on the pillow, and I ought not to have heard a foghorn
in that position. But I heard that, and it made me lose my temper, unless it
scared me, for sometimes the two are not far apart. I struck a light and got
up, and I opened the cupboard, grabbed the bandbox and threw it out of the
window, as far as I could.


Then my hair stood on end. The thing screamed in the air, like a shell
from a twelve-inch gun. It fell on the other side of the road. The night was
very dark, and I could not see it fall, but I know it fell beyond the road
The window is just over the front door, it's fifteen yards to the fence,
more or less, and the road is ten yards wide. There's a thick-set hedge
beyond, along the glebe that belongs to the vicarage.


I did not sleep much more than night. It was not more than half an hour
after I had thrown the bandbox out when I heard a shriek outside--like what
we've had tonight, but worse, more despairing, I should call it; and it may
have been my imagination, but I could have sworn that the screams came
nearer and nearer each time. I lit a pipe, and walked up and down for a bit,
and then took a book and sat up reading, but I'll be hanged if I can
remember what I read nor even what the book was, for every now and then a
shriek came up that would have made a dead man turn in his coffin.


A little before dawn someone knocked at the front door. There was no
mistaking that for anything else, and I opened my window and looked down,
for I guessed that someone wanted the doctor, supposing that the new man had
taken Luke's house. It was rather a relief to hear a human knock after that
awful noise.


You cannot see the door from above, owing to the little porch. The
knocking came again, and I called out, asking who was there, but nobody
answered, though the knock was repeated. I sang out again, and said that the
doctor did not live here any longer. There was no answer, but it occurred to
me that it might be some old countryman who was stone deaf. So I took my
candle and went down to open the door. Upon my word, I was not thinking of
the thing yet, and I had almost forgotten the other noises. I went down
convinced that I should find somebody outside, on the doorstep, with a
message. I set the candle on the hall table, so that the wind should not
blow it out when I opened. While I was drawing the old-fashioned bolt I
heard the knocking again. It was not loud, and it had a queer, hollow sound,
now that I was close to it, I remember, but I certainly thought it was made
by some person who wanted to get in.


It wasn't. There was nobody there, but as I opened the door inward,
standing a little on one side, so as to see out at once, something rolled
across the threshold and stopped against my foot.


I drew back as I felt it, for I knew what it was before I looked down. I
cannot tell you how I knew, and it seemed unreasonable, for I am still quite
sure that I had thrown it across the road. It's a French window, that opens
wide, and I got a good swing when I flung it out. Besides, when I went out
early in the morning, I found the bandbox beyond the thick hedge.


You may think it opened when I threw it, and that the skull dropped out;
but that's impossible, for nobody could throw an empty cardboard box so far.
It's out of the question; you might as well try to fling a ball of paper
twenty-five yards, or a blown bird's egg.


To go back, I shut and bolted the hall door, picked the thing up
carefully, and put it on the table beside the candle. I did that
mechanically, as one instinctively does the right thing in danger without
thinking at all--unless one does the opposite. It may seem odd, but I
believe my first thought had been that somebody might come and find me there
on the threshold while it was resting against my foot, lying a little on its
side, and turning one hollow eye up at my face, as if it meant to accuse me.
And the light and shadow from the candle played in the hollows of the eyes
as it stood on the table, so that they seemed to open and shut at me. Then
the candle went out quite unexpectedly, though the door was fastened and
there was not the least draught; and I used up at least half a dozen matches
before it would burn again.


I sat down rather suddenly, without quite knowing why. Probably I had been
badly frightened, and perhaps you will admit there was no great shame in
being scared. The thing had come home, and it wanted to go upstairs, back to
its cupboard. I sat still and stared at it for a bit till I began to feel
very cold; then I took it and carried it up and set it in its place, and I
remember that I spoke to it, and promised that it should have its bandbox
again in the morning.


You want to know whether I stayed in the room till daybreak? Yes but I
kept a light burning, and sat up smoking and reading, most likely out of
fright; plain, undeniable fear, and you need not call it cowardice either,
for that's not the same thing. I could not have stayed alone with that thing
in the cupboard; I should have been scared to death, though I'm not more
timid than other people. Confound it all, man, it had crossed the road
alone, and had got up the doorstep and had knocked to be let in.


When the dawn came, I put on my boots and went out to find the bandbox. I
had to go a good way round, by the gate near the high road, and I found the
box open and hanging on the other side of the hedge. It had caught on the
twigs by the string, and the lid had fallen off and was lying on the ground
below it. That shows that it did not open till it was well over; and if it
had not opened as soon as it left my hand, what was inside it must have gone
beyond the road too.


That's all. I took the box upstairs to the cupboard, and put the skull
back and locked it up. When the girl brought me my breakfast she said she
was sorry, but that she must go, and she did not care if she lost her
month's wages. I looked at her, and her face was a sort of greenish
yellowish white. I pretended to be surprised, and asked what was the matter;
but that was of no use, for she just turned on me and wanted to know whether
I meant to stay in a haunted house, and how long I expected to live if I
did, for though she noticed I was sometimes a little hard of hearing, she
did not believe that even I could sleep through those screams again--and if
I could, why had I been moving about the house and opening and shutting the
front door, between three and four in the morning? There was no answering
that, since she had heard me, so off she went, and I was left to myself. I
went down to the village during the morning and found a woman who was
willing to come and do the little work there is and cook my dinner, on
condition that she might go home every night. As for me, I moved downstairs
that day, and I have never tried to sleep in the best bedroom since. After a
little while I got a brace of middle-aged Scotch servants from London, and
things were quiet enough for a long time. I began by telling them that the
house was in a very exposed position, and that the wind whistled round it a
good deal in the autumn and winter, which had given it a bad name in the
village, the Cornish people being inclined to superstition and telling ghost
stories. The two hard-faced, sandy-haired sisters almost smiled, and they
answered with great contempt that they had no great opinion of any Southern
bogey whatever, having been in service in two English haunted houses, where
they had never seen so much as the Boy in Grey, whom they reckoned no very
particular rarity in Forfarshire.


They stayed with me several months, and while they were in the house we
had peace and quiet. One of them is here again now, but she went away with
her sister within the year. This one--she was the cook--married the sexton,
who works in my garden. That's the way of it. It's a small village and he
has not much to do, and he knows enough about flowers to help me nicely,
besides doing most of the hard work; for though I'm fond of exercise, I'm
getting a little stiff in the hinges. He's a sober, silent sort of fellow,
who minds his own business, and he was a widower when I came here--Trehearn
is his name, James Trehearn. The Scottish sisters would not admit that there
was anything wrong about the house, but when November came they gave me
warning that they were going, on the ground that the chapel was such a long
walk from here, being in the next parish, and that they could not possibly
go to our church. But the younger one came back in the spring, and as soon
as the banns could be published she was married to James Trehearn by the
vicar, and she seems to have had no scruples about hearing him preach since
then. I'm quite satisfied, if she is! The couple live in a small cottage
that looks over the churchyard.


I suppose you are wondering what all this has to do with what I was
talking about. I'm alone so much that when an old friend comes to see me, I
sometimes go on talking just for the sake of hearing my own voice. But in
this case there is really a connection of ideas. It was James Trehearn who
buried poor Mrs. Pratt, and her husband after her in the same grave, and
it's not far from the back of his cottage. That's the connection in my mind,
you see. It's plain enough. He knows something; I'm quite sure that he does,
though he's such a reticent beggar.


Yes, I'm alone in the house at night now, for Mrs. Trehearn does
everything herself, and when I have a friend the sexton's niece comes in to
wait on the table. He takes his wife home every evening in winter, but in
summer, when there's light, she goes by herself. She's not a nervous woman,
but she's less sure than she used to be that there are no bogies in England
worth a Scotch-woman's notice. Isn't it amusing, the idea that Scotland has
a monopoly of the supernatural? Odd sort of national pride, I call that,
don't you?


That's a good fire, isn't it? When driftwood gets started at last there's
nothing like it, I think. Yes, we get lots of it, for I'm sorry to say there
are still a great many wrecks about here. It's a lonely coast, and you may
have all the wood you want for the trouble of bringing it in. Trehearn and I
borrow a cart now and then, and load it between here and the Spit. I hate a
coal fire when I can get wood of any sort A log is company, even if it's
only a piece of a deck beam or timber sawn off, and the salt in it makes
pretty sparks. See how they fly, like Japanese hand-fireworks! Upon my word,
with an old friend and a good fire and a pipe, one forgets all about that
thing upstairs, especially now that the wind has moderated. It's only a
lull, though, and it will blow a gale before morning.


You think you would like to see the skull? I've no objection. There's no
reason why you shouldn't have a look at it, and you never saw a more perfect
one in your life, except that there are two front teeth missing in the lower
jaw.


Oh yes--I had not told you about the jaw yet. Trehearn found it in the
garden last spring when he was digging a pit for a new asparagus bed. You
know we make asparagus beds six or eight feet deep here. Yes, yes--I had
forgotten to tell you that. He was digging straight down, just as he digs a
grave; if you want a good asparagus bed made, I advise you to get a sexton
to make it for you. Those fellows have a wonderful knack at that sort of
digging.


Trehearn had got down about three feet when he cut into a mass of white
lime in the side of the trench. He had noticed that the earth was a little
looser there, though he says it had not been disturbed for a number of
years. I suppose he thought that even old lime might not be good for
asparagus, so he broke it out and threw it up. It was pretty hard, he says,
in biggish lumps, and out of sheer force of habit he cracked the lumps with
his spade as they lay outside the pit beside him; the jaw bone of the skull
dropped out of one of the pieces. He thinks he must have knocked out the two
front teeth in breaking up the lime, but he did not see them anywhere. He's
a very experienced man in such things, as you may imagine, and he said at
once that the jaw had probably belonged to a young woman, and that the teeth
had been complete when she died. He brought it to me, and asked me if I
wanted to keep it; if I did not, he said he would drop it into the next
grave he made in the churchyard, as he supposed it was a Christian jaw, and
ought to have decent burial, wherever the rest of the body might be. I told
him that doctors often put bones into quicklime to whiten them nicely, and
that I supposed Dr Pratt had once had a little lime pit in the garden for
that purpose, and had forgotten the jaw. Trehearn looked at me quietly.


"Maybe it fitted that skull that used to be in the cupboard upstairs,
sir," he said. "Maybe Dr Pratt had put the skull into the lime to clean it,
or something, and when he took it out he left the lower jaw behind. There's
some human hair sticking in the lime, sir."


I saw there was, and that was what Trehearn said. If he did not suspect
something, why in the world should he have suggested that the jaw might fit
the skull? Besides, it did. That's proof that he knows more than he cares to
tell. Do you suppose he looked before she was buried? Or perhaps--when he
buried Luke in the same grave----


Well, well, it's of no use to go over that, is it? I said I would keep the
jaw with the skull, and I took it upstairs and fitted it into its place.
There's not the slightest doubt about the two belonging together, and
together they are.


Trehearn knows several things. We were talking about plastering the
kitchen a while ago, and he happened to remember that it had not been done
since the very week when Mrs. Pratt died. He did not say that the mason must
have left some lime on the place, but he thought it, and that it was the
very same lime he had found in the asparagus pit. He knows a lot. Trehearn
is one of your silent beggars who can put two and two together. That grave
is very near the back of his cottage, too, and he's one of the quickest men
with a spade I ever saw. If he wanted to know the truth, he could, and no
one else would ever be the wiser unless he chose to tell. In a quiet village
like ours, people don't go and spend the night in the churchyard to see
whether the sexton potters about by himself between ten o'clock and
daylight.


What is awful to think of, is Luke's deliberation, if he did it; his cool
certainty that no one would find him out; above all, his nerve, for that
must have been extraordinary. I sometimes think it's bad enough to live in
the place where it was done, if it really was done. I always put in the
condition, you see, for the sake of his memory, and a little bit for my own
sake, too.


I'll go upstairs and fetch the box in a minute. Let me light my pipe;
there's no hurry! We had supper early, and it's only half-past nine o'clock.
I never let a friend go to bed before twelve, or with less than three
glasses--you may have as many more as you like, but you shan't have less,
for the sake of old times.


It's breezing up again, do you hear? That was only a lull just now, and we
are going to have a bad night.


A thing happened that made me start a little when I found that the jaw
fitted exactly. I'm not very easily startled in that way myself, but I have
seen people make a quick movement, drawing their breath sharply, when they
had thought they were alone and suddenly turned and saw someone very near
them. Nobody can call that fear. You wouldn't, would you? No. Well, just
when I had set the jaw in its place under the skull, the teeth closed
sharply on my finger. It felt exactly as if it were biting me hard, and I
confess that I jumped before I realized that I had been pressing the jaw and
the skull together with my other hand. I assure you I was not at all
nervous. It was broad daylight, too, and a fine day, and the sun was
streaming into the best bedroom. It would have been absurd to be nervous,
and it was only a quick mistaken impression, but it really made me feel
queer. Somehow it made me think of the funny verdict of the coroner's jury
on Luke's death, "by the hand or teeth of some person or animal unknown".
Ever since that I've wished I had seen those marks on his throat, though the
lower jaw was missing then.


I have often seen a man do insane things with his hands that he does not
realize at all. I once saw a man hanging on by an old awning stop with one
hand, leaning backward, outboard, with all his weight on it, and he was just
cutting the stop with the knife in his other hand when I got my arms round
him. We were in mid-ocean, going twenty knots. He had not the smallest idea
what he was doing; neither had I when I managed to pinch my finger between
the teeth of that thing. I can feel it now. It was exactly as if it were
alive and were trying to bite me. It would if it could, for I know it hates
me, poor thing! Do you suppose that what rattles about inside is really a
bit of lead? Well, I'll get the box down presently, and if whatever it is
happens to drop out into your hands, that's your affair. If it's only a clod
of earth or a pebble, the whole matter would be off my mind, and I don't
believe I should ever think of the skull again; but somehow I cannot bring
myself to shake out the bit of hard stuff myself. The mere idea that it may
be lead makes me confoundedly uncomfortable, yet I've got the conviction
that I shall know before long. I shall certainly know. I'm sure Trehearn
knows, but he's such a silent beggar


I'll go upstairs now and get it. What? You had better go with me? Ha, ha!
do you think I'm afraid of a bandbox and a noise? Nonsense!


Bother the candle, it won't light! As if the ridiculous thing understood
what it's wanted for! Look at that--the third match. They light fast enough
for my pipe. There, do you see? It's a fresh box, just out of the tin safe
where I keep the supply on account of the dampness. Oh, you think the wick
of the candle may be damp, do you? All right, I'll light the beastly thing
in the fire. That won't go out, at all events. Yes, it sputters a bit, but
it will keep lighted now. It burns just like any other candle, doesn't it?
The fact is, candles are not very good about here. I don't know where they
come from, but they have a way of burning low occasionally, with a greenish
flame that spits tiny sparks, and I'm often annoyed by their going out of
themselves. It cannot be helped, for it will be long before we have
electricity in our village. It really is rather a poor light, isn't it?


You think I had better leave you the candle and take the lamp, do you? I
don't like to carry lamps about, that's the truth. I never dropped one in my
life, but I have always thought I might, and it's so confoundedly dangerous
if you do. Besides, I am pretty well used to these rotten candles by this
time.


You may as well finish that glass while I'm getting it, for I don't mean
to let you off with less than three before you go to bed. You won't have to
go upstairs, either, for I've put you in the old study next to the
surgery--that's where I live myself. The fact is, I never ask a friend to
sleep upstairs now. The last man who did was Crackenthorpe, and he said he
was kept awake all night. You remember old Crack, don't you? He stuck to the
Service, and they've just made him an admiral. Yes, I'm off now--unless the
candle goes out. I couldn't help asking if you remembered Crackenthorpe. If
anyone had told us that the skinny little idiot he used to be was to turn
out the most successful of the lot of us, we should have laughed at the
idea, shouldn't we? You and I did not do badly, it's true--but I'm really
going now. I don't mean to let you think that I've been putting it off by
talking! As if there were anything to be afraid of! If I were scared, I
should tell you so quite frankly, and get you to go upstairs with me.





Here's the box. I brought it down very carefully, so as not to disturb it,
poor thing. You see, if it were shaken, the jaw might get separated from it
again, and I'm sure it wouldn't like that. Yes, the candle went out as I was
coming downstairs, but that was the draught from the leaky window on the
landing. Did you hear anything? Yes, there was another scream. Am I pale, do
you say? That's nothing. My heart is a little queer sometimes, and I went
upstairs too fast. In fact, that's one reason why I really prefer to live
altogether on the ground floor.


Wherever the shriek came from, it was not from the skull, for I had the
box in my hand when I heard the noise, and here it is now; so we have proved
definitely that the screams are produced by something else. I've no doubt I
shall find out some day what makes them. Some crevice in the wall, of
course, or a crack in a chimney, or a chink in the frame of a window. That's
the way all ghost stories end in real life. Do you know, I'm jolly glad I
thought of going up and bringing it down for you to see, for that last
shriek settles the question. To think that I should have been so weak as to
fancy that the poor skull could really cry out like a living thing!


Now I'll open the box, and we'll take it out and look at it under the
bright light. It's rather awful to think that the poor lady used to sit
there, in your chair, evening after evening, in just the same light, isn't
it? But then--I've made up my mind that it's all rubbish from beginning to
end, and that it's just an old skull that Luke had when he was a student and
perhaps he put it into the lime merely to whiten it, and could not find the
jaw.


I made a seal on the string, you see, after I had put the jaw in its
place, and I wrote on the cover. There's the old white label on it still,
from the milliner's, addressed to Mrs. Pratt when the hat was sent to her,
and as there was room I wrote on the edge: "A skull, once the property of
the late Luke Pratt, MD." I don't quite know why I wrote that, unless it was
with the idea of explaining how the thing happened to be in my possession. I
cannot help wondering sometimes what sort of hat it was that came in the
bandbox. What colour was it, do you think? Was it a gay spring hat with a
bobbing feather and pretty ribands? Strange that the very same box should
hold the head that wore the finery--perhaps. No--we made up our minds that
it just came from the hospital in London where Luke did his time. It's far
better to look at it in that light, isn't it? There's no more connection
between that skull and poor Mrs. Pratt than there was between my story about
the lead and----


Good Lord! Take the lamp--don't let it go out, if you can help it--I'll
have the window fastened again in a second--I say, what a gale! There, it's
out! I told you so! Never mind, there's the firelight--I've got the window
shut--the bolt was only half down. Was the box blown off the table? Where
the deuce is it? There! That won't open again, for I've put up the bar. Good
dodge, an old-fashioned bar--there's nothing like it. Now, you find the
bandbox while I light the lamp. Confound those wretched matches! Yes, a pipe
spill is better--it must light in the fire--hadn't thought of it--thank
you--there we are again. Now, where's the box? Yes, put it back on the
table, and we'll open it.


That's the first time I have ever known the wind to burst that window
open; but it was partly carelessness on my part when I last shut it. Yes, of
course I heard the scream. It seemed to go all round the house before it
broke in at the window. That proves that it's always been the wind and
nothing else, doesn't it? When it was not the wind, it was my imagination
I've always been a very imaginative man: I must have been, though I did not
know it. As we grow older we understand ourselves better, don't you know?


I'll have a drop of the Hulstkamp neat, by way of an exception, since you
are filling up your glass. That damp gust chilled me, and with my rheumatic
tendency I'm very much afraid of a chill, for the cold sometimes seems to
stick in my joints all winter when it once gets in.


By George, that's good stuff! I'll just light a fresh pipe, now that
everything is snug again, and then we'll open the box. I'm so glad we heard
that last scream together, with the skull here on the table between us, for
a thing cannot possibly be in two places at the same time, and the noise
most certainly came from outside, as any noise the wind makes must. You
thought you heard it scream through the room after the window was burst
open? Oh yes, so did I, but that was natural enough when everything was
open. Of course we heard the wind. What could one expect?


Look here, please. I want you to see that the seal is intact before we
open the box together. Will you take my glasses? No, you have your own. All
right. The seal is sound, you see, and you can read the words of the motto
easily. "Sweet and low"--that's it--because the poem goes on "Wind of the
Western Sea", and says, "blow him again to me", and all that. Here is the
seal on my watch chain, where it's hung for more than forty years. My poor
little wife gave it to me when I was courting, and I never had any other. It
was just like her to think of those words--she was always fond of Tennyson.


It's no use to cut the string, for it's fastened to the box, so I'll just
break the wax and untie the knot, and afterwards we'll seal it up again. You
see, I like to feel that the thing is safe in its place, and that nobody can
take it out. Not that I should suspect Trehearn of meddling with it, but I
always feel that he knows a lot more than he tells.


You see, I've managed it without breaking the string, though when I
fastened it I never expected to open the bandbox again. The lid comes off
easily enough. There! Now look!


What! Nothing in it! Empty! It's gone, man, the skull is gone!


No, there's nothing the matter with me. I'm only trying to collect my
thoughts. It's so strange. I'm positively certain that it was inside when I
put on the seal last spring. I can't have imagined that: it's utterly
impossible. If I ever took a stiff glass with a friend now and then, I would
admit that I might have made some idiotic mistake when I had taken too much.
But I don't, and I never did. A pint of ale at supper and half a go of rum
at bedtime was the most I ever took in my good days. I believe it's always
we sober fellows who get rheumatism and gout! Yet there was my seal, and
there is the empty bandbox. That's plain enough.


I say, I don't half like this. It's not right. There's something wrong
about it, in my opinion. You needn't talk to me about supernatural
manifestations, for I don't believe in them, not a little bit! Somebody must
have tampered with the seal and stolen the skull. Sometimes, when I go out
to work in the garden in summer, I leave my watch and chain on the table.
Trehearn must have taken the seal then, and used it, for he would be quite
sure that I should not come in for at least an hour.


If it was not Trehearn--oh, don't talk to me about the possibility that
the thing has got out by itself! If it has, it must be somewhere about the
house, in some out-of-the-way corner, waiting. We may come upon it anywhere,
waiting for us, don't you know?--just waiting in the dark. Then it will
scream at me; it will shriek at me in the dark, for it hates me, I tell you!


The bandbox is quite empty. We are not dreaming, either of us. There, I
turn it upside down.


What's that? Something fell out as I turned it over. It's on the floor, it
s near your feet. I know it is, and we must find it. Help me to find it,
man. Have you got it? For God's sake, give it to me, quickly!


Lead! I knew it when I heard it fall. I knew it couldn't be anything else
by the little thud it made on the hearthrug. So it was lead after all and
Luke did it.


I feel a little bit shaken up--not exactly nervous, you know, but badly
shaken up, that's the fact. Anybody would, I should think. After all, you
cannot say that it's fear of the thing, for I went up and brought it
down--at least, I believed I was bringing it down, and that's the same
thing, and by George, rather than give in to such silly nonsense, I'll take
the box upstairs again and put it back in its place. It's not that. It's the
certainty that the poor little woman came to her end in that way, by my
fault, because I told the story. That's what is so dreadful. Somehow, I had
always hoped that I should never be quite sure of it, but there is no
doubting it now. Look at that!


Look at it! That little lump of lead with no particular shape. Think of
what it did, man! Doesn't it make you shiver? He gave her something to make
her sleep, of course, but there must have been one moment of awful agony.
Think of having boiling lead poured into your brain. Think of it. She was
dead before she could scream, but only think of--oh! there it is again--it's
just outside--I know it's just outside--I can't keep it out of my
head!--oh!--oh!





You thought I had fainted? No, I wish I had, for it would have stopped
sooner. It's all very well to say that it's only a noise, and that a noise
never hurt anybody--you're as white as a shroud yourself. There's only one
thing to be done, if we hope to close an eye tonight. We must find it and
put it back into its bandbox and shut it up in the cupboard, where it likes
to be I don't know how it got out, but it wants to get in again. That's why
it screams so awfully tonight--it was never so bad as this--never since I
first----


Bury it? Yes, if we can find it, we'll bury it, if it takes us all night.
We'll bury it six feet deep and ram down the earth over it, so that it shall
never get out again, and if it screams, we shall hardly hear it so deep
down. Quick, we'll get the lantern and look for it. It cannot be far away;
I'm sure it's just outside--it was coming in when I shut the window, I know
it.


Yes, you're quite right. I'm losing my senses, and I must get hold of
myself. Don't speak to me for a minute or two; I'll sit quite still and keep
my eyes shut and repeat something I know. That's the best way.


"Add together the altitude, the latitude, and the polar distance, divide
by two and subtract the altitude from the half-sum; then add the logarithm
of the secant of the latitude, the cosecant of the polar distance, the
cosine of the half-sum and the sine of the half-sum minus the
altitude"--there! Don't say that I'm out of my senses, for my memory is all
right, isn't it?


Of course, you may say that it's mechanical, and that we never forget the
things we learned when we were boys and have used almost every day for a
lifetime. But that's the very point. When a man is going crazy, it's the
mechanical part of his mind that gets out of order and won't work right; he
remembers things that never happened, or he sees things that aren't real, or
he hears noises when there is perfect silence. That's not what is the matter
with either of us, is it?


Come, we'll get the lantern and go round the house. It's not raining--only
blowing like old boots, as we used to say. The lantern is in the cupboard
under the stairs in the hall, and I always keep it trimmed in case of a
wreck.


No use to look for the thing? I don't see how you can say that. It was
nonsense to talk of burying it, of course, for it doesn't want to be buried;
it wants to go back into its bandbox and be taken upstairs, poor thing!
Trehearn took it out, I know, and made the seal over again. Perhaps he took
it to the churchyard, and he may have meant well. I dare say he thought that
it would not scream any more if it were quietly laid in consecrated ground,
near where it belongs. But it has come home. Yes, that's it. He's not half a
bad fellow, Trehearn, and rather religiously inclined, I think. Does not
that sound natural, and reasonable, and well meant? He supposed it screamed
because it was not decently buried--with the rest. But he was wrong. How
should he know that it screams at me because it hates me, and because it's
my fault that there was that little lump of lead in it?


No use to look for it, anyhow? Nonsense! I tell you it wants to be
found--Hark! what's that knocking? Do you hear it?
Knock--knock--knock--three times, then a pause, and then again. It has a
hollow sound, hasn't it?


It has come home. I've heard that knock before. It wants to come in and be
taken upstairs in its box. It's at the front door.


Will you come with me? We'll take it in. Yes, I own that I don't like to
go alone and open the door. The thing will roll in and stop against my foot,
just as it did before, and the light will go out. I'm a good deal shaken by
finding that bit of lead, and, besides, my heart isn't quite right--too much
strong tobacco, perhaps. Besides, I'm quite willing to own that I'm a bit
nervous tonight, if I never was before in my life.


That's right, come along! I'll take the box with me, so as not to come
back. Do you hear the knocking? It's not like any other knocking I ever
heard. If you will hold this door open, I can find the lantern under the
stairs by the light from this room without bringing the lamp into the
hall--it would only go out.


The thing knows we are coming--hark! It's impatient to get in. Don't shut
the door till the lantern is ready, whatever you do. There will be the usual
trouble with the matches, I suppose--no, the first one, by Jove! I tell you
it wants to get in, so there's no trouble. All right with that door now;
shut it, please. Now come and hold the lantern, for it's blowing so hard
outside that I shall have to use both hands. That's it, hold the light low.
Do you hear the knocking still? Here goes--I'll open just enough with my
foot against the bottom of the door--now!


Catch it! it's only the wind that blows it across the floor, that's
all--there s half a hurricane outside, I tell you! Have you got it? The
bandbox is on the table. One minute, and I'll have the bar up. There!


Why did you throw it into the box so roughly? It doesn't like that, you
know.


What do you say? Bitten your hand? Nonsense, man! You did just what I did.
You pressed the jaws together with your other hand and pinched yourself. Let
me see. You don't mean to say you have drawn blood? You must have squeezed
hard by Jove, for the skin is certainly torn. I'll give you some carbolic
solution for it before we go to bed, for they say a scratch from a skull's
tooth may go bad and give trouble.


Come inside again and let me see it by the lamp. I'll bring the
bandbox--never mind the lantern, it may just as well burn in the hall for I
shall need it presently when I go up the stairs. Yes, shut the door if you
will; it makes it more cheerful and bright. Is your finger still bleeding?
I'll get you the carbolic in an instant; just let me see the thing.


Ugh! There's a drop of blood on the upper jaw. It's on the eyetooth.
Ghastly, isn't it? When I saw it running along the floor of the hall, the
strength almost went out of my hands, and I felt my knees bending, then I
understood that it was the gale, driving it over the smooth boards. You don
t blame me? No, I should think not! We were boys together, and we've seen a
thing or two, and we may just as well own to each other that we were both in
a beastly funk when it slid across the floor at you. No wonder you pinched
your finger picking it up, after that, if I did the same thing out of sheer
nervousness, in broad daylight, with the sun streaming in on me.


Strange that the jaw should stick to it so closely, isn't it? I suppose
it's the dampness, for it shuts like a vice--I have wiped off the drop of
blood, for it was not nice to look at. I'm not going to try to open the
jaws, don't be afraid! I shall not play any tricks with the poor thing, but
I'll just seal the box again, and we'll take it upstairs and put it away
where it wants to be. The wax is on the writing-table by the window. Thank
you. It will be long before I leave my seal lying about again, for Trehearn
to use, I can tell you. Explain? I don't explain natural phenomena, but if
you choose to think that Trehearn had hidden it somewhere in the bushes, and
that the gale blew it to the house against the door, and made it knock, as
if it wanted to be let in, you're not thinking the impossible, and I'm quite
ready to agree with you.


Do you see that? You can swear that you've actually seen me seal it this
time, in case anything of the kind should occur again. The wax fastens the
strings to the lid, which cannot possibly be lifted, even enough to get in
one finger. You're quite satisfied, aren't you? Yes. Besides, I shall lock
the cupboard and keep the key in my pocket hereafter.


Now we can take the lantern and go upstairs. Do you know? I'm very much
inclined to agree with your theory that the wind blew it against the house.
I'll go ahead, for I know the stairs; just hold the lantern near my feet as
we go up. How the wind howls and whistles! Did you feel the sand on the
floor under your shoes as we crossed the hall?


Yes--this is the door of the best bedroom. Hold up the lantern, please.
This side, by the head of the bed. I left the cupboard open when I got the
box. Isn't it queer how the faint odour of women's dresses will hang about
an old closet for years? This is the shelf. You've seen me set the box
there, and now you see me turn the key and put it into my pocket. So that's
done!


Goodnight. Are you sure you're quite comfortable? It's not much of a room,
but I dare say you would as soon sleep here as upstairs tonight. If you want
anything, sing out; there's only a lath and plaster partition between us.
There's not so much wind on this side by half. There's the Hollands on the
table, if you'll have one more nightcap. No? Well, do as you please.
Goodnight again, and don't dream about that thing, if you can.


***


The following paragraph appeared in the Penraddon News, 23rd November
1906:


                MYSTERIOUS DEATH OF A RETIRED SEA CAPTAIN


          The village of Tredcombe is much disturbed by the
          strange death of Captain Charles Braddock, and all sorts
          of impossible stories are circulating with regard to the
          circumstances, which certainly seem difficult of
          explanation. The retired captain, who had successfully
          commanded in his time the largest and fastest liners
          belonging to one of the principal transatlantic
          steamship companies, was found dead in his bed on
          Tuesday morning in his own cottage, a quarter of a mile
          from the village. An examination was made at once by the
          local practitioner, which revealed the horrible fact
          that the deceased had been bitten in the throat by a
          human assailant, with such amazing force as to crush the
          windpipe and cause death. The marks of the teeth of both
          jaws were so plainly visible on the skin that they could
          be counted, but the perpetrator of the deed had
          evidently lost the two lower middle incisors. It is
          hoped that this peculiarity may help to identify the
          murderer, who can only be a dangerous escaped maniac.
          The deceased, though over sixty-five years of age, is
          said to have been a hale man of considerable physical
          strength, and it is remarkable that no signs of any
          struggle were visible in the room, nor could it be
          ascertained how the murderer had entered the house.
          Warning has been sent to all the insane asylums in the
          United Kingdom, but as yet no information has been
          received regarding the escape of any dangerous patient.


          The coroner's Jury returned the somewhat singular
          verdict that Captain Braddock came to his death "by the
          hands or teeth of some person unknown". The local
          surgeon is said to have expressed privately the opinion
          that the maniac is a woman, a view he deduces from the
          small size of the jaws, as shown by the marks of the
          teeth. The whole affair is shrouded in mystery. Captain
          Braddock was a widower, and lived alone. He leaves no
          children.




(AUTHOR'S NOTE.--Students of ghost lore and haunted houses will find the
foundation of the foregoing story in the legends about a skull which is
still preserved in the farmhouse called Bettiscombe Manor, situated, I
believe, on the Dorsetshire coast.)







The Succubus

Honore de Balzac



Prologue

A number of persons of the noble country of Touraine, considerably
edified by the warm search which the author is making into the
antiquities, adventures, good jokes, and pretty tales of that blessed
land, and believing for certain that he should know everything, have
asked him (after drinking with him of course understood), if he had
discovered the etymological reason, concerning which all the ladies of
the town are so curious, and from which a certain street in Tours is
called the Rue Chaude. By him it was replied, that he was much
astonished to see that the ancient inhabitants had forgotten the great
number of convents situated in this street, where the severe
continence of the monks and nuns might have caused the walls to be
made so hot that some woman of position should increase in size from
walking too slowly along them to vespers. A troublesome fellow,
wishing to appear learned, declared that formerly all the
scandalmongers of the neighbourhood were wont to meet in this place.
Another entangled himself in the minute suffrages of science, and
poured forth golden words without being understood, qualifying words,
harmonising the melodies of the ancient and modern, congregating
customs, distilling verbs, alchemising all languages since the Deluge,
of the Hebrew, Chaldeans, Egyptians, Greeks, Latins, and of Turnus,
the ancient founder of Tours; and the good man finished by declaring
that chaude or chaulde with the exception of the H and the L, came
from Cauda, and that there was a tail in the affair, but the ladies
only understood the end of it. An old man observed that in this same
place was formerly a source of thermal water, of which his great great
grandfather had drunk. In short, in less time than it takes a fly to
embrace its sweetheart, there had been a pocketful of etymologies, in
which the truth of the matter had been less easily found than a louse
in the filthy beard of a Capuchin friar. But a man well learned and
well informed, through having left his footprint in many monasteries,
consumed much midnight oil, and manured his brain with many a volume--
himself more encumbered with pieces, dyptic fragments, boxes,
charters, and registers concerning the history of Touraine than is a
gleaner with stalks of straw in the month of August--this man, old,
infirm, and gouty, who had been drinking in his corner without saying
a word, smiled the smile of a wise man and knitted his brows, the said
smile finally resolving itself into a pish! well articulated, which
the Author heard and understood it to be big with an adventure
historically good, the delights of which he would be able to unfold in
this sweet collection.


To be brief, on the morrow this gouty old fellow said to him, "By your
poem, which is called 'The Venial Sin,' you have forever gained my
esteem, because everything therein is true from head to foot--which I
believe to be a precious superabundance in such matters. But doubtless
you do not know what became of the Moor placed in religion by the said
knight, Bruyn de la Roche-Corbon. I know very well. Now if this
etymology of the street harass you, and also the Egyptian nun, I will
lend you a curious and antique parchment, found by me in the Olim of
the episcopal palace, of which the libraries were a little knocked
about at a period when none of us knew if he would have the pleasure
of his head's society on the morrow. Now will not this yield you a
perfect contentment?"


"Good!" said the author.


Then this worthy collector of truths gave certain rare and dusty
parchments to the author, the which he has, not without great labour,
translated into French, and which were fragments of a most ancient
ecclesiastical process. He has believed that nothing would be more
amusing than the actual resurrection of this antique affair, wherein
shines forth the illiterate simplicity of the good old times. Now,
then, give ear. This is the order in which were the manuscripts, of
which the author has made use in his own fashion, because the language
was devilishly difficult.


I - WHAT THE SUCCUBUS WAS.


In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti. Amen.


In the year of our Lord, one thousand two hundred and seventy-one,
before me, Hierome Cornille, grand inquisitor and ecclesiastical judge
(thereto commissioned by the members of the chapter of Saint Maurice,
the cathedral of Tours, having of this deliberated in the presence of
our Lord Jean de Montsoreau, archbishop--namely, the grievances and
complaints of the inhabitants of the said town, whose request is here
subjoined), have appeared certain noblemen, citizens, and inhabitants
of the diocese, who have stated the following facts concerning a demon
suspected of having taken the features of a woman, who has much
afflicted the minds of the diocese, and is at present a prisoner in
the jail of the chapter; and in order to arrive at the truth of the
said charge we have opened the present court, this Monday, the
eleventh day of December, after mass, to communicate the evidence of
each witness to the said demon, to interrogate her upon the said
crimes to her imputed, and to judge her according to the laws enforced
contra demonios.


In this inquiry has assisted me to write the evidence therein given,
Guillaume Tournebouche, rubrican of the chapter, a learned man.


Firstly has come before us one Jehan, surnamed Tortebras, a citizen of
Tours, keeping by licence the hostelry of La Cigoyne, situated on the
Place du Pont, and who has sworn by the salvation of his soul, his
hand upon the holy Evangelists, to state no other thing than that
which by himself hath been seen and heard.


He hath stated as here followeth:--


"I declare that about two years before the feast of St. Jehan, upon
which are the grand illuminations, a gentleman, at first unknown to
me, but belonging without doubt to our lord the King, and at that time
returned to our country from the Holy Land, came to me with the
proposition that I should let to him at rental a certain country-house
by me built, in the quit rent of the chapter over against the place
called of St. Etienne, and the which I let to him for nine years, for
the consideration of three besans of fine gold. In the said house was
placed by the said knight a fair wench having the appearance of a
woman, dressed in the strange fashion of the Saracens Mohammedans,
whom he would allow by none to be seen or to be approached within a
bow-shot, but whom I have seen with mine own eyes, weird feathers upon
her head, and eyes so flaming that I cannot adequately describe them,
and from which gleamed forth a fire of hell. The defunct knight having
threatened with death whoever should appear to spy about the said
house, I have by reason of great fear left the said house, and I have
until this day secretly kept to my mind certain presumptions and
doubts concerning the bad appearance of the said foreigner, who was
more strange than any woman, her equal not having as yet by me been
seen.


"Many persons of all conditions having at the time believed the said
knight to be dead, but kept upon his feet by virtue of the said
charms, philters, spells, and diabolical sorceries of this seeming
woman, who wished to settle in our country, I declare that I have
always seen the said knight so ghastly pale that I can only compare
his face to the wax of a Paschal candle, and to the knowledge of all
the people of the hostelry of La Cigoyne, this knight was interred
nine days after his first coming. According to the statement of his
groom, the defunct had been chalorously coupled with the said Moorish
woman during seven whole days shut up in my house, without coming out
from her, the which I heard him horribly avow upon his deathbed.
Certain persons at the present time have accused this she-devil of
holding the said gentleman in her clutches by her long hair, the which
was furnished with certain warm properties by means of which are
communicated to Christians the flames of hell in the form of love,
which work in them until their souls are by this means drawn from
their bodies and possessed by Satan. But I declare that I have seen
nothing of this excepting the said dead knight, bowelless, emaciated,
wishing, in spite of his confessor, still to go to this wench; and
then he has been recognised as the lord de Bueil, who was a crusader,
and who was, according to certain persons of the town, under the spell
of a demon whom he had met in the Asiatic country of Damascus or
elsewhere.


"Afterwards I have let my house to the said unknown lady, according to
the clauses of the deed of lease. The said lord of Bueil, being
defunct, I had nevertheless been into my house in order to learn from
the said foreign woman if she wished to remain in my dwelling, and
after great trouble was led before her by a strange, half-naked black
man, whose eyes were white.


"Then I have seen the said Moorish woman in a little room, shining
with gold and jewels, lighted with strange lights, upon an Asiatic
carpet, where she was seated, lightly attired, with another gentleman,
who was there imperiling his soul; and I had not the heart bold enough
to look upon her, seeing that her eyes would have incited me
immediately to yield myself up to her, for already her voice thrilled
into my very belly, filled my brain, and debauched my mind. Finding
this, from the fear of God, and also of hell, I have departed with
swift feet, leaving my house to her as long as she liked to retain it,
so dangerous was it to behold that Moorish complexion from which
radiated diabolical heats, besides a foot smaller than it was lawful
in a real woman to possess; and to hear her voice, which pierced into
one's heart! And from that day I have lacked the courage to enter my
house from great fear of falling into hell. I have said my say."


To the said Tortebras we have then shown an Abyssinian, Nubian or
Ethiopian, who, black from head to foot, had been found wanting in
certain virile properties with which all good Christians are usually
furnished, who, having persevered in his silence, after having been
tormented and tortured many times, not without much moaning, has
persisted in being unable to speak the language of our country. And
the said Tortebras has recognised the said Abyss heretic as having
been in his house in company with the said demoniacal spirit, and is
suspected of having lent his aid to her sorcery.


And the said Tortebras has confessed his great faith in the Catholic
religion, and declared no other things to be within his knowledge save
certain rumours which were known to every one, of which he had been in
no way a witness except in the hearing of them.



In obedience to the citations served upon him, has appeared then,
Matthew, surname Cognefestu, a day-labourer of St. Etienne, whom,
after having sworn by the holy Evangelists to speak the truth, has
confessed to us always to have seen a bright light in the dwelling of
the said foreign woman, and heard much wild and diabolical laughter on
the days and nights of feasts and fasts, notably during the days of
the holy and Christmas weeks, as if a great number of people were in
the house. And he has sworn to have seen by the windows of the said
dwellings, green buds of all kinds in the winter, growing as if by
magic, especially roses in a time of frost, and other things for which
there was a need of a great heat; but of this he was in no way
astonished, seeing that the said foreigner threw out so much heat that
when she walked in the evening by the side of his wall he found on the
morrow his salad grown; and on certain occasions she had by the
touching of her petticoats, caused the trees to put forth leaves and
hasten the buds. Finally, the said, Cognefestu has declared to us to
know no more, because he worked from early morning, and went to bed at
the same hour as the fowls.


Afterwards the wife of the aforesaid Cognefestu has by us been
required to state also upon oath the things come to her cognisance in
this process, and has avowed naught save praises of the said
foreigner, because since her coming her man had treated her better in
consequence of the neighbourhood of this good lady, who filled the air
with love, as the sun did light, and other incongruous nonsense, which
we have not committed to writing.


To the said Cognefestu and to his wife we have shown the said unknown
African, who has been seen by them in the gardens of the house, and is
stated by them for certain to belong to the said demon. In the third
place, has advanced Harduin V., lord of Maille, who being by us
reverentially begged to enlighten the religion of the church, has
expressed his willingness so to do, and has, moreover, engaged his
word, as a gallant knight, to say no other thing than that which he
has seen. Then he has testified to have known in the army of the
Crusades the demon in question, and in the town of Damascus to have
seen the knight of Bueil, since defunct, fight at close quarters to be
her sole possessor. The above-mentioned wench, or demon, belonged at
that time to the knight Geoffroy IV., Lord of Roche-Pozay, by whom she
was said to have been brought from Touraine, although she was a
Saracen; concerning which the knights of France marvelled much, as
well as at her beauty, which made a great noise and a thousand
scandalous ravages in the camp. During the voyage this wench was the
cause of many deaths, seeing that Roche-Pozay had already discomfited
certain Crusaders, who wished to keep her to themselves, because she
shed, according to certain knights petted by her in secret, joys
around her comparable to none others. But in the end the knight of
Bueil, having killed Geoffroy de la Roche-Pozay, became lord and
master of this young murderess, and placed her in a convent, or harem,
according to the Saracen custom. About this time one used to see her
and hear her chattering as entertainment many foreign dialects, such
as the Greek or the Latin empire, Moorish, and, above all, French
better than any of those who knew the language of France best in the
Christian host, from which sprang the belief that she was demoniacal.



The said knight Harduin has confessed to us not to have tilted for her
in the Holy Land, not from fear, coldness or other cause, so much as
that he believed the time had arrived for him to bear away a portion
of the true cross, and also he had belonging to him a noble lady of
the Greek country, who saved him from this danger in denuding him of
love, morning and night, seeing that she took all of it substantially
from him, leaving him none in his heart or elsewhere for others.


And the said knight has assured us that the woman living in the
country house of Tortebras, was really the said Saracen woman, come
into the country from Syria, because he had been invited to a midnight
feast at her house by the young Lord of Croixmare, who expired the
seventh day afterwards, according to the statement of the Dame de
Croixmare, his mother, ruined all points by the said wench, whose
commerce with him had consumed his vital spirit, and whose strange
phantasies had squandered his fortune.


Afterwards questioned in his quality of a man full of prudence, wisdom
and authority in this country, upon the ideas entertained concerning
the said woman, and summoned by us to open his conscience, seeing that
it was a question of a most abominable case of Christian faith and
divine justice, answer has been made by the said knight:--


That by certain of the host of Crusaders it has been stated to him
that always this she-devil was a maid to him who embraced her, and
that Mammon was for certain occupied in her, making for her a new
virtue for each of her lovers, and a thousand other foolish sayings of
drunken men, which were not of a nature to form a fifth gospel. But
for a fact, he, an old knight on that turn of life, and knowing
nothing more of the aforesaid, felt himself again a young man in that
last supper with which he had been regaled by the lord of Croixmare;
then the voice of this demon went straight to his heart before flowing
into his ears, and had awakened so great a love in his body that his
life was ebbing from the place whence it should flow, and that
eventually, but for the assistance of Cyprus wine, which he had drunk
to blind his sight, and his getting under the table in order no longer
to gaze upon the fiery eyes of his diabolical hostess, and not to rend
his heart from her, without doubt he would have fought the young
Croixmare, in order to enjoy for a single moment this supernatural
woman. Since then he had had absolution from his confessor for the
wicked thought. Then, by advice from on high, he had carried back to
his house his portion of the true Cross, and had remained in his own
manor, where, in spite of his Christian precautions, the said voice
still at certain times tickled his brain, and in the morning often had
he in remembrance this demon, warm as brimstone; and because the look
of this wench was so warm that it made him burn like a young man, be
half dead, and because it cost him then many transshipments of the
vital spirit, the said knight has requested us not to confront him
with the empress of love to whom, if it were not the devil, God the
Father had granted strange liberties with the minds of men.
Afterwards, he retired, after reading over his statement, not without
having first recognised the above-mentioned African to be the servant
and page of the lady.



In the fourth place, upon the faith pledged in us in the name of the
Chapter and of our Lord Archbishop, that he should not be tormented,
tortured, nor harassed in any manner, nor further cited after his
statement, in consequence of his commercial journeys, and upon the
assurance that he should retire in perfect freedom, has come before us
a Jew, Salomon al Rastchid, who, in spite of the infamy of his person
and his Judaism, has been heard by us to this one end, to know
everything concerning the conduct of the aforesaid demon. Thus he has
not been required to take any oath this Salomon, seeing that he is
beyond the pale of the Church, separated from us by the blood of our
saviour (trucidatus Salvatore inter nos). Interrogated by us as to why
he appeared without the green cap upon his head, and the yellow wheel
in the apparent locality of the heart in his garment, according to the
ecclesiastical and royal ordinances, the said de Rastchid has
exhibited to us letters patent of the seneschal of Touraine and
Poitou. Then the said Jew has declared to us to have done a large
business for the lady dwelling in the house of the innkeeper
Tortebras, to have sold to her golden chandeliers, with many branches,
minutely engraved, plates of red silver, cups enriched with stones,
emeralds and rubies; to have brought for her from the Levant a number
of rare stuffs, Persian carpets, silks, and fine linen; in fact,
things so magnificent that no queen in Christendom could say she was
so well furnished with jewels and household goods; and that he had for
his part received from her three hundred thousand pounds for the
rarity of the purchases in which he had been employed, such as Indian
flowers, poppingjays, birds' feathers, spices, Greek wines, and
diamonds. Requested by us, the judge, to say if he had furnished
certain ingredients of magical conjuration, the blood of new-born
children, conjuring books, and things generally and whatsoever made
use of by sorcerers, giving him licence to state his case without that
thereupon he should be the subject to any further inquest or inquiry,
the said al Rastchid has sworn by his Hebrew faith never to have had
any such commerce; and has stated that he was involved in too high
interests to give himself to such miseries, seeing that he was the
agent of certain most powerful lords, such as the Marquis de
Montferrat, the King of England, the King of Cyprus and Jerusalem, the
Court of Provence, lords of Venice, and many German gentleman; to have
belonging to him merchant galleys of all kinds, going into Egypt with
the permission of the Sultan, and he trafficking in precious articles
of silver and of gold, which took him often into the exchange of
Tours. Moreover, he has declared that he considered the said lady, the
subject of inquiry, to be a right royal and natural woman, with the
sweetest limbs, and the smallest he has ever seen. That in consequence
of her renown for a diabolical spirit, pushed by a wild imagination,
and also because that he was smitten with her, he had heard once that
she was husbandless, proposed to her to be her gallant, to which
proposition she willingly acceded. Now, although from that night he
felt his bones disjointed and his bowels crushed, he had not yet
experienced, as certain persons say, that who once yielded was free no
more; he went to his fate as lead into the crucible of the alchemist.
Then the said Salomon, to whom we have granted his liberty according
to the safe conduct, in spite of the statement, which proves
abundantly his commerce with the devil, because he had been saved
there where all Christians have succumbed, has admitted to us an
agreement concerning the said demon. To make known that he had made an
offer to the chapter of the cathedral to give for the said semblance
of a woman such a ransom, if she were condemned to be burned alive,
that the highest of the towers of the Church of St. Maurice, at
present in course of construction, could therewith be finished.


The which we have noted to be deliberated upon at an opportune time by
the assembled chapter. And the said Salomon has taken his departure
without being willing to indicate his residence, and has told us that
he can be informed of the deliberation of the chapter by a Jew of the
synagogue of Tours, a name Tobias Nathaneus. The said Jew has before
his departure been shown the African, and has recognised him as the
page of the demon, and has stated the Saracens to have the custom of
mutilating their slaves thus, to commit to them the task of guarding
their women by an ancient usage, as it appears in the profane
histories of Narsez, general of Constantinople, and others.


On the morrow after mass has appeared before us the most noble and
illustrious lady of Croixmare. The same has worn her faith in the holy
Evangelists, and has related to us with tears how she had placed her
eldest son beneath the earth, dead by reason of his extravagant amours
with this female demon. The which noble gentleman was three-and-twenty
years of age; of good complexion, very manly and well bearded like his
defunct sire. Notwithstanding his great vigour, in ninety days he had
little by little withered, ruined by his commerce with the succubus of
the Rue Chaude, according to the statement of the common people; and
her maternal authority over the son had been powerless. Finally in his
latter days he appeared like a poor dried up worm, such as
housekeepers meet with in a corner when they clean out the dwelling-
rooms. And always, so long as he had the strength to go, he went to
shorten his life with this cursed woman; where, also, he emptied his
cash-box. When he was in his bed, and knew his last hour had come, he
swore at, cursed, and threatened and heaped upon all--his sister, his
brother, and upon her his mother--a thousand insults, rebelled in the
face of the chaplain; denied God, and wished to die in damnation; at
which were much afflicted the retainers of the family, who, to save
his soul and pluck it from hell, have founded two annual masses in the
cathedral. And in order to have him buried in consecrated ground, the
house of Croixmare has undertaken to give to the chapter, during one
hundred years, the wax candles for the chapels and the church, upon
the day of the Paschal feast. And, in conclusion, saving the wicked
words heard by the reverend person, Dom Loys Pot, a nun of
Marmoustiers, who came to assist in his last hours the said Baron de
Croixmaire affirms never to have heard any words offered by the
defunct, touching the demon who had undone him.


And therewith has retired the noble and illustrious lady in deep
mourning.


In the sixth place has appeared before us, after adjournment,
Jacquette, called Vieux-Oing, a kitchen scullion, going to houses to
wash dishes, residing at present in the Fishmarket, who, after having
placed her word to say nothing she did not hold to be true, has
declared as here follows:--Namely, that one day she, being come into
the kitchen of the said demon, of whom she had no fear, because she
was wont to regale herself only upon males, she had the opportunity of
seeing in the garden this female demon, superbly attired, walking in
company with a knight, with whom she was laughing, like a natural
woman. Then she had recognised in this demon that true likeness of the
Moorish woman placed as a nun in the convent of Notre Dame de
l'Egrignolles by the defunct seneschal of Touraine and Poitou, Messire
Bruyn, Count of Roche-Corbon, the which Moorish woman had been left in
the situation and place of the image of our Lady the Virgin, the
mother of our Blessed Saviour, stolen by the Egyptians about eighteen 
years since. Of this time, in consequence of the troubles come about
in Touraine, no record has been kept. This girl, aged about twelve
years, was saved from the stake at which she would have been burned by
being baptised; and the said defunct and his wife had then been
godfather and godmother to this child of hell. Being at that time
laundress at the convent, she who bears witness has remembrance of the
flight which the said Egyptian took twenty months after her entry into
the convent, so subtilely that it has never been known how or by what
means she escaped. At that time it was thought by all, that with the
devil's aid she had flown away in the air, seeing that not
withstanding much search, no trace of her flight was found in the
convent, where everything remained in its accustomed order.


The African having been shown to the said scullion, she has declared
not to have seen him before, although she was curious to do so, as he
was commissioned to guard the place in which the Moorish woman
combated with those whom she drained through the spigot.



In the seventh place has been brought before us Hugues de Fou, son of
the Sieur de Bridore, who, aged twenty years, has been placed in the
hands of his father, under caution of his estates, and by him is
represented in this process, whom it concerns if should be duly
attained and convicted of having, assisted by several unknown and bad
young men, laid siege to the jail of the archbishop and of the
chapter, and of having lent himself to disturb the force of
ecclesiastical justice, by causing the escape of the demon now under
consideration. In spite of the evil disposition we have commanded the
said Hugues de Fou to testify truly, touching the things he should
know concerning the said demon, with whom he is vehemently reputed to
have had commerce, pointing out to him that it was a question of his
salvation and of the life of the said demon. He, after having taken
the oath, he said:--


"I swear by my eternal salvation, and by the holy Evangelists here
present under my hand, to hold the woman suspected of being a demon to
be an angel, a perfect woman, and even more so in mind than in body,
living in all honesty, full of the migniard charms and delights of
love, in no way wicked, but most generous, assisting greatly the poor
and suffering. I declare that I have seen her weeping veritable tears
for the death of my friend, the knight of Croixmare. And because on
that day she had made a vow to our Lady the Virgin no more to receive
the love of young noblemen too weak in her service; she has to me
constantly and with great courage denied the enjoyment of her body,
and has only granted to me love, and the possession of her heart, of
which she has made sovereign. Since this gracious gift, in spite of my
increasing flame I have remained alone in her dwelling, where I have
spent the greater part of my days, happy in seeing and in hearing her.
Oh! I would eat near her, partake of the air which entered into her
lungs, of the light which shone in her sweet eyes, and found in this
occupation more joy than have the lords of paradise. Elected by me to
be forever my lady, chosen to be one day my dove, my wife, and only
sweetheart, I, poor fool, have received from her no advances on the
joys of the future, but, on the contrary, a thousand virtuous
admonitions; such as that I should acquire renown as a good knight,
become a strong man and a fine one, fear nothing except God; honour
the ladies, serve but one and love them in memory of that one; that
when I should be strengthened by the work of war, if her heart still
pleased mine, at that time only would she be mine, because she would
be able to wait for me, loving me so much."


So saying the young Sire Hugues wept, and weeping, added:--


"That thinking of this graceful and feeble woman, whose arms seemed
scarcely large enough to sustain the light weight of her golden
chains, he did not know how to contain himself while fancying the
irons which would wound her, and the miseries with which she would
traitorously be loaded, and from this cause came his rebellion. And
that he had licence to express his sorrow before justice, because his
life was so bound up with that of his delicious mistress and
sweetheart that on the day when evil came to her he would surely die."


And the same young man has vociferated a thousand other praises of the
said demon, which bear witness to the vehement sorcery practised upon
him, and prove, moreover, the abominable, unalterable, and incurable
life and the fraudulent witcheries to which he is at present subject,
concerning which our lord the archbishop will judge, in order to save
by exorcisms and penitences this young soul from the snares of hell,
if the devil has not gained too strong a hold of it.


Then we have handed back the said young nobleman into the custody of
the noble lord his father, after that by the said Hugues, the African
has been recognised as the servant of the accused.


In the eighth place, before us, have the footguards of our lord the
archbishop led in great state the MOST HIGH AND REVEREND LADY
JACQUELINE DE CHAMPCHEVRIER, ABBESS OF THE CONVENT OF NOTRE-DAME,
under the invocation of Mount Carmel, to whose control has been
submitted by the late seneschal of Touraine, father of Monseigneur the
Count of Roche-Corbon, present advocate of the said convent, the
Egyptian, named at the baptismal font Blanche Bruyn.


To the said abbess we have shortly stated the present cause, in which
is involved the holy church, the glory of God, and the eternal future
of the people of the diocese afflicted with a demon, and also the life
of a creature who it was possible might be quite innocent. Then the
cause elaborated, we have requested the said noble abbess to testify
that which was within her knowledge concerning the magical
disappearance of her daughter in God, Blanche Bruyn, espoused by our
Saviour under the name of Sister Clare.


Then has stated the very high, very noble, and very illustrious lady
abbess as follows:--


"The Sister Clare, of origin to her unknown, but suspected to be of an
heretic father and mother, people inimical to God, has truly been
placed in religion in the convent of which the government had
canonically come to her in spite of her unworthiness; that the said
sister had properly concluded her noviciate, and made her vows
according to the holy rule of the order. That the vows taken, she had
fallen into great sadness, and had much drooped. Interrogated by her,
the abbess, concerning her melancholy malady, the said sister had
replied with tears that she herself did not know the cause. That one
thousand and one tears engendered themselves in her at feeling no more
her splendid hair upon her head; that besides this she thirsted for
air, and could not resist her desire to jump up into the trees, to
climb and tumble about according to her wont during her open air life;
that she passed her nights in tears, dreaming of the forests under the
leaves of which in other days she slept; and in remembrance of this
she abhorred the quality of the air of the cloisters, which troubled
her respiration; that in her inside she was troubled with evil
vapours; that at times she was inwardly diverted in church by thoughts
which made her lose countenance. Then I have repeated over and over
again to the poor creature the holy directions of the church, have
reminded her of the eternal happiness which women without seeing enjoy
in paradise, and how transitory was life here below, and certain the
goodness of God, who for first certain bitter pleasures lost, kept for
us a love without end. Is spite of this wise maternal advice the evil
spirit has persisted in the said sister; and always would she gaze
upon the leaves of the trees and grass of the meadows through the
windows of the church during the offices and times of prayer; and
persisted in becoming as white as linen in order that she might stay
in her bed, and at certain times she would run about the cloisters
like a goat broken loose from its fastening. Finally, she had grown
thin, lost much of the great beauty, and shrunk away to nothing. While
in this condition by us, the abbess her mother, was she placed in the
sick-room, we daily expecting her to die. One winter's morning the
said sister had fled, without leaving any trace of her steps, without
breaking the door, forcing of locks, or opening of windows, nor any
sign whatever of the manner of her passage; a frightful adventure
which was believed to have taken place by the aid of the demon which
has annoyed and tormented her. For the rest it was settled by the
authorities of the metropolitan church that the mission of this
daughter of hell was to divert the nuns from their holy ways, and
blinded by their perfect lives, she had returned through the air on
the wings of the sorcerer, who had left her for mockery of our holy
religion in the place of our Virgin Mary."


The which having said, the lady abbess was, with great honour and
according to the command of our lord the archbishop, accompanied as
far as the convent of Carmel.



In the ninth place, before us has come, agreeably to the citation
served upon him, Joseph, called Leschalopier, a money-changer, living
on the bridge at the sign of the Besant d'Or, who, after having
pledged his Catholic faith to say no other thing than the truth, and
that known to him, touching the process before the ecclesiastical
tribunal, has testified as follows:--"I am a poor father, much
afflicted by the sacred will of God. Before the coming of the Succubus
of the Rue Chaude, I had, for all good, a son as handsome as a noble,
learned as a clerk, and having made more than a dozen voyages into
foreign lands; for the rest a good Catholic; keeping himself on guard
against the needles of love, because he avoided marriage, knowing
himself to be the support of my old days, the love for my eyes, and
the constant delight of my heart. He was a son of whom the King of
France might have been proud--a good and courageous man, the light on
my commerce, the joy of my roof, and, above all, an inestimable
blessing, seeing that I am alone in the world, having had the
misfortune to lose my wife, and being too old to take another. Now,
monseigneur, this treasure without equal has been taken from me, and
cast into hell by the demon. Yes, my lord judge, directly he beheld
this mischievous jade, this she-devil, in whom it is a whole workshop
of perdition, a conjunction of pleasure and delectation, and whom
nothing can satiate, my poor child stuck himself fast into the gluepot
of love, and afterwards lived only between the columns of Venus, and
there did not live long, because in that place like so great a heat
that nothing can satisfy the thirst of this gulf, not even should you
plunge therein the germs of the entire world. Alas! then, my poor boy
--his fortune, his generative hopes, his eternal future, his entire
self, more than himself, have been engulfed in this sewer, like a
grain of corn in the jaws of a bull. By this means become an old
orphan I, who speak, shall have no greater joy than to see burning,
this demon, nourished with blood and gold. This Arachne who has drawn
out and sucked more marriages, more families in the seed, more hearts,
more Christians then there are lepers in all the lazar houses or
Christendom. Burn, torment this fiend--this vampire who feeds on
souls, this tigerish nature that drinks blood, this amorous lamp in
which burns the venom of all the vipers. Close this abyss, the bottom
of which no man can find.... I offer my deniers to the chapter for the
stake, and my arm to light the fire. Watch well, my lord judge, to
surely guard this devil, seeing that she has a fire more flaming than
all other terrestrial fires; she has all the fire of hell in her, the
strength of Samson in her hair, and the sound of celestial music in
her voice. She charms to kill the body and the soul at one stroke; she
smiles to bite, she kisses to devour; in short, she would wheedle an
angel, and make him deny his God. My son! my son! where is he at this
hour? The flower of my life--a flower cut by this feminine needlecase
as with scissors. Ha, lord! why have I been called? Who will give me
back my son, whose soul has been absorbed by a womb which gives death
to all, and life to none? The devil alone copulates, and engenders
not. This is my evidence, which I pray Master Tournebouche to write
without omitting one iota, and to grant me a schedule, that I may tell
it to God every evening in my prayer, to this end to make the blood of
the innocent cry aloud into His ears, and to obtain from His infinite
mercy the pardon for my son."



Here followed twenty and seven other statements, of which the
transcription in their true objectivity, in all their quality of space
would be over-fastidious, would draw to a great length, and divert the
thread of this curious process--a narrative which, according to
ancient precepts, should go straight to the fact, like a bull to his
principal office. Therefore, here is, in a few words, the substance of
these testimonies.


A great number of good Christians, townsmen and townswomen,
inhabitants of the noble town of Tours, testified the demon to have
held every day wedding feasts and royal festivities, never to have
been seen in any church, to have cursed God, to have mocked the
priests, never to have crossed herself in any place; to have spoken
all the languages of the earth--a gift which has only been granted by
God to the blessed Apostles; to have been many times met in the
fields, mounted upon an unknown animal who went before the clouds; not
to grow old, and to have always a youthful face; to have received the
father and the son on the same day, saying that her door sinned not;
to have visible malign influences which flowed from her, for that a
pastrycook, seated on a bench at her door, having perceived her one
evening, received such a gust of warm love that, going in and getting
to bed, he had with great passion embraced his wife, and was found
dead on the morrow, that the old men of the town went to spend the
remainder of their days and of their money with her, to taste the joys
of the sins of their youth, and that they died like fleas on their
bellies, and that certain of them, while dying, became as black as
Moors; that this demon never allowed herself to be seen neither at
dinner, nor at breakfast, nor at supper, but ate alone, because she
lived upon human brains; that several had seen her during the night go
to the cemeteries, and there embrace the young dead men, because she
was not able to assuage otherwise the devil who worked in her
entrails, and there raged like a tempest, and from that came the
astringent biting, nitrous shooting, precipitant, and diabolical
movements, squeezings, and writhings of love and voluptuousness, from
which several men had emerged bruised, torn, bitten, pinched and
crushed; and that since the coming of our Saviour, who had imprisoned
the master devil in the bellies of the swine, no malignant beast had
ever been seen in any portion of the earth so mischievous, venomous
and so clutching; so much so that if one threw the town of Tours into
this field of Venus, she would there transmute it into the grain of
cities, and this demon would swallow it like a strawberry.


And a thousand other statements, sayings, and depositions, from which
was evident in perfect clearness the infernal generation of this
woman, daughter, sister, niece, spouse, or brother of the devil,
beside abundant proofs of her evil doing, and of the calamity spread
by her in all families. And if it were possible to put them here
conformably with the catalogue preserved by the good man to whom he
accused the discovery, it would seem like a sample of the horrible
cries which the Egyptians gave forth on the day of the seventh plague.
Also this examination has covered with great honour Messire Guillaume
Tournebouche, by whom are quoted all the memoranda. In the tenth
vacation was thus closed this inquest, arriving at a maturity of
proof, furnished with authentic testimony and sufficiently engrossed
with the particulars, plaints, interdicts, contradictions, charges,
assignments, withdrawals, confessions public and private, oaths,
adjournments, appearances and controversies, to which the said demon
must reply. And the townspeople say everywhere if there were really a
she-devil, and furnished with internal horns planted in her nature,
with which she drank the men, and broke them, this woman might swim a
long time in this sea of writing before being landed safe and sound in
hell.


II - THE PROCEEDINGS TAKEN RELATIVE TO THIS FEMALE VAMPIRE.


In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti. Amen.


In the year of our Lord one thousand two hundred and seventy-one,
before us, Hierome Cornille, grand penitentiary and ecclesiastical
judge to this, canonically appointed, have appeared--


The Sire Philippe d'Idre, bailiff of the town and city of Tours and
province of Touraine, living in his hotel in the Rue de la Rotisserie,
in Chateauneuf; Master Jehan Ribou, provost of the brotherhood and
company of drapers, residing on the Quay de Bretaingne, at the image
of St. Pierre-es-liens; Messire Antoine Jehan, alderman and chief of
the Brotherhood of Changers, residing in the Place du Pont, at the
image of St. Mark-counting-tournoise-pounds; Master Martin
Beaupertuys, captain of the archers of the town residing at the
castle; Jehan Rabelais, a ships' painter and boat maker residing at
the port at the isle of St. Jacques, treasurer of the brotherhood of
the mariners of the Loire; Mark Hierome, called Maschefer, hosier, at
the sign of Saint-Sebastian, president of the trades council; and
Jacques, called de Villedomer, master tavern-keeper and vine dresser,
residing in the High Street, at the Pomme de Pin; to the said Sire
d'Idre, and to the said citizens, we have read the following petition
by them, written, signed, and deliberated upon, to be brought under
the notice of the ecclesiastical tribunal:--



PETITION


We, the undersigned, all citizens of Tours, are come into the hotel of
his worship the Sire d'Idre, bailiff of Touraine, in the absence of
our mayor, and have requested him to hear our plaints and statements
concerning the following facts, which we intend to bring before the
tribunal of the archbishop, the judge of ecclesiastical crimes, to
whom should be deferred the conduct of the cause which we here
expose:--


A long time ago there came into this town a wicked demon in the form
of a woman, who lives in the parish of Saint-Etienne, in the house of
the innkeeper Tortebras, situated in the quit-rent of the chapter, and
under the temporal jurisdiction of the archiepiscopal domain. The
which foreigner carries on the business of a gay woman in a prodigal
and abusive manner, and with such increase of infamy that she
threatens to ruin the Catholic faith in this town, because those who
go to her come back again with their souls lost in every way, and
refuse the assistance of the Church with a thousand scandalous
discourses.


Now considering that a great number of those who yielded to her are
dead, and that arrived in our town with no other wealth than her
beauty, she has, according to public clamour, infinite riches and
right royal treasure, the acquisition of which is vehemently
attributed to sorcery, or at least to robberies committed by the aid
of magical attractions and her supernaturally amorous person.


Considering that it is a question of the honour and security of our
families, and that never before has been seen in this country a woman
wild of body or a daughter of pleasure, carrying on with such mischief
of vocation of light o' love, and menacing so openly and bitterly the
life, the savings, the morals, chastity, religion, and the everything
of the inhabitants of this town;


Considering that there is need of a inquiry into her person, her
wealth and her deportment, in order to verify if these effects of love
are legitimate, and to not proceed, as would seem indicated by her
manners, from a bewitchment of Satan, who often visits Christianity
under the form of a female, as appears in the holy books, in which it
is stated that our blessed Saviour was carried away into a mountain,
from which Lucifer or Astaroth showed him the fertile plains of Judea
and that in many places have been seen succubi or demons, having the
faces of women, who, not wishing to return to hell, and having with
them an insatiable fire, attempt to refresh and sustain themselves by
sucking in souls;


Considering that in the case of the said woman a thousand proofs of
diablerie are met with, of which certain inhabitants speak openly, and
that it is necessary for the repose of the said woman that the matter
be sifted, in order that she shall not be attacked by certain people,
ruined by the result of her wickedness;


For these causes we pray that it will please you to submit to our
spiritual lord, father of this diocese, the most noble and blessed
archbishop Jehan de Monsoreau, the troubles of his afflicted flock, to
the end that he may advise upon them.


By doing so you will fulfil the duties of your office, as we do those
of preservers of the security of this town, each one according to the
things of which he has charge in his locality.


And we have signed the present, in the year of our Lord one thousand
two hundred and seventy-one, of All Saints' Day, after mass.


Master Tournebouche having finished the reading of this petition, by
us, Hierome Cornille, has it been said to the petitioners--


"Gentlemen, do you, at the present time, persist in these statements?
have you proofs other than those come within your own knowledge, and
do you undertake to maintain the truth of this before God, before man,
and before the accused?"


All, with the exception of Master Jehan Rabelais, have persisted in
their belief, and the aforesaid Rabelais has withdrawn from the
process, saying that he considered the said Moorish woman to be a
natural woman and a good wench who had no other fault than that of
keeping up a very high temperature of love.


Then we, the judge appointed, have, after mature deliberation, found
matter upon which to proceed in the petition of the aforesaid
citizens, and have commanded that the woman at present in the jail of
the chapter shall be proceeded against by all legal methods, as
written in the canons and ordinances, contra demonios. The said
ordinance, embodied in a writ, shall be published by the town-crier in
all parts, and with the sound of the trumpet, in order to make it
known to all, and that each witness may, according to his knowledge,
be confronted with the said demon, and finally the said accused to be
provided with a defender, according to custom, and the interrogations,
and the process to be congruously conducted.


(Signed) HIEROME CORNILLE.


And, lower-down.


TOURNEBOUCHE.


In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti. Amen.



In the year of our Lord one thousand two hundred and seventy-one, the
10th day of February, after mass, by command of us, Hierome Cornille,
ecclesiastical judge, has been brought from the jail of the chapter
and led before us the woman taken in the house of the innkeeper
Tortebras, situated in the domains of the chapter and the cathedral of
St. Maurice, and are subject to the temporal and seigneurial justice
of the Archbishop of Tours; besides which, in consequence of the
nature of the crimes imputed to her, she is liable to the tribunal and
council of ecclesiastical justice, the which we have made known to
her, to the end that she should not ignore it.


And after a serious reading, entirely at will understood by her, in
the first place of the petition of the town, then of the statements,
plaints, accusations, and proceedings which written in twenty-four
quires by Master Tournebouche, and are above related, we have, with
the invocation and assistance of God and the Church, resolved to
ascertain the truth, first by interrogatories made to the said
accused.


In the first interrogation we have requested the aforesaid to inform
us in what land or town she had been born. By her who speaks was it
answered: "In Mauritania."


We have then inquired: "If she had a father or mother, or any
relations?" By her who speaks has it been replied: "That she had never
known them." By us requested to declare her name. By her who speaks
has been replied: "Zulma," in Arabian tongue.


By us has it been demanded: "Why she spoke our language?" By her who
speaks has it been said: "Because she had come into this country." By
us has it been asked: "At what time?" By her who speaks has it been
replied: "About twelve years."


By us has it been asked: "What age she then was?" By her who speaks
has it been answered: "Fifteen years or thereabout."


By us has it been said: "Then you acknowledge yourself to be twenty-
seven years of age?" By her who speaks has it been replied: "Yes."


By us has it been said to her: "That she was then the Moorish child
found in the niche of Madame the Virgin, baptised by the Archbishop,
held at the font by the late Lord of Roche-Corbon and the Lady of
Azay, his wife, afterwards by them placed in religion at the convent
of Mount Carmel, where by her had been made vows of chastity, poverty,
silence, and the love of God, under the divine assistance of St.
Clare?" By her who speaks has been said: "That is true."


By us has it been asked her: "If, then, she allowed to be true the
declarations of the very noble and illustrious lady the abbess of
Mount Carmel, also the statements of Jacquette, called Vieux-Oing,
being kitchen scullion?" By the accused has been answered: "These
words are true in great measure."


Then by us has it been said to her: "Then you are a Christian?" And by
her who speaks has been answered: "Yes, my father."


Then by us has she been requested to make the sign of the cross, and
to take holy water from the brush placed by Master Tournebouche in her
hand; the which having been done, and by us having been witnessed, it
has been admitted as an indisputable fact, that Zulma, the Moorish
woman, called in our country Blanche Bruyn, a nun of the convent under
the invocation of Mount Carmel, there named Sister Clare, and
suspected to be the false appearance of a woman under which is
concealed a demon, has in our presence made act of religion and thus
recognised the justice of the ecclesiastical tribunal.


Then by us have these words been said to her: "My daughter, you are
vehemently suspected to have had recourse to the devil from the manner
in which you left the convent, which was supernatural in every way."
By her who speaks has it been stated, that she at that time gained
naturally the fields by the street door after vespers, enveloped in
the robes of Jehan de Marsilis, visitor of the convent, who had hidden
her, the person speaking, in a little hovel belonging to him, situated
in the Cupidon Lane, near a tower in the town. That there this said
priest had to her then speaking, at great length, and most thoroughly
taught the depths of love, of which she then speaking was before in
all points ignorant, for which delights she had a great taste, finding
them of great use. That the Sire d'Amboise having perceived her then
speaking at the window of this retreat, had been smitten with a great
love for her. That she loved him more heartily than the monk, and fled
from the hovel where she was detained for profit of his pleasure by
Don Marsilis. And then she had gone in great haste to Amboise, the
castle of the said lord, where she had had a thousand pastimes,
hunting, and dancing, and beautiful dresses fit for a queen. One day
the Sire de la Roche-Pozay having been invited by the Sire d'Amboise
to come and feast and enjoy himself, the Baron d'Amboise had allowed
him to see her then speaking, as she came out naked from her bath.
That at this sight the said Sire de la Roche-Pozay having fallen
violently in love with her, had on the morrow discomfited in single
combat the Sire d'Amboise, and by great violence, had, is spite of her
tears, taken her to the Holy Land, where she who was speaking had
lived the life of a woman well beloved, and had been held in great
respect on account of her great beauty. That after numerous
adventures, she who was speaking had returned into this country in
spite of the apprehensions of misfortune, because such was the will of
her lord and master, the Baron de Bueil, who was dying of grief in
Asiatic lands, and desired to return to his patrimonial manor. Now he
had promised her who was speaking to preserve her from peril. Now she
who was speaking had faith and belief in him, the more so as she loved
him very much; but on his arrival in this country, the Sire de Bueil
was seized with an illness, and died deplorably, without taking any
remedies, this spite of the fervent requests which she who was
speaking had addressed to him, but without success, because he hated
physicians, master surgeons, and apothecaries; and that this was the
whole truth.


Then by us has it been said to the accused that she then held to be
true the statements of the good Sire Harduin and of the innkeeper
Tortebras. By her who speaks has it been replied, that she recognised
as evidence the greater part, and also as malicious, calumnious, and
imbecile certain portions.


Then by us has the accused been required to declare if she had had
pleasure and carnal commerce with all the men, nobles, citizens, and
others as set forth in the plaints and declarations of the
inhabitants. To which her who speaks has it been answered with great
effrontery: "Pleasure, yes! Commerce, I do not know."


By us has it been said to her, that all had died by her acts. By her
who speaks has it been said that their deaths could not be the result
of her acts, because she had always refused herself to them, and the
more she fled from them the more they came and embraced her with
infinite passion, and that when she who was speaking was taken by them
she gave herself up to them with all her strength, by the grace of
God, because she had in that more joy than in anything, and has
stated, she who speaks, that she avows her secret sentiments solely
because she had been requested by us to state the whole truth, and
that she the speaker stood in great fear of the torments of the
torturers.


Then by us has she been requested to answer, under pain of torture, in
what state of mind she was when a young nobleman died in consequence
of his commerce with her. Then by her speaking has it been replied,
that she remained quite melancholy and wished to destroy herself; and
prayed God, the Virgin, and the saints to receive her into Paradise,
because never had she met with any but lovely and good hearts in which
was no guile, and beholding them die she fell into a great sadness,
fancying herself to be an evil creature or subject to an evil fate,
which she communicated like the plague.


Then by us has she been requested to state where she paid her orisons.


By her speaking has it been said that she played in her oratory on her
knees before God, who according to the Evangelists, sees and hears all
things and resides in all places.


Then by us has it been demanded why she never frequented the churches,
the offices, nor the feasts. To this by her speaking has it been
answered, that those who came to love her had elected the feast days
for that purpose, and that she speaking did all things to their
liking.


By us has it been remonstrated that, by so doing, she was submissive
to man rather than to the commandments of God.


Then by her speaking has it been stated, that for those who loved her
well she speaking would have thrown herself into a flaming pile, never
having followed in her love any course but that of nature, and that
for the weight of the world in gold she would not have lent her body
or her love to a king who did not love her with his heart, feet, hair,
forehead, and all over. In short and moreover the speaker had never
made an act of harlotry in selling one single grain of love to a man
whom she had not chosen to be hers, and that he who held her in his
arms one hour or kissed her on the mouth a little, possessed her for
the remainder of her days.


Then by us has she been requested to state whence preceded the jewels,
gold plate, silver, precious stones, regal furniture, carpets, et
cetera, worth 200,000 doubloons, according to the inventory found in
her residence and placed in the custody of the treasurer of the
chapter. By the speaker answer has been made, that in us she placed
all her hopes, even as much as in God, but that she dare not reply to
this, because it involved the sweetest things of love upon which she
had always lived. And interpellated anew, the speaker has said that if
the judge knew with what fervour she held him she loved, with what
obedience she followed him in good or evil ways, with what study she
submitted to him, with what happiness she listened to his desires, and
inhaled the sacred words with which his mouth gratified her, in what
adoration she held his person, even we, an old judge, would believe
with her well-beloved, that no sum could pay for this great affection
which all the men ran after. After the speaker has declared never from
any man loved by her, to have solicited any present or gift, and that
she rested perfectly contented to live in their hearts, that she would
there curl herself up with indestructible and ineffable pleasure,
finding herself richer with this heart than with anything, and
thinking of no other thing than to give them more pleasure and
happiness than she received from them. But in spite of the iterated
refusals of the speaker her lovers persisted in graciously rewarding
her. At times one came to her with a necklace of pearls, saying, "This
is to show my darling that the satin of her skin did not falsely
appear to me whiter than pearls" and would put it on the speaker's
neck, kissing her lovingly. The speaker would be angry at these
follies, but could not refuse to keep a jewel that gave them pleasure
to see it there where they placed it. Each one had a different fancy.
At times another liked to tear the precious garments which the speaker
wore to gratify him; another to deck out the speaker with sapphires on
her arms, on her legs, on her neck, and in her hair; another to seat
her on the carpet, clad in silk or black velvet, and to remain for
days together in ecstasy at the perfections of the speaker the whom
the things desired by her lovers gave infinite pleasure, because these
things rendered them quite happy. And the speaker has said, that as we
love nothing so much as our pleasure, and wish that everything should
shine in beauty and harmonise, outside as well as inside the heart, so
they all wished to see the place inhabited by the speaker adorned with
handsome objects, and from this idea all her lovers were pleased as
much as she was in spreading thereabout gold, silks and flowers. Now
seeing that these lovely things spoil nothing, the speaker had no
force or commandment by which to prevent a knight, or even a rich
citizen beloved by her, having his will, and thus found herself
constrained to receive rare perfumes and other satisfaction with which
the speaker was loaded, and that such was the source of the gold,
plate, carpets, and jewels seized at her house by the officers of
justice. This terminates the first interrogation made to the said
Sister Clare, suspected to be a demon, because we the judge and
Guillaume Tournebouche, are greatly fatigued with having the voice of
the aforesaid, in our ears, and finding our understanding in every way
muddled.


By us the judge has the second interrogatory been appointed, three
days from to-day, in order that the proofs of the possession and
presence of the demon in the body of the aforesaid may be sought, and
the accused, according to the order of the judge, has been taken back
to the jail under the conduct of Master Guillaume Tournebouche.



In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti. Amen.



On the thirteenth day following of the said month of the February
before us, Hierome Cornille, et cetera, has been produced the Sister
Clare above-mentioned, in order to be interrogated upon the facts and
deeds to her imputed, and of them to be convicted.


By us, the judge, has it been said to the accused that, looking at the
divers responses by her given to the proceeding interrogatories, it
was certain that it never had been in the power of a simple woman,
even if she were authorised, if such licence were allowed to lead the
life of a loose woman, to give pleasure to all, to cause so many
deaths, and to accomplish sorceries so perfect, without the assistance
of a special demon lodged in her body, and to whom her soul had been
sold by an especial compact. That it had been clearly demonstrated
that under her outward appearance lies and moves a demon, the author
of these evils, and that she was now called upon to declare at what
age she had received the demon, to vow the agreement existing between
herself and him, and to tell the truth concerning their common evil
doings. By the speaker was it replied that she would answer us, man,
as to God, who would be judge of all of us. Then has the speaker
pretended never to have seen the demon, neither to have spoken with
him, nor in any way to desire to see him; never to have led the life
of a courtesan, because she, the speaker, had never practised the
various delights that love invents, other than those furnished by the
pleasure which the Sovereign Creator has put in the thing, and to have
always been incited more from the desire of being sweet and good to
the dear lord loved by her, then by an incessantly raging desire. But
if such had been her inclination, the speaker begged us to bear in
mind that she was a poor African girl, in whom God had placed very hot
blood, and in her brain so easy an understanding of the delights of
love, that if a man only looked at her she felt greatly moved in her
heart. That if from desire of acquaintance an amorous gentleman
touched the speaker her on any portion of the body, there passing his
hand, she was, in spite of everything, under his power, because her
heart failed her instantly. By this touch, the apprehension and
remembrance of all the sweet joys of love woke again in her breast,
and there caused an intense heat, which mounted up, flamed in her
veins, and made her love and joy from head to foot. And since the day
when Don Marsilis had first awakened the understanding of the speaker
concerning these things, she had never had any other thought, and
thenceforth recognised love to be a thing so perfectly concordant with
her nature, that it had since been proved to the speaker that in
default of love and natural relief she would have died, withered at
the said convent. As evidence of which, the speaker affirms as a
certainty, that after her flight from the said convent she had not
passed a single day or one particle of time in melancholy and sadness,
but always was she joyous, and thus followed the sacred will of God,
which she believed to have been diverted during the time lost by her
in the convent.


To this was it objected by us, Hierome Cornille, to the said demon,
that in this response she had openly blasphemed against God, because
we had all been made to his greater glory, and placed in the world to
honour and to serve Him, to have before our eyes His blessed
commandments, and to live in sanctity, in order to gain eternal life,
and not to be always in bed, doing that which even the beasts only do
at a certain time. Then by the said sister, has answer been made, that
she honoured God greatly, that in all countries she had taken care of
the poor and suffering, giving them both money and raiment, and that
at the last judgement-day she hoped to have around her a goodly
company of holy works pleasant to God, which would intercede for her.
That but for her humility, a fear of being reproached and of
displeasing the gentlemen of the chapter, she would with joy have
spent her wealth in finishing the cathedral of St. Maurice, and there
have established foundations for the welfare of her soul--would have
spared therein neither her pleasure nor her person, and that with this
idea she would have taken double pleasure in her nights, because each
one of her amours would have added a stone to the building of this
basilic. Also the more this purpose, and for the eternal welfare of
the speaker, would they have right heartily given their wealth.


Then by us has it been said to this demon that she could not justify
the fact of her sterility, because in spite of so much commerce, no
child had been born of her, the which proved the presence of a demon
in her. Moreover, Astaroth alone, or an apostle, could speak all
languages, and she spoke after the manner of all countries, the which
proved the presence of the devil in her. Thereupon the speaker has
asked: "In what consisted the said diversity of language?"--that of
Greek she knew nothing but a Kyrie eleison, of which she made great
use; of Latin, nothing, save Amen, which she said to God, wishing
therewith to obtain her liberty. That for the rest the speaker had
felt great sorrow, being without children, and if the good wives had
them, she believed it was because they took so little pleasure in the
business, and she, the speaker, a little too much. But that such was
doubtless the will of God, who thought that from too great happiness,
the world would be in danger of perishing. Taking this into
consideration, and a thousand other reasons, which sufficiently
establish the presence of the devil in the body of the sister, because
the peculiar property of Lucifer is to always find arguments having
the semblance of truth, we have ordered that in our presence the
torture be applied to the said accused, and that she be well tormented
in order to reduce the said demon by suffering to submit to the
authority of the Church, and have requested to render us assistance
one Francois de Hangest, master surgeon and doctor to the chapter,
charging him by a codicil hereunder written to investigate the
qualities of the feminine nature (virtutes vulvae) of the above-
mentioned woman, to enlighten our religion on the methods employed by
this demon to lay hold of souls in that way, and see if any article
was there apparent.


Then the said Moorish women had wept bitterly, tortured in advance,
and in spite of her irons, has knelt down imploring with cries and
clamour the revocation of this order, objecting that her limbs were in
such a feeble state, and her bones so tender, that they would break
like glass; and finally, has offered to purchase her freedom from this
by the gift all her goods to the chapter, and to quit incontinently
the country.


Upon this, by us has she been required to voluntarily declare herself
to be, and to have always been, demon of the nature of the Succubus,
which is a female devil whose business it is to corrupt Christians by
the blandishments and flagitious delights of love. To this the speaker
has replied that the affirmation would be an abominable falsehood,
seeing that she had always felt herself to be a most natural woman.


Then her irons being struck off by the torturer, the aforesaid has
removed her dress, and has maliciously and with evil design bewildered
and attacked our understandings with the sight of her body, the which,
for a fact, exercises upon a man supernatural coercion.


Master Guillaume Tournebouche has, by reason of nature, quitted the
pen at this period, and retired, objecting that he was unable, without
incredible temptations, which worked in his brain, to be a witness of
this torture, because he felt the devil violently gaining his person.


This finishes the second interrogatory; and as the apparitor and
janitor of the chapter have stated Master Francois de Hangest to be in
the country, the torture and interrogations are appointed for
to-morrow at the hour of noon after mass.


This has been written verbally by me, Hierome, in the absence of
Master Guillaume Tournebouche, on whose behalf it is signed.


HIEROME CORNILLE
Grand Penitentiary.



PETITION


Today, the fourteenth day of the month of February, in the presence of
me, Hierome Cornille, have appeared the said Masters Jehan Ribou,
Antoine Jehan, Martin Beaupertuys, Hierome Maschefer, Jacques de Ville
d'Omer, and the Sire d'Idre, in place of the mayor of the city of
Tours, for the time absent. All plaintiffs designated in the act of
process made at the Town Hall, to whom we have, at the request of
Blanche Bruyn (now confessing herself a nun of the convent of Mount
Carmel, under the name of Sister Clare), declared the appeal made to
the Judgment of God by the said person accused of demonical
possession, and her offer to pass through the ordeal of fire and
water, in presence of the Chapter and of the town of Tours, in order
to prove her reality as a woman and her innocence.


To this request have agreed for their parts, the said accusers, who,
on condition that the town is security for it, have engaged to prepare
a suitable place and a pile, to be approved by the godparents of the
accused.


Then by us, the judge, has the first day of the new year been
appointed for the day of the ordeal--which will be next Paschal Day--
and we have indicated the hour of noon, after mass, each of the
parties having acknowledged this delay to be sufficient.


And the present proclamation shall be cited, at the suit of each of
them, in all the towns, boroughs, and castles of Touraine and the land
of France, at their request and at their cost and suit.


HIEROME CORNILLE.


III - WHAT THE SUCCUBUS DID TO SUCK OUT THE SOUL OF THE OLD JUDGE, AND
WHAT CAME OF THE DIABOLICAL DELECTATION.


This the act of extreme confession made the first day of the month of
March, in the year one thousand two hundred and seventy-one, after the
coming of our blessed Saviour, by Hierome Cornille, priest, canon of
the chapter of the cathedral of St. Maurice, grand penitentiary, of
all acknowledging himself unworthy, who, finding his last hour to be
come, and contrite of his sins, evil doings, forfeits, bad deeds, and
wickednesses, has desired his avowal to be published to serve the
preconisation of the truth, the glory of God, the justice of the
tribunal, and to be an alleviation to him of his punishment, in the
other world. The said Hierome Cornille being on his deathbed, there
had been convoked to hear his declarations, Jehan de la Haye (de
Hago), vicar of the church of St. Maurice; Pietro Guyard, treasurer of
the chapter, appointed by our Lord Jean de Monsoreau, Archbishop, to
write his words; and Dom Louis Pot, a monk of maius MONASTERIUM
(Marmoustier), chosen by him for a spiritual father and confessor; all
three assisted by the great and illustrious Dr Guillaume de Censoris,
Roman Archdeacon, at present sent into the diocese (LEGATUS), by our
Holy Father the Pope; and, finally, in the presence of a great number
of Christians come to be witnesses of the death of the said Hierome
Cornille, upon his known wish to make act of public repentance, seeing
that he was fast sinking, and that his words might open the eyes of
Christians about to fall into hell.


And before him, Hierome, who, by reason of his great weakness could
not speak, has Dom Louis Pot read the following confession to the
great agitation of the said company:--


"My brethren, until the seventy-first year of my age, which is the one
in which I now am, with the exception of the little sins through
which, all holy though he be, a Christian renders himself culpable
before God, but which it is allowed to us to repurchase by penitence,
I believe I led a Christian life, and merited the praise and renown
bestowed upon me in this diocese, where I was raised to the high
office of grand penitentiary, of which I am unworthy. Now, struck with
the knowledge of the infinite glory of God, horrified at the agonies
which await the wicked and prevaricators in hell, I have thought to
lessen the enormity of my sins by the greatest penitence I can show in
the extreme hour at which I am. Thus I have prayed of the Church, whom
I have deceived and betrayed, whose rights and judicial renown I have
sold, to grant me the opportunity of accusing myself publicly in the
manner of ancient Christians. I hoped, in order to show my great
repentance, to have still enough life in me to be reviled at the door
of the cathedral by all my brethren, to remain there an entire day on
my knees, holding a candle, a cord around my neck, and my feet naked,
seeing that I had followed the way of hell with regard to the sacred
instincts of the Church. But in this great shipwreck of my fragile
virtue, which will be to you as a warning to fly from vice and the
snares of the demon, and to take refuge in the Church, where all help
is, I have been so bewitched by Lucifer that our Saviour Jesus Christ
will take, by the intercession of all you whose help and prayers I
request, pity on me, a poor abused Christian, whose eyes now stream
with tears. So would I have another life to spend in works of
penitence. Now then listen and tremble with great fear! Elected by the
assembled Chapter to carry it out, instruct, and complete the process
commenced against a demon, who had appeared in a feminine shape, in
the person of a relapse nun--an abominable person, denying God, and
bearing the name of Zulma in the infidel country whence she comes; the
which devil is known in the diocese under that of Clare, of the
convent of Mount Carmel, and has much afflicted the town by putting
herself under an infinite number of men to gain their souls to Mammon,
Astaroth, and Satan--princes of hell, by making them leave this world
in a state of mortal sin, and causing their death where life has its
source, I have, I the judge, fallen in my latter days into this snare,
and have lost my senses, while acquitting myself traitorously of the
functions committed with great confidence by the Chapter to my cold
senility. Hear how subtle the demon is, and stand firm against her
artifices. While listening to the first response of the aforesaid
Succubus, I saw with horror that the irons placed upon her feet and
hands left no mark there, and was astonished at her hidden strength
and at her apparent weakness. Then my mind was troubled suddenly at
the sight of the natural perfections with which the devil was endowed.
I listened to the music of her voice, which warmed me from head to
foot, and made me desire to be young, to give myself up to this demon,
thinking that for an hour passed in her company my eternal salvation
was but poor payment for the pleasure of love tasted in those slender
arms. Then I lost that firmness with which all judges should be
furnished. This demon by me questioned, reasoned with me in such a
manner that at the second interrogatory I was firmly persuaded I
should be committing a crime in fining and torturing a poor little
creature who cried like an innocent child. Then warned by a voice from
on high to do my duty, and that these golden words, the music of
celestial appearance, were diabolical mummeries, that this body, so
pretty, so infatuating, would transmute itself into a bristly beast
with sharp claws, those eyes so soft into flames of hell, her behind
into a scaly tail, the pretty rosebud mouth and gentle lips into the
jaws of a crocodile, I came back to my intention of having the said
Succubus tortured until she avowed her permission, as this practice
had already been followed in Christianity. Now when this demon showed
herself stripped to me, to be put to the torture, I was suddenly
placed in her power by magical conjurations. I felt my old bones
crack, my brain received a warm light, my heart transhipped young and
boiling blood. I was light in myself, and by virtue of the magic
philter thrown into my eyes the snows on my forehead melted away. I
lost all conscience of my Christian life and found myself a schoolboy,
running about the country, escaped from class and stealing apples. I
had not the power to make the sign of the cross, neither did I
remember the Church, God the Father, nor the sweet Saviour of men. A
prey to this design, I went about the streets thinking over the
delights of that voice, the abominable, pretty body of this demon, and
saying a thousand wicked things to myself. Then pierced and drawn by a
blow of the devil's fork, who had planted himself already in my head
as a serpent in an oak, I was conducted by this sharp prong towards
the jail, in spite of my guardian angel, who from time to time pulled
me by the arm and defended me against these temptations, but in spite
of his holy advice and his assistance I was dragged by a million claws
stuck into my heart, and soon found myself in the jail. As soon as the
door was opened to me I saw no longer any appearance of a prison,
because the Succubus had there, with the assistance of evil genii or
fays, constructed a pavilion of purple and silk, full of perfumes and
flowers, where she was seated, superbly attired with neither irons on
her neck nor chains on her feet. I allowed myself to be stripped of my
ecclesiastical vestments, and was put into a scent bath. Then the
demon covered me with a Saracen robe, entertained me with a repast of
rare viands contained in precious vases, gold cups, Asiatic wines,
songs and marvellous music, and a thousand sweet sounds that tickled
my soul by means of my ears. At my side kept always the said Succubus,
and her sweet, delectable embrace distilled new ardour into my
members. My guardian angel quitted me. Then I lived only by the
terrible light of the Moorish woman's eyes, coveted the warm embraces
of the delicate body, wished always to feel her red lips, that I
believed natural, and had no fear of the bite of those teeth which
drew me to the bottom of hell, I delighted to feel the unequalled
softness of her hands without thinking that they were unnatural claws.
In short, I acted like husband desiring to go to his affianced without
thinking that that spouse was everlasting death. I had no thought for
the things of this world nor the interests of God, dreaming only of
love, of the sweet breasts of this woman, who made me burn, and of the
gate of hell in which I wished to cast myself. Alas! my brethren,
during three days and three nights was I thus constrained to toil
without being able to stop the stream which flowed from my reins, in
which were plunged, like two pikes, the hands of the Succubus, which
communicated to my poor old age and to my dried up bones, I know not
what sweat of love. At first this demon, to draw me to her, caused to
flow in my inside the softness of milk, then came poignant joys which
pricked like a hundred needles my bones, my marrow, my brain, and my
nerves. Then all this gone, all things became inflamed, my head, my
blood, my nerves, my flesh, my bones, and then I burned with the real
fire of hell, which caused me torments in my joints, and an
incredible, intolerable, tearing voluptuousness which loosened the
bonds of my life. The tresses of this demon, which enveloped my poor
body, poured upon me a stream of flame, and I felt each lock like a
bar of red iron. During this mortal delectation I saw the ardent face
of the said Succubus, who laughed and addressed to me a thousand
exciting words; such as that I was her knight, her lord, her lance,
her day, her joy, her hero, her life, her good, her rider, and that
she would like to clasp me even closer, wishing to be in my skin or
have me in hers. Hearing which, under the prick of this tongue which
sucked out my soul, I plunged and precipitated myself finally into
hell without finding the bottom. And then when I had no more a drop of
blood in my veins, when my heart no longer beat in my body, and I was
ruined at all points, the demon, still fresh, white, rubicund,
glowing, and laughing, said to me--


"'Poor fool, to think me a demon! Had I asked thee to sell thy soul
for a kiss, wouldst thou not give it to me with all thy heart?'


"'Yes,' said I.


"'And if always to act thus it were necessary for thee to nourish
thyself with the blood of new-born children in order always to have
new life to spend in my arms, would you not imbibe it willingly?'


"'Yes,' said I.


"'And to be always my gallant horseman, gay as a man in his prime,
feeling life, drinking pleasure, plunging to the depths of joy as a
swimmer into the Loire, wouldst thou not deny God, wouldst thou not
spit in the face of Jesus?'


"'Yes,' said I.


"Then I felt a hundred sharp claws which tore my diaphragm as if the
beaks of a thousand birds there took their bellyfuls, shrieking. Then
I was lifted suddenly above the earth upon the said Succubus, who had
spread her wings, and cried to me--


"'Ride, ride, my gallant rider! Hold yourself firmly on the back of
thy mule, by her mane, by her neck; and ride, ride, my gallant rider--
everything rides!' And then I saw, as a thick fog, the cities of the
earth, where by a special gift I perceived each one coupled with a
female demon, and tossing about, and engendering in great
concupiscence, all shrieking a thousand words of love and exclamations
of all kinds, and all toiling away with ecstasy. Then my horse with
the Moorish head pointed out to me, still flying and galloping beyond
the clouds, the earth coupled with the sun in a conjunction, from
which proceeded a germ of stars, and there each female world was
embracing a male world; but in place of the words used by creatures,
the worlds were giving forth the howls of tempests, throwing up
lightnings and crying thunders. Then still rising, I saw overhead the
female nature of all things in love with the Prince of Movement. Now,
by way of mockery, the Succubus placed me in the centre of this
horrible and perpetual conflict, where I was lost as a grain of sand
in the sea. Then still cried my white mare to me, 'Ride, ride my
gallant rider--all things ride!' Now, thinking how little was a priest
in this torment of the seed of worlds, nature always clasped together,
and metals, stones, waters, airs, thunders, fish, plants, animals,
men, spirits, worlds and planets, all embracing with rage, I denied
the Catholic faith. Then the Succubus, pointing out to me the great
patch of stars seen in heavens, said to me, 'That way is a drop of
celestial seed escaped from great flow of the worlds in conjunction.'
Thereupon I instantly clasped the Succubus with passion by the light
of a thousand million of stars, and I wished in clasping her to feel
the nature of those thousand million creatures. Then by this great
effort of love I fell impotent in every way, and heard a great
infernal laugh. Then I found myself in my bed, surrounded by my
servitors, who had had the courage to struggle with the demon,
throwing into the bed where I was stretched a basin full of holy
water, and saying fervent prayers to God. Then had I to sustain, in
spite of this assistance, a horrible combat with the said Succubus,
whose claws still clutched my heart, causing me infinite pains; still,
while reanimated by the voice of my servitors, relations, and friends,
I tried to make the sacred sign of the cross; the Succubus perched on
my bed, on the bolster, at the foot, everywhere, occupying herself in
distracting my nerves, laughing, grimacing, putting before my eyes a
thousand obscene images, and causing me a thousand wicked desires.
Nevertheless, taking pity on me, my lord the Archbishop caused the
relics of St. Gatien to be brought, and the moment the shrine had
touched my bed the said Succubus was obliged to depart, leaving an
odour of sulphur and of hell, which made the throats of my servants,
friends, and others sore for a whole day. Then the celestial light of
God having enlightened my soul, I knew I was, through my sins and my
combat with the evil spirit, in great danger of dying. Then did I
implore the especial mercy, to live just a little time to render glory
to God and his Church, objecting the infinite merits of Jesus dead
upon the cross for the salvation of the Christians. By this prayer I
obtained the favour of recovering sufficient strength to accuse myself
of my sins, and to beg of the members of the Church of St.Maurice
their aid and assistance to deliver me from purgatory, where I am
about to atone for my faults by infinite agonies. Finally, I declare
that my proclamation, wherein the said demon appeals the judgment of
God by the ordeals of holy water and a fire, is a subterfuge due to an
evil design suggested by the said demon, who would thus have had the
power to escape the justice of the tribunal of the Archbishop and of
the Chapter, seeing that she secretly confessed to me, to be able to
make another demon accustomed to the ordeal appear in her place. And,
in conclusion, I give and bequeath to the Chapter of the Church of St.
Maurice my property of all kinds, to found a chapter in the said
church, to build it and adorn it and put it under the invocation of
St. Hierome and St. Gatien, of whom one is my patron and the other the
saviour of my soul."


This, heard by all the company, has been brought to the notice of the
ecclesiastical tribunal by Jehan to la Haye (Johannes de Haga).



We, Jehan de la Haye (Johannes de Haga), elected grand penitentiary of
St.Maurice by the general assembly of the Chapter, according to the
usage and custom of that church, and appointed to pursue afresh the
trial of the demon Succubus, at present in the jail of the Chapter,
have ordered a new inquest, at which will be heard all those of this
diocese having cognisance of the facts relative thereto. We declared
void the other proceedings, interrogations, and decrees, and annul
them in the name of the members of the Church in general, and
sovereign Chapter assembled, and declare that the appeal to God,
traitorously made by the demon, shall not take place, in consequence
of the notorious treachery of the devil in this affair. And the said
judgment shall be cried by sound of trumpet in all parts of the
diocese in which have been published the false edicts of the preceding
month, all notoriously due to the instigation of the demon, according
to the confession of the late Hierome Cornille.


Let all good Christians be of assistance to our Holy Church, and to
her commandments.


JEHAN  DE  LA HAYE.


IV - HOW THE MOORISH WOMAN OF THE RUE CHAUDE TWISTED ABOUT SO BRISKLY
THAT WITH GREAT DIFFICULTY WAS SHE BURNED AND COOKED ALIVE, TO
THE GREAT LOSS OF THE INFERNAL REGIONS.


This was written in the month of May, of the year 1360, after the
manner of a testament.



"My very dear and well-beloved son, when it shall be lawful for thee
to read this I shall be, I thy father, reposing in the tomb, imploring
thy prayers, and supplicating thee to conduct thyself in life as it
will be commanded thee in this rescript, bequeathed for the good
government of thy family, thy future, and safety; for I have done this
at a period when I had my senses and understanding, still recently
affected by the sovereign injustice of men. In my virile age I had a
great ambition to raise myself in the Church, and therein to obtain
the highest dignities, because no life appeared to me more splendid.
Now with this earnest idea, I learned to read and write, and with
great trouble became in a fit condition to enter the clergy. But
because I had no protection, or good advice to superintend my training
I had an idea of becoming the writer, tabellion, and rubrican of the
Chapter of St. Maurice, in which were the highest and richest
personages of Christendom, since the King of France is only therein a
simple canon. Now there I should be able better than anywhere else to
find services to render to certain lords, and thus to find a master or
gain patronage, and by this assistance enter into religion, and be
mitred and esconced in an archiepiscopal chair, somewhere or other.
But this first vision was over credulous, and a little too ambitious,
the which God caused me clearly to perceive by the sequel. In fact,
Messire Jepan de Villedomer, who afterwards became cardinal, was given
this appointment, and I was rejected, discomfited. Now in this unhappy
hour I received an alleviation of my troubles, by the advice of the
good old Hierome Cornille, of whom I have often spoken to you. This
dear man induced me, by his kindness, to become penman to the Chapter
of St. Maurice and the Archbishop of Tours, the which offer I accepted
with joy, since I was reputed a scrivener. At the time I was about to
enter into the presbytery commenced the famous process against the
devil of the Rue Chaude, of which the old folk still talk, and which
in its time, has been recounted in every home in France. Now,
believing that it would be of great advantage to my ambition, and that
for this assistance the Chapter would raise me to some dignity, my
good master had me appointed for the purpose of writing all of that
should be in this grave cause, subject to writing. At the very outset
Monseigneur Hierome Cornille, a man approaching eighty years, of great
sense, justice, and sound understanding, suspected some spitefulness
in this cause, although he was not partial to immodest girls, and had
never been involved with a woman in his life, and was holy and
venerable, with a sanctity which had caused him to be selected as a
judge, all this not withstanding. As soon as the depositions were
completed, and the poor wench heard, it remained clear that although
this merry doxy had broken her religious vows, she was innocent of all
devilry, and that her great wealth was coveted by her enemies, and
other persons, whom I must not name to thee for reasons of prudence.
At this time every one believed her to be so well furnished with
silver and gold that she could have bought the whole county of
Touraine, if so it had pleased her. A thousand falsehoods and
calumnious words concerning the girl, envied by all the honest women,
were circulated and believed in as gospel. At this period Master
Hierome Cornille, having ascertained that no demon other than that of
love was in the girl, made her consent to remain in a convent for the
remainder of her days. And having ascertained certain noble knights
brave in war and rich in domains, that they would do everything to
save her, he invited her secretly to demand of her accusers the
judgment of God, at the same time giving her goods to the chapter, in
order to silence mischievous tongues. By this means would be saved
from the stake the most delicate flower that ever heaven has allowed
to fall upon our earth; the which flower yielded only from excessive
tenderness and amiability to the malady of love, cast by her eyes into
the hearts of all her pursuers. But the real devil, under the form of
a monk, mixed himself up in this affair; in this wise: great enemy of
the virtue, wisdom, and sanctity of Monsignor Hierome Cornille, named
Jehan de la Haye, having learned that in the jail, the poor girl was
treated like a queen, wickedly accused the grand penitentiary of
connivance with her and of being her servitor, because, said this
wicked priest, she makes him young, amorous, and happy, from which the
poor old man died of grief in one day, knowing by this that Jehan de
la Haye had worn his ruin and coveted his dignities. In fact, our lord
the archbishop visited the jail, and found the Moorish woman in a
pleasant place, reposing comfortably, and without irons, because,
having placed a diamond in a place when none could have believed she
could have held it, she had purchased the clemency of her jailer. At
the time certain persons said that this jailer was smitten with her,
and that from love, or perhaps in great fear of the young barons,
lovers of this woman, he had planned her escape. The good man Cornille
being at the point of death, through the treachery of Jehan de la
Haye, the Chapter thinking it necessary to make null and void the
proceedings taken by the penitentiary, and also his decrees, the said
Jehan de la Haye, at that time a simple vicar of the cathedral,
pointed out that to do this it would be sufficient to obtain a public
confession from the good man on his death-bed. Then was the moribund
tortured and tormented by the gentleman of the Chapter, those of Saint
Martin, those of Marmoustiers, by the archbishop and also by the
Pope's legate, in order that he might recant to the advantage of the
Church, to which the good man would not consent. But after a thousand
ills, the public confession was prepared, at which the most noteworthy
people of the town assisted, and the which spread more horror and
consternation than I can describe. The churches of the diocese held
public prayers for this calamity, and every one expected to see the
devil tumble into his house by the chimney. But the truth of it is
that the good Master Hierome had a fever, and saw cows in his room,
and then was this recantation obtained of him. The access passed, the
poor saint wept copiously on learning this trick from me. In fact, he
died in my arms, assisted by his physicians, heartbroken at this
mummery, telling us that he was going to the feet of God to pray to
prevent the consummation of this deplorable iniquity. The poor Moorish
woman had touched him much by her tears and repentance, seing that
before making her demand for the judgment of God he had minutely
confessed her, and by that means had disentangled the soul divine
which was in the body, and of which he spoke as of a diamond worthy of
adorning the holy crown of God, when she should have departed this
life, after repenting her sins. Then, my dear son, knowing by the
statements made in the town, and by the naive responses of this
unhappy wretch, all the trickery of this affair, I determined by the
advice of Master Francois de Hangest, physician of the chapter, to
feign an illness and quit the service of the Church of St. Maurice and
of the archbishopric, in order not to dip my hands in the innocent
blood, which still cries and will continue to cry aloud unto God until
the day of the last judgment. Then was the jailer dismissed, and in
his place was put the second son of the torturer, who threw the
Moorish woman into a dungeon, and inhumanly put upon her hands and
feet chains weighing fifty pounds, besides a wooden waistband; and the
jail were watched by the crossbowmen of the town and the people of the
archbishop. The wench was tormented and tortured, and her bones were
broken; conquered by sorrow, she made an avowal according to the
wishes of Jehan de la Haye, and was instantly condemned to be burned
in the enclosure of St. Etienne, having been previously placed in the
portals of the church, attired in a chemise of sulphur, and her goods
given over to the Chapter, et cetera. This order was the cause of
great disturbances and fighting in the town, because three young
knights of Touraine swore to die in the service of the poor girl, and
to deliver her in all possible ways. Then they came into the town,
accompanied by thousands of sufferers, labouring people, old soldiers,
warriors, courtesans, and others, whom the said girls had succoured,
saved from misfortune, from hunger and misery, and searched all the
poor dwellings of the town where lay those to whom she had done good.
Thus all were stirred up and called together to the plain of Mount-
Louis under the protection of the soldiers of the said lords; they had
for companions all the scape-graces of the said twenty leagues around,
and came one morning to lay siege to the prison of the archbishop,
demanding that the Moorish woman should be given up to them as though
they would put her to death, but in fact to set her free, and to place
her secretly upon a swift horse, that she might gain the open country,
seeing that she rode like a groom. Then in this frightful tempest of
men have we seen between the battlements of the archiepiscopal palace
and the bridges, more than ten thousand men swarming, besides those
who were perched upon the roofs of the houses and climbing on all the
balconies to see the sedition; in short it was easy to hear the
horrible cries of the Christians, who were terribly in earnest, and of
those who surrounded the jail with the intention of setting the poor
girl free, across the Loire, the other side of Saint Symphorien. The
suffocation and squeezing of bodies was so great in this immense
crowd, bloodthirsty for the poor creature at whose knees they would
have fallen had they had the opportunity of seeing her, that seven
children, eleven women, and eight citizens were crushed and smashed
beyond all recognition, since they were like splodges of mud; in
short, so wide open was the great mouth of this popular leviathan,
this horrible monster, that the clamour was heard at Montils-les-
Tours. All cried 'Death to the Succubus! Throw out the demon! Ha! I'd
like a quarter! I'll have her skin! The foot for me, the mane for
thee! The head for me! The something for me! Is it red? Shall we see?
Will it be grilled? Death to her! death!' Each one had his say. But
the cry, 'Largesse to God! Death to the Succubus!' was yelled at the
same time by the crowd so hoarsely and so cruelly that one's ears and
heart bled therefrom; and the other cries were scarcely heard in the
houses. The archbishop decided, in order to calm this storm which
threatened to overthrow everything, to come out with great pomp from
the church, bearing the host, which would deliver the Chapter from
ruin, since the wicked young men and the lords had sworn to destroy
and burn the cloisters and all the canons. Now by this stratagem the
crowd was obliged to break up, and from lack of provisions return to
their houses. Then the monks of Touraine, the lords, and the citizens,
in great apprehension of pillage on the morrow, held a nocturnal
council, and accepted the advice of the Chapter. By their efforts the
men-at-arms, archers, knights, and citizens, in a large number, kept
watch, and killed a party of shepherds, road menders, and vagrants,
who, knowing the disturbed state of Tours, came to swell the ranks of
the malcontents. The Sire Harduin de Maille, an old nobleman, reasoned
with the young knights, who were the champions of the Moorish woman,
and argued sagely with them, asking them if for so small a woman they
wished to put Touraine to fire and sword; that even if they were
victorious they would be masters of the bad characters brought
together by them; that these said freebooters, after having sacked the
castles of their enemies, would turn to those of their chiefs. That
the rebellion commenced had had no success in the first attack,
because up to that time the place was untouched, could they have any
over the church, which would invoke the aid of the king? And a
thousand other arguments. To these reasons the young knights replied,
that it was easy for the Chapter to aid the girl's escape in the
night, and that thus the cause of the sedition would be removed. To
this humane and wise requests replied Monseigneur de Censoris, the
Pope's legate, that it was necessary that strength should remain with
the religion of the Church. And thereupon the poor wench payed for
all, since it was agreed that no inquiry should be made concerning
this sedition.


"Then the Chapter had full licence to proceed to the penance of the
girl, to which act and ecclesiastical ceremony the people came from
twelve leagues around. So that on the day when, after divine
satisfaction, the Succubus was to be delivered up to secular justice,
in order to be publicly burnt at a stake, not for a gold pound would a
lord or even an abbott have been found lodging in the town of Tours.
The night before many camped outside the town in tents, or slept upon
straw. Provisions were lacking, and many who came with their bellies
full, returned with their bellies empty, having seen nothing but the
reflection of the fire in the distance. And the bad characters did
good strokes of business by the way.


"The poor courtesan was half dead; her hair had whitened. She was, to
tell the truth, nothing but a skeleton, scarcely covered with flesh,
and her chains weighed more than she did. If she had had joy in her
life, she paid dearly for it at this moment. Those who saw her pass
say that she wept and shrieked in a way that should have earned the
pity of her hardest pursuers; and in the church there were compelled
to put a piece of wood in her mouth, which she bit as a lizard bites a
stick. Then the executioner tied her to a stake to sustain her, since
she let herself roll at times and fell for want of strength. Then she
suddenly recovered a vigorous handful, because, this notwithstanding,
she was able, it is said to break her cords and escape into the
church, where in remembrance of her old vocation, she climbed quickly
into galleries above, flying like a bird along the little columns and
small friezes. She was about to escape on to the roof when a soldier
perceived her, and thrust his spear in the sole of her foot. In spite
of her foot half cut through, the poor girl still ran along the church
without noticing it, going along with her bones broken and her blood
gushing out, so great fear had she of the flames of the stake. At last
she was taken and bound, thrown into a tumbrel and led to the stake,
without being afterwards heard to utter a cry. The account of her
flight in the church assisted in making the common people believe that
she was the devil, and some of them said that she had flown in the
air. As soon as the executioner of the town threw her into the flames,
she made two or three horrible leaps and fell down into the bottom of
the pile, which burned day and night. On the following evening I went
to see if anything remained of this gentle girl, so sweet, so loving,
but I found nothing but a fragment of the 'os stomachal,' in which, is
spite of this, there still remained some moisture, and which some say
still trembled like a woman does in the same place. It is impossible
to tell, my dear son, the sadnesses, without number and without equal,
which for about ten years weighed upon me; always was I thinking of
this angel burnt by wicked men, and always I beheld her with her eyes
full of love. In short the supernatural gifts of this artless child
were shining day and night before me, and I prayed for her in the
church, where she had been martyred. At length I had neither the
strength nor the courage to look without trembling upon the grand
penitentiary Jehan de la Haye, who died eaten up by lice. Leprosy was
his punishment. Fire burned his house and his wife; and all those who
had a hand in the burning had their own hands singed.


"This, my well-beloved son, was the cause of a thousand ideas, which I
have here put into writing to be forever the rule of conduct in our
family.


"I quitted the service of the church, and espoused your mother, from
whom I received infinite blessings, and with whom I shared my life, my
goods, my soul, and all. And she agreed with me in following precepts
--Firstly, that to live happily, it is necessary to keep far away from
church people, to honour them much without giving them leave to enter
your house, any more than to those who by right, just or unjust, are
supposed to be superior to us. Secondly, to take a modest condition,
and to keep oneself in it without wishing to appear in any way rich.
To have a care to excite no envy, nor strike any onesoever in any
manner, because it is needful to be as strong as an oak, which kills
the plants at its feet, to crush envious heads, and even then would
one succumb, since human oaks are especially rare and that no
Tournebouche should flatter himself that he is one, granting that he
be a Tournebouche. Thirdly, never to spend more than one quarter of
one's income, conceal one's wealth, hide one's goods and chattels, to
undertake no office, to go to church like other people, and always
keep one's thoughts to oneself, seeing that they belong to you and not
to others, who twist them about, turn them after their own fashion,
and make calumnies therefrom. Fourthly, always to remain in the
condition of the Tournebouches, who are now and forever drapers. To
marry your daughters to good drapers, send your sons to be drapers in
other towns of France furnished with these wise precepts, and to bring
them up to the honour of drapery, and without leaving any dream of
ambition in their minds. A draper like a Tournebouche should be their
glory, their arms, their name, their motto, their life. Thus by being
always drapers, they will be always Tournebouches, and rub on like the
good little insects, who, once lodged in the beam, made their dens,
and go on with security to the end of their ball of thread. Fifthly
never to speak any other language than that of drapery, and never to
dispute concerning religion or government. And even though the
government of the state, the province, religion, and God turn about,
or have a fancy to go to the right or to the left, always in your
quality of Tournebouche, stick to your cloth. Thus unnoticed by the
others of the town, the Tournebouches will live in peace with their
little Tournebouches--paying the tithes and taxes, and all that they
are required by force to give, be it to God, or to the king, to the
town of to the parish, with all of whom it is unwise to struggle. Also
it is necessary to keep the patrimonial treasure, to have peace and to
buy peace, never to owe anything, to have corn in the house, and enjoy
yourselves with the doors and windows shut.


"By this means none will take from the Tournebouches, neither the
state, nor the Church, nor the Lords, to whom should the case be that
force is employed, you will lend a few crowns without cherishing the
idea of ever seeing him again--I mean the crowns.


"Thus, in all seasons people will love the Tournebouches, will mock
the Tournebouches as poor people--as the slow Tournebouches, as
Tournebouches of no understanding. Let the know-nothings say on. The
Tournebouches will neither be burned nor hanged, to the advantage of
King or Church, or other people; and the wise Tournebouches will have
secretly money in their pockets, and joy in their houses, hidden from
all.


"Now, my dear son, follow this the counsel of a modest and middle-
class life. Maintain this in thy family as a county charter; and when
you die, let your successor maintain it as the sacred gospel of the
Tournebouches, until God wills it that there be no longer
Tournebouches in this world."


This letter has been found at the time of the inventory made in the
house of Francois Tournebouche, lord of Veretz, chancellor to
Monseigneur the Dauphin, and condemned at the time of the rebellion of
the said lord against the King to lose his head, and have all his
goods confiscated by order of the Parliament of Paris. The said letter
has been handed to the Governor of Touraine as an historical
curiosity, and joined to the pieces of the process in the
archbishopric of Tours, by me, Pierre Gaultier, Sheriff, President of
the Trades Council.


The author having finished the transcription and deciphering of these
parchments, translating them from their strange language into French,
the donor of them declared that the Rue Chaude at Tours was so called,
according to certain people, because the sun remained there longer
than in all other parts. But in spite of this version, people of lofty
understanding will find, in the warm way of the said Succubus, the
real origin of the said name. In which acquiesces the author. This
teaches us not to abuse our body, but use it wisely in view of our
salvation.










The Haunted House

by Charles Dickens


CHAPTER I--THE MORTALS IN THE HOUSE


Under none of the accredited ghostly circumstances, and environed by
none of the conventional ghostly surroundings, did I first make
acquaintance with the house which is the subject of this Christmas
piece.  I saw it in the daylight, with the sun upon it.  There was
no wind, no rain, no lightning, no thunder, no awful or unwonted
circumstance, of any kind, to heighten its effect.  More than that:
I had come to it direct from a railway station:  it was not more
than a mile distant from the railway station; and, as I stood
outside the house, looking back upon the way I had come, I could see
the goods train running smoothly along the embankment in the valley.
I will not say that everything was utterly commonplace, because I
doubt if anything can be that, except to utterly commonplace people-
-and there my vanity steps in; but, I will take it on myself to say
that anybody might see the house as I saw it, any fine autumn
morning.


The manner of my lighting on it was this.


I was travelling towards London out of the North, intending to stop
by the way, to look at the house.  My health required a temporary
residence in the country; and a friend of mine who knew that, and
who had happened to drive past the house, had written to me to
suggest it as a likely place.  I had got into the train at midnight,
and had fallen asleep, and had woke up and had sat looking out of
window at the brilliant Northern Lights in the sky, and had fallen
asleep again, and had woke up again to find the night gone, with the
usual discontented conviction on me that I hadn't been to sleep at
all;--upon which question, in the first imbecility of that
condition, I am ashamed to believe that I would have done wager by
battle with the man who sat opposite me.  That opposite man had had,
through the night--as that opposite man always has--several legs too
many, and all of them too long.  In addition to this unreasonable
conduct (which was only to be expected of him), he had had a pencil
and a pocket-book, and had been perpetually listening and taking
notes.  It had appeared to me that these aggravating notes related
to the jolts and bumps of the carriage, and I should have resigned
myself to his taking them, under a general supposition that he was
in the civil-engineering way of life, if he had not sat staring
straight over my head whenever he listened.  He was a goggle-eyed
gentleman of a perplexed aspect, and his demeanour became
unbearable.


It was a cold, dead morning (the sun not being up yet), and when I
had out-watched the paling light of the fires of the iron country,
and the curtain of heavy smoke that hung at once between me and the
stars and between me and the day, I turned to my fellow-traveller
and said:


"I BEG your pardon, sir, but do you observe anything particular in
me"?  For, really, he appeared to be taking down, either my
travelling-cap or my hair, with a minuteness that was a liberty.


The goggle-eyed gentleman withdrew his eyes from behind me, as if
the back of the carriage were a hundred miles off, and said, with a
lofty look of compassion for my insignificance:


"In you, sir?--B."


"B, sir?" said I, growing warm.


"I have nothing to do with you, sir," returned the gentleman; "pray
let me listen--O."


He enunciated this vowel after a pause, and noted it down.


At first I was alarmed, for an Express lunatic and no communication
with the guard, is a serious position.  The thought came to my
relief that the gentleman might be what is popularly called a
Rapper:  one of a sect for (some of) whom I have the highest
respect, but whom I don't believe in.  I was going to ask him the
question, when he took the bread out of my mouth.


"You will excuse me," said the gentleman contemptuously, "if I am
too much in advance of common humanity to trouble myself at all
about it.  I have passed the night--as indeed I pass the whole of my
time now--in spiritual intercourse."


"O!" said I, somewhat snappishly.


"The conferences of the night began," continued the gentleman,
turning several leaves of his note-book, "with this message:  'Evil
communications corrupt good manners.'"


"Sound," said I; "but, absolutely new?"


"New from spirits," returned the gentleman.


I could only repeat my rather snappish "O!" and ask if I might be
favoured with the last communication.


"'A bird in the hand,'" said the gentleman, reading his last entry
with great solemnity, "'is worth two in the Bosh.'"


"Truly I am of the same opinion," said I; "but shouldn't it be
Bush?"


"It came to me, Bosh," returned the gentleman.


The gentleman then informed me that the spirit of Socrates had
delivered this special revelation in the course of the night.  "My
friend, I hope you are pretty well.  There are two in this railway
carriage.  How do you do?  There are seventeen thousand four hundred
and seventy-nine spirits here, but you cannot see them.  Pythagoras
is here.  He is not at liberty to mention it, but hopes you like
travelling."  Galileo likewise had dropped in, with this scientific
intelligence.  "I am glad to see you, AMICO. COME STA?  Water will
freeze when it is cold enough.  ADDIO!"  In the course of the night,
also, the following phenomena had occurred.  Bishop Butler had
insisted on spelling his name, "Bubler," for which offence against
orthography and good manners he had been dismissed as out of temper.
John Milton (suspected of wilful mystification) had repudiated the
authorship of Paradise Lost, and had introduced, as joint authors of
that poem, two Unknown gentlemen, respectively named Grungers and
Scadgingtone.  And Prince Arthur, nephew of King John of England,
had described himself as tolerably comfortable in the seventh
circle, where he was learning to paint on velvet, under the
direction of Mrs. Trimmer and Mary Queen of Scots.


If this should meet the eye of the gentleman who favoured me with
these disclosures, I trust he will excuse my confessing that the
sight of the rising sun, and the contemplation of the magnificent
Order of the vast Universe, made me impatient of them.  In a word, I
was so impatient of them, that I was mightily glad to get out at the
next station, and to exchange these clouds and vapours for the free
air of Heaven.


By that time it was a beautiful morning.  As I walked away among
such leaves as had already fallen from the golden, brown, and russet
trees; and as I looked around me on the wonders of Creation, and
thought of the steady, unchanging, and harmonious laws by which they
are sustained; the gentleman's spiritual intercourse seemed to me as
poor a piece of journey-work as ever this world saw.  In which
heathen state of mind, I came within view of the house, and stopped
to examine it attentively.


It was a solitary house, standing in a sadly neglected garden:  a
pretty even square of some two acres.  It was a house of about the
time of George the Second; as stiff, as cold, as formal, and in as
bad taste, as could possibly be desired by the most loyal admirer of
the whole quartet of Georges.  It was uninhabited, but had, within a
year or two, been cheaply repaired to render it habitable; I say
cheaply, because the work had been done in a surface manner, and was
already decaying as to the paint and plaster, though the colours
were fresh.  A lop-sided board drooped over the garden wall,
announcing that it was "to let on very reasonable terms, well
furnished."  It was much too closely and heavily shadowed by trees,
and, in particular, there were six tall poplars before the front
windows, which were excessively melancholy, and the site of which
had been extremely ill chosen.


It was easy to see that it was an avoided house--a house that was
shunned by the village, to which my eye was guided by a church spire
some half a mile off--a house that nobody would take.  And the
natural inference was, that it had the reputation of being a haunted
house.


No period within the four-and-twenty hours of day and night is so
solemn to me, as the early morning.  In the summer-time, I often
rise very early, and repair to my room to do a day's work before
breakfast, and I am always on those occasions deeply impressed by
the stillness and solitude around me.  Besides that there is
something awful in the being surrounded by familiar faces asleep--in
the knowledge that those who are dearest to us and to whom we are
dearest, are profoundly unconscious of us, in an impassive state,
anticipative of that mysterious condition to which we are all
tending--the stopped life, the broken threads of yesterday, the
deserted seat, the closed book, the unfinished but abandoned
occupation, all are images of Death.  The tranquillity of the hour
is the tranquillity of Death.  The colour and the chill have the
same association.  Even a certain air that familiar household
objects take upon them when they first emerge from the shadows of
the night into the morning, of being newer, and as they used to be
long ago, has its counterpart in the subsidence of the worn face of
maturity or age, in death, into the old youthful look.  Moreover, I
once saw the apparition of my father, at this hour.  He was alive
and well, and nothing ever came of it, but I saw him in the
daylight, sitting with his back towards me, on a seat that stood
beside my bed.  His head was resting on his hand, and whether he was
slumbering or grieving, I could not discern.  Amazed to see him
there, I sat up, moved my position, leaned out of bed, and watched
him.  As he did not move, I spoke to him more than once.  As he did
not move then, I became alarmed and laid my hand upon his shoulder,
as I thought--and there was no such thing.


For all these reasons, and for others less easily and briefly
statable, I find the early morning to be my most ghostly time.  Any
house would be more or less haunted, to me, in the early morning;
and a haunted house could scarcely address me to greater advantage
than then.


I walked on into the village, with the desertion of this house upon
my mind, and I found the landlord of the little inn, sanding his
door-step.  I bespoke breakfast, and broached the subject of the
house.


"Is it haunted?" I asked.


The landlord looked at me, shook his head, and answered, "I say
nothing."


"Then it IS haunted?"


"Well!" cried the landlord, in an outburst of frankness that had the
appearance of desperation--"I wouldn't sleep in it."


"Why not?"


"If I wanted to have all the bells in a house ring, with nobody to
ring 'em; and all the doors in a house bang, with nobody to bang
'em; and all sorts of feet treading about, with no feet there; why,
then," said the landlord, "I'd sleep in that house."


"Is anything seen there?"


The landlord looked at me again, and then, with his former
appearance of desperation, called down his stable-yard for "Ikey!"


The call produced a high-shouldered young fellow, with a round red
face, a short crop of sandy hair, a very broad humorous mouth, a
turned-up nose, and a great sleeved waistcoat of purple bars, with
mother-of-pearl buttons, that seemed to be growing upon him, and to
be in a fair way--if it were not pruned--of covering his head and
overunning his boots.


"This gentleman wants to know," said the landlord, "if anything's
seen at the Poplars."


"'Ooded woman with a howl," said Ikey, in a state of great
freshness.


"Do you mean a cry?"


"I mean a bird, sir."


"A hooded woman with an owl.  Dear me!  Did you ever see her?"


"I seen the howl."


"Never the woman?"


"Not so plain as the howl, but they always keeps together."


"Has anybody ever seen the woman as plainly as the owl?"


"Lord bless you, sir!  Lots."


"Who?"


"Lord bless you, sir!  Lots."


"The general-dealer opposite, for instance, who is opening his
shop?"


"Perkins?  Bless you, Perkins wouldn't go a-nigh the place.  No!"
observed the young man, with considerable feeling; "he an't
overwise, an't Perkins, but he an't such a fool as THAT."


(Here, the landlord murmured his confidence in Perkins's knowing
better.)


"Who is--or who was--the hooded woman with the owl?  Do you know?"


"Well!" said Ikey, holding up his cap with one hand while he
scratched his head with the other, "they say, in general, that she
was murdered, and the howl he 'ooted the while."


This very concise summary of the facts was all I could learn, except
that a young man, as hearty and likely a young man as ever I see,
had been took with fits and held down in 'em, after seeing the
hooded woman.  Also, that a personage, dimly described as "a hold
chap, a sort of one-eyed tramp, answering to the name of Joby,
unless you challenged him as Greenwood, and then he said, 'Why not?
and even if so, mind your own business,'" had encountered the hooded
woman, a matter of five or six times.  But, I was not materially
assisted by these witnesses:  inasmuch as the first was in
California, and the last was, as Ikey said (and he was confirmed by
the landlord), Anywheres.


Now, although I regard with a hushed and solemn fear, the mysteries,
between which and this state of existence is interposed the barrier
of the great trial and change that fall on all the things that live;
and although I have not the audacity to pretend that I know anything
of them; I can no more reconcile the mere banging of doors, ringing
of bells, creaking of boards, and such-like insignificances, with
the majestic beauty and pervading analogy of all the Divine rules
that I am permitted to understand, than I had been able, a little
while before, to yoke the spiritual intercourse of my fellow-
traveller to the chariot of the rising sun.  Moreover, I had lived
in two haunted houses--both abroad.  In one of these, an old Italian
palace, which bore the reputation of being very badly haunted
indeed, and which had recently been twice abandoned on that account,
I lived eight months, most tranquilly and pleasantly:
notwithstanding that the house had a score of mysterious bedrooms,
which were never used, and possessed, in one large room in which I
sat reading, times out of number at all hours, and next to which I
slept, a haunted chamber of the first pretensions.  I gently hinted
these considerations to the landlord.  And as to this particular
house having a bad name, I reasoned with him, Why, how many things
had bad names undeservedly, and how easy it was to give bad names,
and did he not think that if he and I were persistently to whisper
in the village that any weird-looking old drunken tinker of the
neighbourhood had sold himself to the Devil, he would come in time
to be suspected of that commercial venture!  All this wise talk was
perfectly ineffective with the landlord, I am bound to confess, and
was as dead a failure as ever I made in my life.


To cut this part of the story short, I was piqued about the haunted
house, and was already half resolved to take it.  So, after
breakfast, I got the keys from Perkins's brother-in-law (a whip and
harness maker, who keeps the Post Office, and is under submission to
a most rigorous wife of the Doubly Seceding Little Emmanuel
persuasion), and went up to the house, attended by my landlord and
by Ikey.


Within, I found it, as I had expected, transcendently dismal.  The
slowly changing shadows waved on it from the heavy trees, were
doleful in the last degree; the house was ill-placed, ill-built,
ill-planned, and ill-fitted.  It was damp, it was not free from dry
rot, there was a flavour of rats in it, and it was the gloomy victim
of that indescribable decay which settles on all the work of man's
hands whenever it's not turned to man's account.  The kitchens and
offices were too large, and too remote from each other.  Above
stairs and below, waste tracts of passage intervened between patches
of fertility represented by rooms; and there was a mouldy old well
with a green growth upon it, hiding like a murderous trap, near the
bottom of the back-stairs, under the double row of bells.  One of
these bells was labelled, on a black ground in faded white letters,
MASTER B.  This, they told me, was the bell that rang the most.


"Who was Master B.?" I asked.  "Is it known what he did while the
owl hooted?"


"Rang the bell," said Ikey.


I was rather struck by the prompt dexterity with which this young
man pitched his fur cap at the bell, and rang it himself.  It was a
loud, unpleasant bell, and made a very disagreeable sound.  The
other bells were inscribed according to the names of the rooms to
which their wires were conducted:  as "Picture Room," "Double Room,"
"Clock Room," and the like.  Following Master B.'s bell to its
source I found that young gentleman to have had but indifferent
third-class accommodation in a triangular cabin under the cock-loft,
with a corner fireplace which Master B. must have been exceedingly
small if he were ever able to warm himself at, and a corner chimney-
piece like a pyramidal staircase to the ceiling for Tom Thumb.  The
papering of one side of the room had dropped down bodily, with
fragments of plaster adhering to it, and almost blocked up the door.
It appeared that Master B., in his spiritual condition, always made
a point of pulling the paper down.  Neither the landlord nor Ikey
could suggest why he made such a fool of himself.


Except that the house had an immensely large rambling loft at top, I
made no other discoveries.  It was moderately well furnished, but
sparely.  Some of the furniture--say, a third--was as old as the
house; the rest was of various periods within the last half-century.
I was referred to a corn-chandler in the market-place of the county
town to treat for the house.  I went that day, and I took it for six
months.


It was just the middle of October when I moved in with my maiden
sister (I venture to call her eight-and-thirty, she is so very
handsome, sensible, and engaging).  We took with us, a deaf stable-
man, my bloodhound Turk, two women servants, and a young person
called an Odd Girl.  I have reason to record of the attendant last
enumerated, who was one of the Saint Lawrence's Union Female
Orphans, that she was a fatal mistake and a disastrous engagement.


The year was dying early, the leaves were falling fast, it was a raw
cold day when we took possession, and the gloom of the house was
most depressing.  The cook (an amiable woman, but of a weak turn of
intellect) burst into tears on beholding the kitchen, and requested
that her silver watch might be delivered over to her sister (2
Tuppintock's Gardens, Liggs's Walk, Clapham Rise), in the event of
anything happening to her from the damp.  Streaker, the housemaid,
feigned cheerfulness, but was the greater martyr.  The Odd Girl, who
had never been in the country, alone was pleased, and made
arrangements for sowing an acorn in the garden outside the scullery
window, and rearing an oak.


We went, before dark, through all the natural--as opposed to
supernatural--miseries incidental to our state.  Dispiriting reports
ascended (like the smoke) from the basement in volumes, and
descended from the upper rooms.  There was no rolling-pin, there was
no salamander (which failed to surprise me, for I don't know what it
is), there was nothing in the house, what there was, was broken, the
last people must have lived like pigs, what could the meaning of the
landlord be?  Through these distresses, the Odd Girl was cheerful
and exemplary.  But within four hours after dark we had got into a
supernatural groove, and the Odd Girl had seen "Eyes," and was in
hysterics.


My sister and I had agreed to keep the haunting strictly to
ourselves, and my impression was, and still is, that I had not left
Ikey, when he helped to unload the cart, alone with the women, or
any one of them, for one minute.  Nevertheless, as I say, the Odd
Girl had "seen Eyes" (no other explanation could ever be drawn from
her), before nine, and by ten o'clock had had as much vinegar
applied to her as would pickle a handsome salmon.


I leave a discerning public to judge of my feelings, when, under
these untoward circumstances, at about half-past ten o'clock Master
B.'s bell began to ring in a most infuriated manner, and Turk howled
until the house resounded with his lamentations!


I hope I may never again be in a state of mind so unchristian as the
mental frame in which I lived for some weeks, respecting the memory
of Master B.  Whether his bell was rung by rats, or mice, or bats,
or wind, or what other accidental vibration, or sometimes by one
cause, sometimes another, and sometimes by collusion, I don't know;
but, certain it is, that it did ring two nights out of three, until
I conceived the happy idea of twisting Master B.'s neck--in other
words, breaking his bell short off--and silencing that young
gentleman, as to my experience and belief, for ever.


But, by that time, the Odd Girl had developed such improving powers
of catalepsy, that she had become a shining example of that very
inconvenient disorder.  She would stiffen, like a Guy Fawkes endowed
with unreason, on the most irrelevant occasions.  I would address
the servants in a lucid manner, pointing out to them that I had
painted Master B.'s room and balked the paper, and taken Master B.'s
bell away and balked the ringing, and if they could suppose that
that confounded boy had lived and died, to clothe himself with no
better behaviour than would most unquestionably have brought him and
the sharpest particles of a birch-broom into close acquaintance in
the present imperfect state of existence, could they also suppose a
mere poor human being, such as I was, capable by those contemptible
means of counteracting and limiting the powers of the disembodied
spirits of the dead, or of any spirits?--I say I would become
emphatic and cogent, not to say rather complacent, in such an
address, when it would all go for nothing by reason of the Odd
Girl's suddenly stiffening from the toes upward, and glaring among
us like a parochial petrifaction.


Streaker, the housemaid, too, had an attribute of a most
discomfiting nature.  I am unable to say whether she was of an
usually lymphatic temperament, or what else was the matter with her,
but this young woman became a mere Distillery for the production of
the largest and most transparent tears I ever met with.  Combined
with these characteristics, was a peculiar tenacity of hold in those
specimens, so that they didn't fall, but hung upon her face and
nose.  In this condition, and mildly and deplorably shaking her
head, her silence would throw me more heavily than the Admirable
Crichton could have done in a verbal disputation for a purse of
money.  Cook, likewise, always covered me with confusion as with a
garment, by neatly winding up the session with the protest that the
Ouse was wearing her out, and by meekly repeating her last wishes
regarding her silver watch.


As to our nightly life, the contagion of suspicion and fear was
among us, and there is no such contagion under the sky.  Hooded
woman?  According to the accounts, we were in a perfect Convent of
hooded women.  Noises?  With that contagion downstairs, I myself
have sat in the dismal parlour, listening, until I have heard so
many and such strange noises, that they would have chilled my blood
if I had not warmed it by dashing out to make discoveries.  Try this
in bed, in the dead of the night:  try this at your own comfortable
fire-side, in the life of the night.  You can fill any house with
noises, if you will, until you have a noise for every nerve in your
nervous system.


I repeat; the contagion of suspicion and fear was among us, and
there is no such contagion under the sky.  The women (their noses in
a chronic state of excoriation from smelling-salts) were always
primed and loaded for a swoon, and ready to go off with hair-
triggers.  The two elder detached the Odd Girl on all expeditions
that were considered doubly hazardous, and she always established
the reputation of such adventures by coming back cataleptic.  If
Cook or Streaker went overhead after dark, we knew we should
presently hear a bump on the ceiling; and this took place so
constantly, that it was as if a fighting man were engaged to go
about the house, administering a touch of his art which I believe is
called The Auctioneer, to every domestic he met with.


It was in vain to do anything.  It was in vain to be frightened, for
the moment in one's own person, by a real owl, and then to show the
owl.  It was in vain to discover, by striking an accidental discord
on the piano, that Turk always howled at particular notes and
combinations.  It was in vain to be a Rhadamanthus with the bells,
and if an unfortunate bell rang without leave, to have it down
inexorably and silence it.  It was in vain to fire up chimneys, let
torches down the well, charge furiously into suspected rooms and
recesses.  We changed servants, and it was no better.  The new set
ran away, and a third set came, and it was no better.  At last, our
comfortable housekeeping got to be so disorganised and wretched,
that I one night dejectedly said to my sister:  "Patty, I begin to
despair of our getting people to go on with us here, and I think we
must give this up."


My sister, who is a woman of immense spirit, replied, "No, John,
don't give it up.  Don't be beaten, John.  There is another way."


"And what is that?" said I.


"John," returned my sister, "if we are not to be driven out of this
house, and that for no reason whatever, that is apparent to you or
me, we must help ourselves and take the house wholly and solely into
our own hands."


"But, the servants," said I.


"Have no servants," said my sister, boldly.


Like most people in my grade of life, I had never thought of the
possibility of going on without those faithful obstructions.  The
notion was so new to me when suggested, that I looked very doubtful.
"We know they come here to be frightened and infect one another, and
we know they are frightened and do infect one another," said my
sister.


"With the exception of Bottles," I observed, in a meditative tone.


(The deaf stable-man.  I kept him in my service, and still keep him,
as a phenomenon of moroseness not to be matched in England.)


"To be sure, John," assented my sister; "except Bottles.  And what
does that go to prove?  Bottles talks to nobody, and hears nobody
unless he is absolutely roared at, and what alarm has Bottles ever
given, or taken!  None."


This was perfectly true; the individual in question having retired,
every night at ten o'clock, to his bed over the coach-house, with no
other company than a pitchfork and a pail of water.  That the pail
of water would have been over me, and the pitchfork through me, if I
had put myself without announcement in Bottles's way after that
minute, I had deposited in my own mind as a fact worth remembering.
Neither had Bottles ever taken the least notice of any of our many
uproars.  An imperturbable and speechless man, he had sat at his
supper, with Streaker present in a swoon, and the Odd Girl marble,
and had only put another potato in his cheek, or profited by the
general misery to help himself to beefsteak pie.


"And so," continued my sister, "I exempt Bottles.  And considering,
John, that the house is too large, and perhaps too lonely, to be
kept well in hand by Bottles, you, and me, I propose that we cast
about among our friends for a certain selected number of the most
reliable and willing--form a Society here for three months--wait
upon ourselves and one another--live cheerfully and socially--and
see what happens."


I was so charmed with my sister, that I embraced her on the spot,
and went into her plan with the greatest ardour.


We were then in the third week of November; but, we took our
measures so vigorously, and were so well seconded by the friends in
whom we confided, that there was still a week of the month
unexpired, when our party all came down together merrily, and
mustered in the haunted house.


I will mention, in this place, two small changes that I made while
my sister and I were yet alone.  It occurring to me as not
improbable that Turk howled in the house at night, partly because he
wanted to get out of it, I stationed him in his kennel outside, but
unchained; and I seriously warned the village that any man who came
in his way must not expect to leave him without a rip in his own
throat.  I then casually asked Ikey if he were a judge of a gun?  On
his saying, "Yes, sir, I knows a good gun when I sees her," I begged
the favour of his stepping up to the house and looking at mine.


"SHE'S a true one, sir," said Ikey, after inspecting a double-
barrelled rifle that I bought in New York a few years ago.  "No
mistake about HER, sir."


"Ikey," said I, "don't mention it; I have seen something in this
house."


"No, sir?" he whispered, greedily opening his eyes.  "'Ooded lady,
sir?"


"Don't be frightened," said I.  "It was a figure rather like you."


"Lord, sir?"


"Ikey!" said I, shaking hands with him warmly:  I may say
affectionately; "if there is any truth in these ghost-stories, the
greatest service I can do you, is, to fire at that figure.  And I
promise you, by Heaven and earth, I will do it with this gun if I
see it again!"


The young man thanked me, and took his leave with some little
precipitation, after declining a glass of liquor.  I imparted my
secret to him, because I had never quite forgotten his throwing his
cap at the bell; because I had, on another occasion, noticed
something very like a fur cap, lying not far from the bell, one
night when it had burst out ringing; and because I had remarked that
we were at our ghostliest whenever he came up in the evening to
comfort the servants.  Let me do Ikey no injustice.  He was afraid
of the house, and believed in its being haunted; and yet he would
play false on the haunting side, so surely as he got an opportunity.
The Odd Girl's case was exactly similar.  She went about the house
in a state of real terror, and yet lied monstrously and wilfully,
and invented many of the alarms she spread, and made many of the
sounds we heard.  I had had my eye on the two, and I know it.  It is
not necessary for me, here, to account for this preposterous state
of mind; I content myself with remarking that it is familiarly known
to every intelligent man who has had fair medical, legal, or other
watchful experience; that it is as well established and as common a
state of mind as any with which observers are acquainted; and that
it is one of the first elements, above all others, rationally to be
suspected in, and strictly looked for, and separated from, any
question of this kind.


To return to our party.  The first thing we did when we were all
assembled, was, to draw lots for bedrooms.  That done, and every
bedroom, and, indeed, the whole house, having been minutely examined
by the whole body, we allotted the various household duties, as if
we had been on a gipsy party, or a yachting party, or a hunting
party, or were shipwrecked.  I then recounted the floating rumours
concerning the hooded lady, the owl, and Master B.:  with others,
still more filmy, which had floated about during our occupation,
relative to some ridiculous old ghost of the female gender who went
up and down, carrying the ghost of a round table; and also to an
impalpable Jackass, whom nobody was ever able to catch.  Some of
these ideas I really believe our people below had communicated to
one another in some diseased way, without conveying them in words.
We then gravely called one another to witness, that we were not
there to be deceived, or to deceive--which we considered pretty much
the same thing--and that, with a serious sense of responsibility, we
would be strictly true to one another, and would strictly follow out
the truth.  The understanding was established, that any one who
heard unusual noises in the night, and who wished to trace them,
should knock at my door; lastly, that on Twelfth Night, the last
night of holy Christmas, all our individual experiences since that
then present hour of our coming together in the haunted house,
should be brought to light for the good of all; and that we would
hold our peace on the subject till then, unless on some remarkable
provocation to break silence.


We were, in number and in character, as follows:


First--to get my sister and myself out of the way--there were we
two.  In the drawing of lots, my sister drew her own room, and I
drew Master B.'s.  Next, there was our first cousin John Herschel,
so called after the great astronomer:  than whom I suppose a better
man at a telescope does not breathe.  With him, was his wife:  a
charming creature to whom he had been married in the previous
spring.  I thought it (under the circumstances) rather imprudent to
bring her, because there is no knowing what even a false alarm may
do at such a time; but I suppose he knew his own business best, and
I must say that if she had been MY wife, I never could have left her
endearing and bright face behind.  They drew the Clock Room.  Alfred
Starling, an uncommonly agreeable young fellow of eight-and-twenty
for whom I have the greatest liking, was in the Double Room; mine,
usually, and designated by that name from having a dressing-room
within it, with two large and cumbersome windows, which no wedges I
was ever able to make, would keep from shaking, in any weather, wind
or no wind.  Alfred is a young fellow who pretends to be "fast"
(another word for loose, as I understand the term), but who is much
too good and sensible for that nonsense, and who would have
distinguished himself before now, if his father had not
unfortunately left him a small independence of two hundred a year,
on the strength of which his only occupation in life has been to
spend six.  I am in hopes, however, that his Banker may break, or
that he may enter into some speculation guaranteed to pay twenty per
cent.; for, I am convinced that if he could only be ruined, his
fortune is made.  Belinda Bates, bosom friend of my sister, and a
most intellectual, amiable, and delightful girl, got the Picture
Room.  She has a fine genius for poetry, combined with real business
earnestness, and "goes in"--to use an expression of Alfred's--for
Woman's mission, Woman's rights, Woman's wrongs, and everything that
is woman's with a capital W, or is not and ought to be, or is and
ought not to be.  "Most praiseworthy, my dear, and Heaven prosper
you!" I whispered to her on the first night of my taking leave of
her at the Picture-Room door, "but don't overdo it.  And in respect
of the great necessity there is, my darling, for more employments
being within the reach of Woman than our civilisation has as yet
assigned to her, don't fly at the unfortunate men, even those men
who are at first sight in your way, as if they were the natural
oppressors of your sex; for, trust me, Belinda, they do sometimes
spend their wages among wives and daughters, sisters, mothers,
aunts, and grandmothers; and the play is, really, not ALL Wolf and
Red Riding-Hood, but has other parts in it."  However, I digress.


Belinda, as I have mentioned, occupied the Picture Room.  We had but
three other chambers:  the Corner Room, the Cupboard Room, and the
Garden Room.  My old friend, Jack Governor, "slung his hammock," as
he called it, in the Corner Room.  I have always regarded Jack as
the finest-looking sailor that ever sailed.  He is gray now, but as
handsome as he was a quarter of a century ago--nay, handsomer.  A
portly, cheery, well-built figure of a broad-shouldered man, with a
frank smile, a brilliant dark eye, and a rich dark eyebrow.  I
remember those under darker hair, and they look all the better for
their silver setting.  He has been wherever his Union namesake
flies, has Jack, and I have met old shipmates of his, away in the
Mediterranean and on the other side of the Atlantic, who have beamed
and brightened at the casual mention of his name, and have cried,
"You know Jack Governor?  Then you know a prince of men!"  That he
is!  And so unmistakably a naval officer, that if you were to meet
him coming out of an Esquimaux snow-hut in seal's skin, you would be
vaguely persuaded he was in full naval uniform.


Jack once had that bright clear eye of his on my sister; but, it
fell out that he married another lady and took her to South America,
where she died.  This was a dozen years ago or more.  He brought
down with him to our haunted house a little cask of salt beef; for,
he is always convinced that all salt beef not of his own pickling,
is mere carrion, and invariably, when he goes to London, packs a
piece in his portmanteau.  He had also volunteered to bring with him
one "Nat Beaver," an old comrade of his, captain of a merchantman.
Mr. Beaver, with a thick-set wooden face and figure, and apparently
as hard as a block all over, proved to be an intelligent man, with a
world of watery experiences in him, and great practical knowledge.
At times, there was a curious nervousness about him, apparently the
lingering result of some old illness; but, it seldom lasted many
minutes.  He got the Cupboard Room, and lay there next to Mr.
Undery, my friend and solicitor:  who came down, in an amateur
capacity, "to go through with it," as he said, and who plays whist
better than the whole Law List, from the red cover at the beginning
to the red cover at the end.


I never was happier in my life, and I believe it was the universal
feeling among us.  Jack Governor, always a man of wonderful
resources, was Chief Cook, and made some of the best dishes I ever
ate, including unapproachable curries.  My sister was pastrycook and
confectioner.  Starling and I were Cook's Mate, turn and turn about,
and on special occasions the chief cook "pressed" Mr. Beaver.  We
had a great deal of out-door sport and exercise, but nothing was
neglected within, and there was no ill-humour or misunderstanding
among us, and our evenings were so delightful that we had at least
one good reason for being reluctant to go to bed.


We had a few night alarms in the beginning.  On the first night, I
was knocked up by Jack with a most wonderful ship's lantern in his
hand, like the gills of some monster of the deep, who informed me
that he "was going aloft to the main truck," to have the weathercock
down.  It was a stormy night and I remonstrated; but Jack called my
attention to its making a sound like a cry of despair, and said
somebody would be "hailing a ghost" presently, if it wasn't done.
So, up to the top of the house, where I could hardly stand for the
wind, we went, accompanied by Mr. Beaver; and there Jack, lantern
and all, with Mr. Beaver after him, swarmed up to the top of a
cupola, some two dozen feet above the chimneys, and stood upon
nothing particular, coolly knocking the weathercock off, until they
both got into such good spirits with the wind and the height, that I
thought they would never come down.  Another night, they turned out
again, and had a chimney-cowl off.  Another night, they cut a
sobbing and gulping water-pipe away.  Another night, they found out
something else.  On several occasions, they both, in the coolest
manner, simultaneously dropped out of their respective bedroom
windows, hand over hand by their counterpanes, to "overhaul"
something mysterious in the garden.


The engagement among us was faithfully kept, and nobody revealed
anything.  All we knew was, if any one's room were haunted, no one
looked the worse for it.



CHAPTER II--THE GHOST IN MASTER B.'S ROOM


When I established myself in the triangular garret which had gained
so distinguished a reputation, my thoughts naturally turned to
Master B.  My speculations about him were uneasy and manifold.
Whether his Christian name was Benjamin, Bissextile (from his having
been born in Leap Year), Bartholomew, or Bill.  Whether the initial
letter belonged to his family name, and that was Baxter, Black,
Brown, Barker, Buggins, Baker, or Bird.  Whether he was a foundling,
and had been baptized B.  Whether he was a lion-hearted boy, and B.
was short for Briton, or for Bull.  Whether he could possibly have
been kith and kin to an illustrious lady who brightened my own
childhood, and had come of the blood of the brilliant Mother Bunch?


With these profitless meditations I tormented myself much.  I also
carried the mysterious letter into the appearance and pursuits of
the deceased; wondering whether he dressed in Blue, wore Boots (he
couldn't have been Bald), was a boy of Brains, liked Books, was good
at Bowling, had any skill as a Boxer, even in his Buoyant Boyhood
Bathed from a Bathing-machine at Bognor, Bangor, Bournemouth,
Brighton, or Broadstairs, like a Bounding Billiard Ball?


So, from the first, I was haunted by the letter B.


It was not long before I remarked that I never by any hazard had a
dream of Master B., or of anything belonging to him.  But, the
instant I awoke from sleep, at whatever hour of the night, my
thoughts took him up, and roamed away, trying to attach his initial
letter to something that would fit it and keep it quiet.


For six nights, I had been worried this in Master B.'s room, when I
began to perceive that things were going wrong.


The first appearance that presented itself was early in the morning
when it was but just daylight and no more.  I was standing shaving
at my glass, when I suddenly discovered, to my consternation and
amazement, that I was shaving--not myself--I am fifty--but a boy.
Apparently Master B.!


I trembled and looked over my shoulder; nothing there.  I looked
again in the glass, and distinctly saw the features and expression
of a boy, who was shaving, not to get rid of a beard, but to get
one.  Extremely troubled in my mind, I took a few turns in the room,
and went back to the looking-glass, resolved to steady my hand and
complete the operation in which I had been disturbed.  Opening my
eyes, which I had shut while recovering my firmness, I now met in
the glass, looking straight at me, the eyes of a young man of four
or five and twenty.  Terrified by this new ghost, I closed my eyes,
and made a strong effort to recover myself.  Opening them again, I
saw, shaving his cheek in the glass, my father, who has long been
dead.  Nay, I even saw my grandfather too, whom I never did see in
my life.


Although naturally much affected by these remarkable visitations, I
determined to keep my secret, until the time agreed upon for the
present general disclosure.  Agitated by a multitude of curious
thoughts, I retired to my room, that night, prepared to encounter
some new experience of a spectral character.  Nor was my preparation
needless, for, waking from an uneasy sleep at exactly two o'clock in
the morning, what were my feelings to find that I was sharing my bed
with the skeleton of Master B.!


I sprang up, and the skeleton sprang up also.  I then heard a
plaintive voice saying, "Where am I?  What is become of me?" and,
looking hard in that direction, perceived the ghost of Master B.


The young spectre was dressed in an obsolete fashion:  or rather,
was not so much dressed as put into a case of inferior pepper-and-
salt cloth, made horrible by means of shining buttons.  I observed
that these buttons went, in a double row, over each shoulder of the
young ghost, and appeared to descend his back.  He wore a frill
round his neck.  His right hand (which I distinctly noticed to be
inky) was laid upon his stomach; connecting this action with some
feeble pimples on his countenance, and his general air of nausea, I
concluded this ghost to be the ghost of a boy who had habitually
taken a great deal too much medicine.


"Where am I?" said the little spectre, in a pathetic voice.  "And
why was I born in the Calomel days, and why did I have all that
Calomel given me?"


I replied, with sincere earnestness, that upon my soul I couldn't
tell him.


"Where is my little sister," said the ghost, "and where my angelic
little wife, and where is the boy I went to school with?"


I entreated the phantom to be comforted, and above all things to
take heart respecting the loss of the boy he went to school with.  I
represented to him that probably that boy never did, within human
experience, come out well, when discovered.  I urged that I myself
had, in later life, turned up several boys whom I went to school
with, and none of them had at all answered.  I expressed my humble
belief that that boy never did answer.  I represented that he was a
mythic character, a delusion, and a snare.  I recounted how, the
last time I found him, I found him at a dinner party behind a wall
of white cravat, with an inconclusive opinion on every possible
subject, and a power of silent boredom absolutely Titanic.  I
related how, on the strength of our having been together at "Old
Doylance's," he had asked himself to breakfast with me (a social
offence of the largest magnitude); how, fanning my weak embers of
belief in Doylance's boys, I had let him in; and how, he had proved
to be a fearful wanderer about the earth, pursuing the race of Adam
with inexplicable notions concerning the currency, and with a
proposition that the Bank of England should, on pain of being
abolished, instantly strike off and circulate, God knows how many
thousand millions of ten-and-sixpenny notes.


The ghost heard me in silence, and with a fixed stare.  "Barber!" it
apostrophised me when I had finished.


"Barber?" I repeated--for I am not of that profession.


"Condemned," said the ghost, "to shave a constant change of
customers--now, me--now, a young man--now, thyself as thou art--now,
thy father--now, thy grandfather; condemned, too, to lie down with a
skeleton every night, and to rise with it every morning--"


(I shuddered on hearing this dismal announcement.)


"Barber!  Pursue me!"


I had felt, even before the words were uttered, that I was under a
spell to pursue the phantom.  I immediately did so, and was in
Master B.'s room no longer.


Most people know what long and fatiguing night journeys had been
forced upon the witches who used to confess, and who, no doubt, told
the exact truth--particularly as they were always assisted with
leading questions, and the Torture was always ready.  I asseverate
that, during my occupation of Master B.'s room, I was taken by the
ghost that haunted it, on expeditions fully as long and wild as any
of those.  Assuredly, I was presented to no shabby old man with a
goat's horns and tail (something between Pan and an old clothesman),
holding conventional receptions, as stupid as those of real life and
less decent; but, I came upon other things which appeared to me to
have more meaning.


Confident that I speak the truth and shall be believed, I declare
without hesitation that I followed the ghost, in the first instance
on a broom-stick, and afterwards on a rocking-horse.  The very smell
of the animal's paint--especially when I brought it out, by making
him warm--I am ready to swear to.  I followed the ghost, afterwards,
in a hackney coach; an institution with the peculiar smell of which,
the present generation is unacquainted, but to which I am again
ready to swear as a combination of stable, dog with the mange, and
very old bellows.  (In this, I appeal to previous generations to
confirm or refute me.)  I pursued the phantom, on a headless donkey:
at least, upon a donkey who was so interested in the state of his
stomach that his head was always down there, investigating it; on
ponies, expressly born to kick up behind; on roundabouts and swings,
from fairs; in the first cab--another forgotten institution where
the fare regularly got into bed, and was tucked up with the driver.


Not to trouble you with a detailed account of all my travels in
pursuit of the ghost of Master B., which were longer and more
wonderful than those of Sinbad the Sailor, I will confine myself to
one experience from which you may judge of many.


I was marvellously changed.  I was myself, yet not myself.  I was
conscious of something within me, which has been the same all
through my life, and which I have always recognised under all its
phases and varieties as never altering, and yet I was not the I who
had gone to bed in Master B.'s room.  I had the smoothest of faces
and the shortest of legs, and I had taken another creature like
myself, also with the smoothest of faces and the shortest of legs,
behind a door, and was confiding to him a proposition of the most
astounding nature.


This proposition was, that we should have a Seraglio.


The other creature assented warmly.  He had no notion of
respectability, neither had I.  It was the custom of the East, it
was the way of the good Caliph Haroun Alraschid (let me have the
corrupted name again for once, it is so scented with sweet
memories!), the usage was highly laudable, and most worthy of
imitation.  "O, yes!  Let us," said the other creature with a jump,
"have a Seraglio."


It was not because we entertained the faintest doubts of the
meritorious character of the Oriental establishment we proposed to
import, that we perceived it must be kept a secret from Miss
Griffin.  It was because we knew Miss Griffin to be bereft of human
sympathies, and incapable of appreciating the greatness of the great
Haroun.  Mystery impenetrably shrouded from Miss Griffin then, let
us entrust it to Miss Bule.


We were ten in Miss Griffin's establishment by Hampstead Ponds;
eight ladies and two gentlemen.  Miss Bule, whom I judge to have
attained the ripe age of eight or nine, took the lead in society.  I
opened the subject to her in the course of the day, and proposed
that she should become the Favourite.


Miss Bule, after struggling with the diffidence so natural to, and
charming in, her adorable sex, expressed herself as flattered by the
idea, but wished to know how it was proposed to provide for Miss
Pipson?  Miss Bule--who was understood to have vowed towards that
young lady, a friendship, halves, and no secrets, until death, on
the Church Service and Lessons complete in two volumes with case and
lock--Miss Bule said she could not, as the friend of Pipson,
disguise from herself, or me, that Pipson was not one of the common.


Now, Miss Pipson, having curly hair and blue eyes (which was my idea
of anything mortal and feminine that was called Fair), I promptly
replied that I regarded Miss Pipson in the light of a Fair
Circassian.


"And what then?" Miss Bule pensively asked.


I replied that she must be inveigled by a Merchant, brought to me
veiled, and purchased as a slave.


[The other creature had already fallen into the second male place in
the State, and was set apart for Grand Vizier.  He afterwards
resisted this disposal of events, but had his hair pulled until he
yielded.]


"Shall I not be jealous?" Miss Bule inquired, casting down her eyes.


"Zobeide, no," I replied; "you will ever be the favourite Sultana;
the first place in my heart, and on my throne, will be ever yours."


Miss Bule, upon that assurance, consented to propound the idea to
her seven beautiful companions.  It occurring to me, in the course
of the same day, that we knew we could trust a grinning and good-
natured soul called Tabby, who was the serving drudge of the house,
and had no more figure than one of the beds, and upon whose face
there was always more or less black-lead, I slipped into Miss Bule's
hand after supper, a little note to that effect; dwelling on the
black-lead as being in a manner deposited by the finger of
Providence, pointing Tabby out for Mesrour, the celebrated chief of
the Blacks of the Hareem.


There were difficulties in the formation of the desired institution,
as there are in all combinations.  The other creature showed himself
of a low character, and, when defeated in aspiring to the throne,
pretended to have conscientious scruples about prostrating himself
before the Caliph; wouldn't call him Commander of the Faithful;
spoke of him slightingly and inconsistently as a mere "chap;" said
he, the other creature, "wouldn't play"--Play!--and was otherwise
coarse and offensive.  This meanness of disposition was, however,
put down by the general indignation of an united Seraglio, and I
became blessed in the smiles of eight of the fairest of the
daughters of men.


The smiles could only be bestowed when Miss Griffin was looking
another way, and only then in a very wary manner, for there was a
legend among the followers of the Prophet that she saw with a little
round ornament in the middle of the pattern on the back of her
shawl.  But every day after dinner, for an hour, we were all
together, and then the Favourite and the rest of the Royal Hareem
competed who should most beguile the leisure of the Serene Haroun
reposing from the cares of State--which were generally, as in most
affairs of State, of an arithmetical character, the Commander of the
Faithful being a fearful boggler at a sum.


On these occasions, the devoted Mesrour, chief of the Blacks of the
Hareem, was always in attendance (Miss Griffin usually ringing for
that officer, at the same time, with great vehemence), but never
acquitted himself in a manner worthy of his historical reputation.
In the first place, his bringing a broom into the Divan of the
Caliph, even when Haroun wore on his shoulders the red robe of anger
(Miss Pipson's pelisse), though it might be got over for the moment,
was never to be quite satisfactorily accounted for.  In the second
place, his breaking out into grinning exclamations of "Lork you
pretties!" was neither Eastern nor respectful.  In the third place,
when specially instructed to say "Bismillah!" he always said
"Hallelujah!"  This officer, unlike his class, was too good-humoured
altogether, kept his mouth open far too wide, expressed approbation
to an incongruous extent, and even once--it was on the occasion of
the purchase of the Fair Circassian for five hundred thousand purses
of gold, and cheap, too--embraced the Slave, the Favourite, and the
Caliph, all round.  (Parenthetically let me say God bless Mesrour,
and may there have been sons and daughters on that tender bosom,
softening many a hard day since!)


Miss Griffin was a model of propriety, and I am at a loss to imagine
what the feelings of the virtuous woman would have been, if she had
known, when she paraded us down the Hampstead Road two and two, that
she was walking with a stately step at the head of Polygamy and
Mahomedanism.  I believe that a mysterious and terrible joy with
which the contemplation of Miss Griffin, in this unconscious state,
inspired us, and a grim sense prevalent among us that there was a
dreadful power in our knowledge of what Miss Griffin (who knew all
things that could be learnt out of book) didn't know, were the main-
spring of the preservation of our secret.  It was wonderfully kept,
but was once upon the verge of self-betrayal.  The danger and escape
occurred upon a Sunday.  We were all ten ranged in a conspicuous
part of the gallery at church, with Miss Griffin at our head--as we
were every Sunday--advertising the establishment in an unsecular
sort of way--when the description of Solomon in his domestic glory
happened to be read.  The moment that monarch was thus referred to,
conscience whispered me, "Thou, too, Haroun!"  The officiating
minister had a cast in his eye, and it assisted conscience by giving
him the appearance of reading personally at me.  A crimson blush,
attended by a fearful perspiration, suffused my features.  The Grand
Vizier became more dead than alive, and the whole Seraglio reddened
as if the sunset of Bagdad shone direct upon their lovely faces.  At
this portentous time the awful Griffin rose, and balefully surveyed
the children of Islam.  My own impression was, that Church and State
had entered into a conspiracy with Miss Griffin to expose us, and
that we should all be put into white sheets, and exhibited in the
centre aisle.  But, so Westerly--if I may be allowed the expression
as opposite to Eastern associations--was Miss Griffin's sense of
rectitude, that she merely suspected Apples, and we were saved.


I have called the Seraglio, united.  Upon the question, solely,
whether the Commander of the Faithful durst exercise a right of
kissing in that sanctuary of the palace, were its peerless inmates
divided.  Zobeide asserted a counter-right in the Favourite to
scratch, and the fair Circassian put her face, for refuge, into a
green baize bag, originally designed for books.  On the other hand,
a young antelope of transcendent beauty from the fruitful plains of
Camden Town (whence she had been brought, by traders, in the half-
yearly caravan that crossed the intermediate desert after the
holidays), held more liberal opinions, but stipulated for limiting
the benefit of them to that dog, and son of a dog, the Grand Vizier-
-who had no rights, and was not in question.  At length, the
difficulty was compromised by the installation of a very youthful
slave as Deputy.  She, raised upon a stool, officially received upon
her cheeks the salutes intended by the gracious Haroun for other
Sultanas, and was privately rewarded from the coffers of the Ladies
of the Hareem.


And now it was, at the full height of enjoyment of my bliss, that I
became heavily troubled.  I began to think of my mother, and what
she would say to my taking home at Midsummer eight of the most
beautiful of the daughters of men, but all unexpected.  I thought of
the number of beds we made up at our house, of my father's income,
and of the baker, and my despondency redoubled.  The Seraglio and
malicious Vizier, divining the cause of their Lord's unhappiness,
did their utmost to augment it.  They professed unbounded fidelity,
and declared that they would live and die with him.  Reduced to the
utmost wretchedness by these protestations of attachment, I lay
awake, for hours at a time, ruminating on my frightful lot.  In my
despair, I think I might have taken an early opportunity of falling
on my knees before Miss Griffin, avowing my resemblance to Solomon,
and praying to be dealt with according to the outraged laws of my
country, if an unthought-of means of escape had not opened before
me.


One day, we were out walking, two and two--on which occasion the
Vizier had his usual instructions to take note of the boy at the
turn-pike, and if he profanely gazed (which he always did) at the
beauties of the Hareem, to have him bowstrung in the course of the
night--and it happened that our hearts were veiled in gloom.  An
unaccountable action on the part of the antelope had plunged the
State into disgrace.  That charmer, on the representation that the
previous day was her birthday, and that vast treasures had been sent
in a hamper for its celebration (both baseless assertions), had
secretly but most pressingly invited thirty-five neighbouring
princes and princesses to a ball and supper:  with a special
stipulation that they were "not to be fetched till twelve."  This
wandering of the antelope's fancy, led to the surprising arrival at
Miss Griffin's door, in divers equipages and under various escorts,
of a great company in full dress, who were deposited on the top step
in a flush of high expectancy, and who were dismissed in tears.  At
the beginning of the double knocks attendant on these ceremonies,
the antelope had retired to a back attic, and bolted herself in; and
at every new arrival, Miss Griffin had gone so much more and more
distracted, that at last she had been seen to tear her front.
Ultimate capitulation on the part of the offender, had been followed
by solitude in the linen-closet, bread and water and a lecture to
all, of vindictive length, in which Miss Griffin had used
expressions:  Firstly, "I believe you all of you knew of it;"
Secondly, "Every one of you is as wicked as another;" Thirdly, "A
pack of little wretches."


Under these circumstances, we were walking drearily along; and I
especially, with my.  Moosulmaun responsibilities heavy on me, was
in a very low state of mind; when a strange man accosted Miss
Griffin, and, after walking on at her side for a little while and
talking with her, looked at me.  Supposing him to be a minion of the
law, and that my hour was come, I instantly ran away, with the
general purpose of making for Egypt.


The whole Seraglio cried out, when they saw me making off as fast as
my legs would carry me (I had an impression that the first turning
on the left, and round by the public-house, would be the shortest
way to the Pyramids), Miss Griffin screamed after me, the faithless
Vizier ran after me, and the boy at the turnpike dodged me into a
corner, like a sheep, and cut me off.  Nobody scolded me when I was
taken and brought back; Miss Griffin only said, with a stunning
gentleness, This was very curious!  Why had I run away when the
gentleman looked at me?


If I had had any breath to answer with, I dare say I should have
made no answer; having no breath, I certainly made none.  Miss
Griffin and the strange man took me between them, and walked me back
to the palace in a sort of state; but not at all (as I couldn't help
feeling, with astonishment) in culprit state.


When we got there, we went into a room by ourselves, and Miss
Griffin called in to her assistance, Mesrour, chief of the dusky
guards of the Hareem.  Mesrour, on being whispered to, began to shed
tears.  "Bless you, my precious!" said that officer, turning to me;
"your Pa's took bitter bad!"


I asked, with a fluttered heart, "Is he very ill?"


"Lord temper the wind to you, my lamb!" said the good Mesrour,
kneeling down, that I might have a comforting shoulder for my head
to rest on, "your Pa's dead!"


Haroun Alraschid took to flight at the words; the Seraglio vanished;
from that moment, I never again saw one of the eight of the fairest
of the daughters of men.


I was taken home, and there was Debt at home as well as Death, and
we had a sale there.  My own little bed was so superciliously looked
upon by a Power unknown to me, hazily called "The Trade," that a
brass coal-scuttle, a roasting-jack, and a birdcage, were obliged to
be put into it to make a Lot of it, and then it went for a song.  So
I heard mentioned, and I wondered what song, and thought what a
dismal song it must have been to sing!


Then, I was sent to a great, cold, bare, school of big boys; where
everything to eat and wear was thick and clumpy, without being
enough; where everybody, largo and small, was cruel; where the boys
knew all about the sale, before I got there, and asked me what I had
fetched, and who had bought me, and hooted at me, "Going, going,
gone!"  I never whispered in that wretched place that I had been
Haroun, or had had a Seraglio:  for, I knew that if I mentioned my
reverses, I should be so worried, that I should have to drown myself
in the muddy pond near the playground, which looked like the beer.


Ah me, ah me!  No other ghost has haunted the boy's room, my
friends, since I have occupied it, than the ghost of my own
childhood, the ghost of my own innocence, the ghost of my own airy
belief.  Many a time have I pursued the phantom:  never with this
man's stride of mine to come up with it, never with these man's
hands of mine to touch it, never more to this man's heart of mine to
hold it in its purity.  And here you see me working out, as
cheerfully and thankfully as I may, my doom of shaving in the glass
a constant change of customers, and of lying down and rising up with
the skeleton allotted to me for my mortal companion.









The Tollhouse


W. W. Jacobs


It’s all nonsense,” said Jack Barnes. “Of course people have died in the house; people die in every house. As for the noises – wind in the chimney and rats in the wainscot are very convincing to a nervous man. Give me another cup of tea, Meagle.” 


“Lester and White are first,” said Meagle, who was presiding at the tea-table of the Three Feathers Inn. “You’ve had two.” 

Lester and White finished their cups with irritating slowness, pausing between sips to sniff the aroma, and to discover the sex and dates of arrival of the “strangers” which floated in some numbers in the beverage. Mr. Meagle served them to the brim, and then, turning to the grimly expectant Mr. Barnes, blandly requested him to ring for hot water. 

“We’ll try and keep your nerves in their present healthy condition,” he remarked. “For my part I have a sort of half-and-half belief in the supernatural.” 


“All sensible people have,” said Lester. “An aunt of mine saw a ghost once.” 

White nodded. 

“I had an uncle that saw one,” he said. 

“It always is somebody else that sees them,” said Barnes. 


“Well, there is the house,” said Meagle, “a large house at an absurdly low rent, and nobody will take it. It has taken toll of at least one life of every family that has lived there–however short the time–and since it has stood empty caretaker after caretaker has died there. The last caretaker died fifteen years ago.” 

“Exactly,” said Barnes. “Long enough ago for legends to accumulate.” 

“I’ll bet you a sovereign you won’t spend the night there alone, for all your talk,” said White suddenly. 


“And I,” said Lester. 

“No,” said Barnes slowly. “I don’t believe in ghosts nor in any supernatural things whatever; all the same, I admit that I should not care to pass a night there alone.” 

“But why not?” inquired White. 


“Wind in the chimney,” said Meagle, with a grin. 

“Rats in the wainscot,” chimed in Lester. 

“As you like,” said Barnes, colouring. 

“Suppose we all go?” said Meagle. “Start after supper, and get there about eleven? We have been walking for ten days now without an adventure–except Barnes’s discovery that ditch-water smells longest. It will be a novelty, at any rate, and, if we break the spell by all surviving, the grateful owner ought to come down handsome.” 


“Let’s see what the landlord has to say about it first,” said Lester. “There is no fun in passing a night in an ordinary empty house. Let us make sure that it is haunted.” 

He rang the bell, and, sending for the landlord, appealed to him in the name of our common humanity not to let them waste a night watching in a house in which spectres and hobgoblins had no part. The reply was more than reassuring, and the landlord, after describing with considerable art the exact appearance of a head which had been seen hanging out of a window in the moonlight, wound up with a polite but urgent request that they would settle his bill before they went. 

“It’s all very well for you young gentlemen to have your fun,” he said indulgently; “but, supposing as how you are all found dead in the morning, what about me? It ain’t called the Toll-House for nothing, you know.” 


“Who died there last?” inquired Barnes, with an air of polite derision. 

“A tramp,” was the reply. “He went there for the sake of half-a-crown, and they found him next morning hanging from the balusters, dead.” 

“Suicide,” said Barnes. “Unsound mind.” 


The landlord nodded. “That’s what the jury brought it in,” he said slowly; “but his mind was sound enough when he went in there. I’d known him, off and on, for years. I’m a poor man, but I wouldn’t spend the night in that house for a hundred pounds.” 

He repeated this remark as they started on their expedition a few hours later. They left as the inn was closing for the night; bolts shot noisily behind them, and, as the regular customers trudged slowly homewards, they set off at a brisk pace in the direction of the house. Most of the cottages were already in darkness, and lights in others went out as they passed. 

“It seems rather hard that we have got to lose a night’s rest in order to convince Barnes of the existence of ghosts,” said White. 


“It’s in a good cause,” said Meagle. “A most worthy object; and something seems to tell me that we shall succeed. You didn’t forget the candles, Lester?” 

“I have brought two,” was the reply; “all the old man could spare.” 

There was but little moon, and the night was cloudy. The road between high hedges was dark, and in one place, where it ran through a wood, so black that they twice stumbled in the uneven ground at the side of it. 


“Fancy leaving our comfortable beds for this!” said White again. “Let me see; this desirable residential sepulchre lies to the right, doesn’t it?” 

“Farther on,” said Meagle. 

They walked on for some time in silence, broken only by White’s tribute to the softness, the cleanliness, and the comfort of the bed which was receding farther and farther into the distance. Under Meagle’s guidance they turned off at last to the right, and, after a walk of a quarter of a mile, saw the gates of the house before them. 


The lodge was almost hidden by over-grown shrubs and the drive was choked with rank growths. Meagle leading, they pushed through it until the dark pile of the house loomed above them. 

“There is a window at the back where we can get in, so the landlord says,” said Lester, as they stood before the hall door. 

“Window?” said Meagle. “Nonsense. Let’s do the thing properly. Where’s the knocker?” 


He felt for it in the darkness and gave a thundering rat-tat-tat at the door. 

“Don’t play the fool,” said Barnes crossly. 

“Ghostly servants are all asleep,” said Meagle gravely, “but I’ll wake them up before I’ve done with them. It’s scandalous keeping us out here in the dark.” 


He plied the knocker again, and the noise volleyed in the emptiness beyond. Then with a sudden exclamation he put out his hands and stumbled forward. 

“Why, it was open all the time,” he said, with an odd catch in his voice. “Come on.” 

“I don’t believe it was open,” said Lester, hanging back. “Somebody is playing us a trick.” 


“Nonsense,” said Meagle sharply. “Give me a candle. Thanks. Who’s got a match?” 

Barnes produced a box and struck one, and Meagle, shielding the candle with his hand, led the way forward to the foot of the stairs. “Shut the door, somebody,” he said; “there’s too much draught.” 


“It is shut,” said White, glancing behind him. 

Meagle fingered his chin. “Who shut it?” he inquired, looking from one to the other. “Who came in last?” 

“I did,” said Lester, “but I don’t remember shutting it–perhaps I did, though.” 


Meagle, about to speak, thought better of it, and, still carefully guarding the flame, began to explore the house, with the others close behind. Shadows danced on the walls and lurked in the corners as they proceeded. At the end of the passage they found a second staircase, and ascending it slowly gained the first floor. 

“Careful!” said Meagle, as they gained the landing. 

He held the candle forward and showed where the balusters had broken away. Then he peered curiously into the void beneath. 

“This is where the tramp hanged himself, I suppose,” he said thoughtfully. 

“You’ve got an unwholesome mind,” said White, as they walked on. “This place is quite creepy enough without you remembering that. Now let’s find a comfortable room and have a little nip of whisky apiece and a pipe. How will this do?” 


He opened a door at the end of the passage and revealed a small square room. Meagle led the way with the candle, and, first melting a drop or two of tallow, stuck it on the mantelpiece. The others seated themselves on the floor and watched pleasantly as White drew from his pocket a small bottle of whisky and a tin cup. 

“H’m! I’ve forgotten the water,” he exclaimed. 

“I’ll soon get some,” said Meagle. 

He tugged violently at the bell-handle, and the rusty jangling of a bell sounded from a distant kitchen. He rang again. 


“Don’t play the fool,” said Barnes roughly. 

Meagle laughed. “I only wanted to convince you,” he said kindly. “There ought to be, at any rate, one ghost in the servants’ hall.” 

Barnes held up his hand for silence. 


“Yes?” said Meagle, with a grin at the other two. “Is anybody coming?” 

“Suppose we drop this game and go back,” said Barnes suddenly. “I don’t believe in spirits, but nerves are outside anybody’s command. You may laugh as you like, but it really seemed to me that I heard a door open below and steps on the stairs.” 

His voice was drowned in a roar of laughter. 


“He is coming round,” said Meagle, with a smirk. “By the time I have done with him he will be a confirmed believer. Well, who will go and get some water? Will, you, Barnes?” 

“No,” was the reply. 

“If there is any it might not be safe to drink after all these years,” said Lester. “We must do without it.” 


Meagle nodded, and taking a seat on the floor held out his hand for the cup. Pipes were lit, and the clean, wholesome smell of tobacco filled the room. White produced a pack of cards; talk and laughter rang through the room and died away reluctantly in distant corridors. 

“Empty rooms always delude me into the belief that I possess a deep voice,” said Meagle. “To-morrow I—-” 

He started up with a smothered exclamation as the light went out suddenly and something struck him on the head. The others sprang to their feet. Then Meagle laughed. 

“It’s the candle,” he exclaimed. “I didn’t stick it enough.” 


Barnes struck a match, and re-lighting the candle, stuck it on the mantelpiece, and sitting down took up his cards again. 

“What was I going to say?” said Meagle. “Oh, I know; to-morrow I—-” 

“Listen!” said White, laying his hand on the other’s sleeve. “Upon my word I really thought I heard a laugh.” 


“Look here!” said Barnes. “What do you say to going back? I’ve had enough of this. I keep fancying that I hear things too; sounds of something moving about in the passage outside. I know it’s only fancy, but it’s uncomfortable.” 

“You go if you want to,” said Meagle, “and we will play dummy. Or you might ask the tramp to take your hand for you, as you go downstairs.” 


Barnes shivered and exclaimed angrily. He got up, and, walking to the half-closed door, listened. 

“Go outside,” said Meagle, winking at the other two. “I’ll dare you to go down to the hall door and back by yourself.” 

Barnes came back, and, bending forward, lit his pipe at the candle. 

“I am nervous, but rational,” he said, blowing out a thin cloud of smoke. “My nerves tell me that there is something prowling up and down the long passage outside; my reason tells me that that is all nonsense. Where are my cards?” 


He sat down again, and, taking up his hand, looked through it carefully and led. 

“Your play, White,” he said, after a pause. 

White made no sign. 

“Why, he is asleep,” said Meagle. “Wake up, old man. Wake up and play.” 


Lester, who was sitting next to him, took the sleeping man by the arm and shook him, gently at first and then with some roughness but White, with his back against the wall and his head bowed, made no sign. Meagle bawled in his ear, and then turned a puzzled face to the others. 

“He sleeps like the dead,” he said, grimacing. “Well, there are still three of us to keep each other company.” 

“Yes,” said Lester, nodding. “Unless– Good Lord! suppose—-” 


He broke off, and eyed them, trembling. 

“Suppose what?” inquired Meagle. 

“Nothing,” stammered Lester. “Let’s wake him. Try him again. White! WHITE!” 

“It’s no good,” said Meagle seriously; “there’s something wrong about that sleep.” 


“That’s what I meant,” said Lester; “and if he goes to sleep like that, why shouldn’t—-” 

Meagle sprang to his feet. “Nonsense,” he said roughly. “He’s tired out; that’s all. Still, let’s take him up and clear out. You take his legs and Barnes will lead the way with the candle. Yes? Who’s that?” 


He looked up quickly towards the door. “Thought I heard somebody tap,” he said, with a shamefaced laugh. “Now, Lester, up with him. One, two– Lester! Lester!” 

He sprang forward too late; Lester, with his face buried in his arms, had rolled over on the floor fast asleep, and his utmost efforts failed to awake him. 

“He–is–asleep,” he stammered. “Asleep!” 


Barnes, who had taken the candle from the mantelpiece, stood peering at the sleepers in silence and dropping tallow over the floor. 

“We must get out of this,” said Meagle. “Quick!” 

Barnes hesitated. “We can’t leave them here–” he began. 


“We must,” said Meagle, in strident tones. “If you go to sleep I shall go– Quick! Come!” 

He seized the other by the arm and strove to drag him to the door. Barnes shook him off, and, putting the candle back on the mantelpiece, tried again to arouse the sleepers. 

“It’s no good,” he said at last, and, turning from them, watched Meagle. “Don’t you go to sleep,” he said anxiously. 


Meagle shook his head, and they stood for some time in uneasy silence. “May as well shut the door,” said Barnes at last. 

He crossed over and closed it gently. Then at a scuffling noise behind him he turned and saw Meagle in a heap on the hearthstone. 

With a sharp catch in his breath he stood motionless. Inside the room the candle, fluttering in the draught, showed dimly the grotesque attitudes of the sleepers. Beyond the door there seemed to his overwrought imagination a strange and stealthy unrest. He tried to whistle, but his lips were parched, and in a mechanical fashion he stooped, and began to pick up the cards which littered the floor. 

He stopped once or twice and stood with bent head listening. The unrest outside seemed to increase; a loud creaking sounded from the stairs. 

“Who is there?” he cried loudly. 


The creaking ceased. He crossed to the door, and, flinging it open, strode out into the corridor. As he walked his fears left him suddenly. 

“Come on!” he cried, with a low laugh. “All of you! All of you! Show your faces–your infernal ugly faces! Don’t skulk!” 

He laughed again and walked on; and the heap in the fireplace put out its head tortoise fashion and listened in horror to the retreating footsteps. Not until they had become inaudible in the distance did the listener’s features relax. 

“Good Lord, Lester, we’ve driven him mad,” he said, in a frightened whisper. “We must go after him.” 


There was no reply. Meagle sprang to his feet. 

“Do you hear?” he cried. “Stop your fooling now; this is serious. White! Lester! Do you hear?” 

He bent and surveyed them in angry bewilderment. “All right,” he said, in a trembling voice. “You won’t frighten me, you know.” 


He turned away and walked with exaggerated carelessness in the direction of the door. He even went outside and peeped through the crack, but the sleepers did not stir. He glanced into the blackness behind, and then came hastily into the room again. 

He stood for a few seconds regarding them. The stillness in the house was horrible; he could not even hear them breathe. With a sudden resolution he snatched the candle from the mantelpiece and held the flame to White’s finger. Then as he reeled back stupefied, the footsteps again became audible. 

He stood with the candle in his shaking hand, listening. He heard them ascending the farther staircase, but they stopped suddenly as he went to the door. He walked a little way along the passage, and they went scurrying down the stairs and then at a jog-trot along the corridor below. He went back to the main staircase, and they ceased again. 

For a time he hung over the balusters, listening and trying to pierce the blackness below; then slowly, step by step, he made his way downstairs, and, holding the candle above his head, peered about him. 

“Barnes!” he called. “Where are you?” 


Shaking with fright, he made his way along the passage, and summoning up all his courage, pushed open doors and gazed fearfully into empty rooms. Then, quite suddenly, he heard the footsteps in front of him. 

He followed slowly for fear of extinguishing the candle, until they led him at last into a vast bare kitchen, with damp walls and a broken floor. In front of him a door leading into an inside room had just closed. He ran towards it and flung it open, and a cold air blew out the candle. He stood aghast. 

“Barnes!” he cried again. “Don’t be afraid! It is I–Meagle!” 

There was no answer. He stood gazing into the darkness, and all the time the idea of something close at hand watching was upon him. Then suddenly the steps broke out overhead again. 


He drew back hastily, and passing through the kitchen groped his way along the narrow passages. He could now see better in the darkness, and finding himself at last at the foot of the staircase, began to ascend it noiselessly. He reached the landing just in time to see a figure disappear round the angle of a wall. Still careful to make no noise, he followed the sound of the steps until they led him to the top floor, and he cornered the chase at the end of a short passage. 

“Barnes!” he whispered. “Barnes!” 

Something stirred in the darkness. A small circular window at the end of the passage just softened the blackness and revealed the dim outlines of a motionless figure. Meagle, in place of advancing, stood almost as still as a sudden horrible doubt took possession of him. With his eyes fixed on the shape in front he fell back slowly, and, as it advanced upon him, burst into a terrible cry. 

“Barnes! For God’s sake! Is it you?” 


The echoes of his voice left the air quivering, but the figure before him paid no heed. For a moment he tried to brace his courage up to endure its approach, then with a smothered cry he turned and fled. 

The passages wound like a maze, and he threaded them blindly in a vain search for the stairs. If he could get down and open the hall door—- 

He caught his breath in a sob; the steps had begun again. At a lumbering trot they clattered up and down the bare passages, in and out, up and down, as though in search of him. He stood appalled, and then as they drew near entered a small room and stood behind the door as they rushed by. He came out and ran swiftly and noiselessly in the other direction, and in a moment the steps were after him. He found the long corridor and raced along it at top speed. The stairs he knew were at the end, and with the steps close behind he descended them in blind haste. The steps gained on him, and he shrank to the side to let them pass, still continuing his headlong flight. Then suddenly he seemed to slip off the earth into space. 

Lester awoke in the morning to find the sunshine streaming into the room, and White sitting up and regarding with some perplexity a badly-blistered finger. 

“Where are the others?” inquired Lester. 


“Gone, I suppose,” said White. “We must have been asleep.” 

Lester arose, and, stretching his stiffened limbs, dusted his clothes with his hands and went out into the corridor. White followed. At the noise of their approach a figure which had been lying asleep at the other end sat up and revealed the face of Barnes. “Why, I’ve been asleep,” he said, in surprise. “I don’t remember coming here. How did I get here?” 


“Nice place to come for a nap,” said Lester severely, as he pointed to the gap in the balusters. “Look there! Another yard and where would you have been?” 

He walked carelessly to the edge and looked over. In response to his startled cry the others drew near, and all three stood staring at the dead man below.








Herbert West: Reanimator


H. P. Lovecraft



I. From The Dark

          
Of 
          Herbert West, who was my friend in college and in after life, I can 
          speak only with extreme terror. This terror is not due altogether to 
          the sinister manner of his recent disappearance, but was engendered 
          by the whole nature of his life-work, and first gained its acute form 
          more than seventeen years ago, when we were in the third year of our 
          course at the Miskatonic University Medical School in Arkham. While 
          he was with me, the wonder and diabolism of his experiments fascinated 
          me utterly, and I was his closest companion. Now that he is gone and 
          the spell is broken, the actual fear is greater. Memories and possibilities 
          are ever more hideous than realities. 




The first horrible 
          incident of our acquaintance was the greatest shock I ever experienced, 
          and it is only with reluctance that I repeat it. As I have said, it 
          happened when we were in the medical school where West had already made 
          himself notorious through his wild theories on the nature of death and 
          the possibility of overcoming it artificially. His views, which were 
          widely ridiculed by the faculty and by his fellow-students, hinged on 
          the essentially mechanistic nature of life; and concerned means for 
          operating the organic machinery of mankind by calculated chemical action 
          after the failure of natural processes. In his experiments with various 
          animating solutions, he had killed and treated immense numbers of rabbits, 
          guinea-pigs, cats, dogs, and monkeys, till he had become the prime nuisance 
          of the college. Several times he had actually obtained signs of life 
          in animals supposedly dead; in many cases violent signs but he soon 
          saw that the perfection of his process, if indeed possible, would necessarily 
          involve a lifetime of research. It likewise became clear that, since 
          the same solution never worked alike on different organic species, he 
          would require human subjects for further and more specialised progress. 
          It was here that he first came into conflict with the college authorities, 
          and was debarred from future experiments by no less a dignitary than 
          the dean of the medical school himself -- the learned and benevolent 
          Dr. Allan Halsey, whose work in behalf of the stricken is recalled by 
          every old resident of Arkham. 




I had always been 
          exceptionally tolerant of West's pursuits, and we frequently discussed 
          his theories, whose ramifications and corollaries were almost infinite. 
          Holding with Haeckel that all life is a chemical and physical process, 
          and that the so-called "soul" is a myth, my friend believed that artificial 
          reanimation of the dead can depend only on the condition of the tissues; 
          and that unless actual decomposition has set in, a corpse fully equipped 
          with organs may with suitable measures be set going again in the peculiar 
          fashion known as life. That the psychic or intellectual life might be 
          impaired by the slight deterioration of sensitive brain-cells which 
          even a short period of death would be apt to cause, West fully realised. 
          It had at first been his hope to find a reagent which would restore 
          vitality before the actual advent of death, and only repeated failures 
          on animals had shewn him that the natural and artificial life-motions 
          were incompatible. He then sought extreme freshness in his specimens, 
          injecting his solutions into the blood immediately after the extinction 
          of life. It was this circumstance which made the professors so carelessly 
          sceptical, for they felt that true death had not occurred in any case. 
          They did not stop to view the matter closely and reasoningly. 




It was not long 
          after the faculty had interdicted his work that West confided to me 
          his resolution to get fresh human bodies in some manner, and continue 
          in secret the experiments he could no longer perform openly. To hear 
          him discussing ways and means was rather ghastly, for at the college 
          we had never procured anatomical specimens ourselves. Whenever the morgue 
          proved inadequate, two local negroes attended to this matter, and they 
          were seldom questioned. West was then a small, slender, spectacled youth 
          with delicate features, yellow hair, pale blue eyes, and a soft voice, 
          and it was uncanny to hear him dwelling on the relative merits of Christchurch 
          Cemetery and the potter's field. We finally decided on the potter's 
          field, because practically every body in Christchurch was embalmed; 
          a thing of course ruinous to West's researches. 




I was by this time 
          his active and enthralled assistant, and helped him make all his decisions, 
          not only concerning the source of bodies but concerning a suitable place 
          for our loathsome work. It was I who thought of the deserted Chapman 
          farmhouse beyond Meadow Hill, where we fitted up on the ground floor 
          an operating room and a laboratory, each with dark curtains to conceal 
          our midnight doings. The place was far from any road, and in sight of 
          no other house, yet precautions were none the less necessary; since 
          rumours of strange lights, started by chance nocturnal roamers, would 
          soon bring disaster on our enterprise. It was agreed to call the whole 
          thing a chemical laboratory if discovery should occur. Gradually we 
          equipped our sinister haunt of science with materials either purchased 
          in Boston or quietly borrowed from the college -- materials carefully 
          made unrecognisable save to expert eyes -- and provided spades and picks 
          for the many burials we should have to make in the cellar. At the college 
          we used an incinerator, but the apparatus was too costly for our unauthorised 
          laboratory. Bodies were always a nuisance -- even the small guinea-pig 
          bodies from the slight clandestine experiments in West's room at the 
          boarding-house. 




We followed the 
          local death-notices like ghouls, for our specimens demanded particular 
          qualities. What we wanted were corpses interred soon after death and 
          without artificial preservation; preferably free from malforming disease, 
          and certainly with all organs present. Accident victims were our best 
          hope. Not for many weeks did we hear of anything suitable; though we 
          talked with morgue and hospital authorities, ostensibly in the college's 
          interest, as often as we could without exciting suspicion. We found 
          that the college had first choice in every case, so that it might be 
          necessary to remain in Arkham during the summer, when only the limited 
          summer-school classes were held. In the end, though, luck favoured us; 
          for one day we heard of an almost ideal case in the potter's field; 
          a brawny young workman drowned only the morning before in Summer's Pond, 
          and buried at the town's expense without delay or embalming. That afternoon 
          we found the new grave, and determined to begin work soon after midnight. 
          




It was a repulsive 
          task that we undertook in the black small hours, even though we lacked 
          at that time the special horror of graveyards which later experiences 
          brought to us. We carried spades and oil dark lanterns, for although 
          electric torches were then manufactured, they were not as satisfactory 
          as the tungsten contrivances of today. The process of unearthing was 
          slow and sordid -- it might have been gruesomely poetical if we had 
          been artists instead of scientists -- and we were glad when our spades 
          struck wood. When the pine box was fully uncovered, West scrambled down 
          and removed the lid, dragging out and propping up the contents. I reached 
          down and hauled the contents out of the grave, and then both toiled 
          hard to restore the spot to its former appearance. The affair made us 
          rather nervous, especially the stiff form and vacant face of our first 
          trophy, but we managed to remove all traces of our visit. When we had 
          patted down the last shovelful of earth, we put the specimen in a canvas 
          sack and set out for the old Chapman place beyond Meadow Hill. 




On an improvised 
          dissecting-table in the old farmhouse, by the light of a powerful acetylene 
          lamp, the specimen was not very spectral looking. It had been a sturdy 
          and apparently unimaginative youth of wholesome plebeian type -- large-framed, 
          grey-eyed, and brown-haired -- a sound animal without psychological 
          subtleties, and probably having vital processes of the simplest and 
          healthiest sort. Now, with the eyes closed, it looked more asleep than 
          dead; though the expert test of my friend soon left no doubt on that 
          score. We had at last what West had always longed for -- a real dead 
          man of the ideal kind, ready for the solution as prepared according 
          to the most careful calculations and theories for human use. The tension 
          on our part became very great. We knew that there was scarcely a chance 
          for anything like complete success, and could not avoid hideous fears 
          at possible grotesque results of partial animation. Especially were 
          we apprehensive concerning the mind and impulses of the creature, since 
          in the space following death some of the more delicate cerebral cells 
          might well have suffered deterioration. I, myself, still held some curious 
          notions about the traditional "soul" of man, and felt an awe at the 
          secrets that might be told by one returning from the dead. I wondered 
          what sights this placid youth might have seen in inaccessible spheres, 
          and what he could relate if fully restored to life. But my wonder was 
          not overwhelming, since for the most part I shared the materialism of 
          my friend. He was calmer than I as he forced a large quantity of his 
          fluid into a vein of the body's arm, immediately binding the incision 
          securely. 




The waiting was 
          gruesome, but West never faltered. Every now and then he applied his 
          stethoscope to the specimen, and bore the negative results philosophically. 
          After about three-quarters of an hour without the least sign of life 
          he disappointedly pronounced the solution inadequate, but determined 
          to make the most of his opportunity and try one change in the formula 
          before disposing of his ghastly prize. We had that afternoon dug a grave 
          in the cellar, and would have to fill it by dawn -- for although we 
          had fixed a lock on the house, we wished to shun even the remotest risk 
          of a ghoulish discovery. Besides, the body would not be even approximately 
          fresh the next night. So taking the solitary acetylene lamp into the 
          adjacent laboratory, we left our silent guest on the slab in the dark, 
          and bent every energy to the mixing of a new solution; the weighing 
          and measuring supervised by West with an almost fanatical care. 




The awful event 
          was very sudden, and wholly unexpected. I was pouring something from 
          one test-tube to another, and West was busy over the alcohol blast-lamp 
          which had to answer for a Bunsen burner in this gasless edifice, when 
          from the pitch-black room we had left there burst the most appalling 
          and daemoniac succession of cries that either of us had ever heard. 
          Not more unutterable could have been the chaos of hellish sound if the 
          pit itself had opened to release the agony of the damned, for in one 
          inconceivable cacophony was centered all the supernal terror and unnatural 
          despair of animate nature. Human it could not have been -- it is not 
          in man to make such sounds -- and without a thought of our late employment 
          or its possible discovery, both West and I leaped to the nearest window 
          like stricken animals; overturning tubes, lamp, and retorts, and vaulting 
          madly into the starred abyss of the rural night. I think we screamed 
          ourselves as we stumbled frantically toward the town, though as we reached 
          the outskirts we put on a semblance of restraint -- just enough to seem 
          like belated revellers staggering home from a debauch. 




We did not separate, 
          but managed to get to West's room, where we whispered with the gas up 
          until dawn. By then we had calmed ourselves a little with rational theories 
          and plans for investigation, so that we could sleep through the day 
          -- classes being disregarded. But that evening two items in the paper, 
          wholly unrelated, made it again impossible for us to sleep. The old 
          deserted Chapman house had inexplicably burned to an amorphous heap 
          of ashes; that we could understand because of the upset lamp. Also, 
          an attempt had been made to disturb a new grave in the potter's field, 
          as if by futile and spadeless clawing at the earth. That we could not 
          understand, for we had patted down the mould very carefully. 




And for seventeen 
          years after that West would look frequently over his shoulder, and complain 
          of fancied footsteps behind him. Now he has disappeared.

        II. 
          The Plague-Daemon


        I shall never forget 
          that hideous summer sixteen years ago, when like a noxious afrite from 
          the halls of Eblis typhoid stalked leeringly through Arkham. It is by 
          that satanic scourge that most recall the year, for truly terror brooded 
          with bat-wings over the piles of coffins in the tombs of Christchurch 
          Cemetery; yet for me there is a greater horror in that time -- a horror 
          known to me alone now that Herbert West has disappeared. 




West and I were 
          doing post-graduate work in summer classes at the medical school of 
          Miskatonic University, and my friend had attained a wide notoriety because 
          of his experiments leading toward the revivification of the dead. After 
          the scientific slaughter of uncounted small animals the freakish work 
          had ostensibly stopped by order of our sceptical dean, Dr. Allan Halsey; 
          though West had continued to perform certain secret tests in his dingy 
          boarding-house room, and had on one terrible and unforgettable occasion 
          taken a human body from its grave in the potter's field to a deserted 
          farmhouse beyond Meadow Hill. 




I was with him on 
          that odious occasion, and saw him inject into the still veins the elixir 
          which he thought would to some extent restore life's chemical and physical 
          processes. It had ended horribly -- in a delirium of fear which we gradually 
          came to attribute to our own overwrought nerves -- and West had never 
          afterward been able to shake off a maddening sensation of being haunted 
          and hunted. The body had not been quite fresh enough; it is obvious 
          that to restore normal mental attributes a body must be very fresh indeed; 
          and the burning of the old house had prevented us from burying the thing. 
          It would have been better if we could have known it was underground. 
          




After that experience 
          West had dropped his researches for some time; but as the zeal of the 
          born scientist slowly returned, he again became importunate with the 
          college faculty, pleading for the use of the dissecting-room and of 
          fresh human specimens for the work he regarded as so overwhelmingly 
          important. His pleas, however, were wholly in vain; for the decision 
          of Dr. Halsey was inflexible, and the other professors all endorsed 
          the verdict of their leader. In the radical theory of reanimation they 
          saw nothing but the immature vagaries of a youthful enthusiast whose 
          slight form, yellow hair, spectacled blue eyes, and soft voice gave 
          no hint of the supernormal -- almost diabolical -- power of the cold 
          brain within. I can see him now as he was then -- and I shiver. He grew 
          sterner of face, but never elderly. And now Sefton Asylum has had the 
          mishap and West has vanished. 




West clashed disagreeably 
          with Dr. Halsey near the end of our last undergraduate term in a wordy 
          dispute that did less credit to him than to the kindiy dean in point 
          of courtesy. He felt that he was needlessly and irrationally retarded 
          in a supremely great work; a work which he could of course conduct to 
          suit himself in later years, but which he wished to begin while still 
          possessed of the exceptional facilities of the university. That the 
          tradition-bound elders should ignore his singular results on animals, 
          and persist in their denial of the possibility of reanimation, was inexpressibly 
          disgusting and almost incomprehensible to a youth of West's logical 
          temperament. Only greater maturity could help him understand the chronic 
          mental limitations of the "professor-doctor" type -- the product of 
          generations of pathetic Puritanism; kindly, conscientious, and sometimes 
          gentle and amiable, yet always narrow, intolerant, custom-ridden, and 
          lacking in perspective. Age has more charity for these incomplete yet 
          high-souled characters, whose worst real vice is timidity, and who are 
          ultimately punished by general ridicule for their intellectual sins 
          -- sins like Ptolemaism, Calvinism, anti-Darwinism, anti-Nietzscheism, 
          and every sort of Sabbatarianism and sumptuary legislation. West, young 
          despite his marvellous scientific acquirements, had scant patience with 
          good Dr. Halsey and his erudite colleagues; and nursed an increasing 
          resentment, coupled with a desire to prove his theories to these obtuse 
          worthies in some striking and dramatic fashion. Like most youths, he 
          indulged in elaborate daydreams of revenge, triumph, and final magnanimous 
          forgiveness. 




And then had come 
          the scourge, grinning and lethal, from the nightmare caverns of Tartarus. 
          West and I had graduated about the time of its beginning, but had remained 
          for additional work at the summer school, so that we were in Arkham 
          when it broke with full daemoniac fury upon the town. Though not as 
          yet licenced physicians, we now had our degrees, and were pressed frantically 
          into public service as the numbers of the stricken grew. The situation 
          was almost past management, and deaths ensued too frequently for the 
          local undertakers fully to handle. Burials without embalming were made 
          in rapid succession, and even the Christchurch Cemetery receiving tomb 
          was crammed with coffins of the unembalmed dead. This circumstance was 
          not without effect on West, who thought often of the irony of the situation 
          -- so many fresh specimens, yet none for his persecuted researches! 
          We were frightfully overworked, and the terrific mental and nervous 
          strain made my friend brood morbidly. 




But West's gentle 
          enemies were no less harassed with prostrating duties. College had all 
          but closed, and every doctor of the medical faculty was helping to fight 
          the typhoid plague. Dr. Halsey in particular had distinguished himself 
          in sacrificing service, applying his extreme skill with whole-hearted 
          energy to cases which many others shunned because of danger or apparent 
          hopelessness. Before a month was over the fearless dean had become a 
          popular hero, though he seemed unconscious of his fame as he struggled 
          to keep from collapsing with physical fatigue and nervous exhaustion. 
          West could not withhold admiration for the fortitude of his foe, but 
          because of this was even more determined to prove to him the truth of 
          his amazing doctrines. Taking advantage of the disorganisation of both 
          college work and municipal health regulations, he managed to get a recently 
          deceased body smuggled into the university dissecting-room one night, 
          and in my presence injected a new modification of his solution. The 
          thing actually opened its eyes, but only stared at the ceiling with 
          a look of soul-petrifying horror before collapsing into an inertness 
          from which nothing could rouse it. West said it was not fresh enough 
          -- the hot summer air does not favour corpses. That time we were almost 
          caught before we incinerated the thing, and West doubted the advisability 
          of repeating his daring misuse of the college laboratory. 




The peak of the 
          epidemic was reached in August. West and I were almost dead, and Dr. 
          Halsey did die on the 14th. The students all attended the hasty funeral 
          on the 15th, and bought an impressive wreath, though the latter was 
          quite overshadowed by the tributes sent by wealthy Arkham citizens and 
          by the municipality itself. It was almost a public affair, for the dean 
          had surely been a public benefactor. After the entombment we were all 
          somewhat depressed, and spent the afternoon at the bar of the Commercial 
          House; where West, though shaken by the death of his chief opponent, 
          chilled the rest of us with references to his notorious theories. Most 
          of the students went home, or to various duties, as the evening advanced; 
          but West persuaded me to aid him in "making a night of it." West's landlady 
          saw us arrive at his room about two in the morning, with a third man 
          between us; and told her husband that we had all evidently dined and 
          wined rather well. 




Apparently this 
          acidulous matron was right; for about 3 a.m. the whole house was aroused 
          by cries coming from West's room, where when they broke down the door, 
          they found the two of us unconscious on the blood-stained carpet, beaten, 
          scratched, and mauled, and with the broken remnants of West's bottles 
          and instruments around us. Only an open window told what had become 
          of our assailant, and many wondered how he himself had fared after the 
          terrific leap from the second story to the lawn which he must have made. 
          There were some strange garments in the room, but West upon regaining 
          consciousness said they did not belong to the stranger, but were specimens 
          collected for bacteriological analysis in the course of investigations 
          on the transmission of germ diseases. He ordered them burnt as soon 
          as possible in the capacious fireplace. To the police we both declared 
          ignorance of our late companion's identity. He was, West nervously said, 
          a congenial stranger whom we had met at some downtown bar of uncertain 
          location. We had all been rather jovial, and West and I did not wish 
          to have our pugnacious companion hunted down. 




That same night 
          saw the beginning of the second Arkham horror -- the horror that to 
          me eclipsed the plague itself. Christchurch Cemetery was the scene of 
          a terrible killing; a watchman having been clawed to death in a manner 
          not only too hideous for description, but raising a doubt as to the 
          human agency of the deed. The victim had been seen alive considerably 
          after midnight -- the dawn revealed the unutterable thing. The manager 
          of a circus at the neighbouring town of Bolton was questioned, but he 
          swore that no beast had at any time escaped from its cage. Those who 
          found the body noted a trail of blood leading to the receiving tomb, 
          where a small pool of red lay on the concrete just outside the gate. 
          A fainter trail led away toward the woods, but it soon gave out. 




The next night devils 
          danced on the roofs of Arkham, and unnatural madness howled in the wind. 
          Through the fevered town had crept a curse which some said was greater 
          than the plague, and which some whispered was the embodied daemon-soul 
          of the plague itself. Eight houses were entered by a nameless thing 
          which strewed red death in its wake -- in all, seventeen maimed and 
          shapeless remnants of bodies were left behind by the voiceless, sadistic 
          monster that crept abroad. A few persons had half seen it in the dark, 
          and said it was white and like a malformed ape or anthropomorphic fiend. 
          It had not left behind quite all that it had attacked, for sometimes 
          it had been hungry. The number it had killed was fourteen; three of 
          the bodies had been in stricken homes and had not been alive. 




On the third night 
          frantic bands of searchers, led by the police, captured it in a house 
          on Crane Street near the Miskatonic campus. They had organised the quest 
          with care, keeping in touch by means of volunteer telephone stations, 
          and when someone in the college district had reported hearing a scratching 
          at a shuttered window, the net was quickly spread. On account of the 
          general alarm and precautions, there were only two more victims, and 
          the capture was effected without major casualties. The thing was finally 
          stopped by a bullet, though not a fatal one, and was rushed to the local 
          hospital amidst universal excitement and loathing. 




For it had been 
          a man. This much was clear despite the nauseous eyes, the voiceless 
          simianism, and the daemoniac savagery. They dressed its wound and carted 
          it to the asylum at Sefton, where it beat its head against the walls 
          of a padded cell for sixteen years -- until the recent mishap, when 
          it escaped under circumstances that few like to mention. What had most 
          disgusted the searchers of Arkham was the thing they noticed when the 
          monster's face was cleaned -- the mocking, unbelievable resemblance 
          to a learned and self-sacrificing martyr who had been entombed but three 
          days before -- the late Dr. Allan Halsey, public benefactor and dean 
          of the medical school of Miskatonic University. 




To the vanished 
          Herbert West and to me the disgust and horror were supreme. I shudder 
          tonight as I think of it; shudder even more than I did that morning 
          when West muttered through his bandages, "Damn it, it wasn't quite fresh 
          enough!"

        III. 
          Six Shots by Moonlight

        It is uncommon to 
          fire all six shots of a revolver with great suddenness when one would 
          probably be sufficient, but many things in the life of Herbert West 
          were uncommon. It is, for instance, not often that a young physician 
          leaving college is obliged to conceal the principles which guide his 
          selection of a home and office, yet that was the case with Herbert West. 
          When he and I obtained our degrees at the medical school of Miskatonic 
          University, and sought to relieve our poverty by setting up as general 
          practitioners, we took great care not to say that we chose our house 
          because it was fairly well isolated, and as near as possible to the 
          potter's field. 




Reticence such as 
          this is seldom without a cause, nor indeed was ours; for our requirements 
          were those resulting from a life-work distinctly unpopular. Outwardly 
          we were doctors only, but beneath the surface were aims of far greater 
          and more terrible moment -- for the essence of Herbert West's existence 
          was a quest amid black and forbidden realms of the unknown, in which 
          he hoped to uncover the secret of life and restore to perpetual animation 
          the graveyard's cold clay. Such a quest demands strange materials, among 
          them fresh human bodies; and in order to keep supplied with these indispensable 
          things one must live quietly and not far from a place of informal interment. 
          




West and I had met 
          in college, and I had been the only one to sympathise with his hideous 
          experiments. Gradually I had come to be his inseparable assistant, and 
          now that we were out of college we had to keep together. It was not 
          easy to find a good opening for two doctors in company, but finally 
          the influence of the university secured us a practice in Bolton -- a 
          factory town near Arkham, the seat of the college. The Bolton Worsted 
          Mills are the largest in the Miskatonic Valley, and their polyglot employees 
          are never popular as patients with the local physicians. We chose our 
          house with the greatest care, seizing at last on a rather run-down cottage 
          near the end of Pond Street; five numbers from the closest neighbour, 
          and separated from the local potter's field by only a stretch of meadow 
          land, bisected by a narrow neck of the rather dense forest which lies 
          to the north. The distance was greater than we wished, but we could 
          get no nearer house without going on the other side of the field, wholly 
          out of the factory district. We were not much displeased, however, since 
          there were no people between us and our sinister source of supplies. 
          The walk was a trifle long, but we could haul our silent specimens undisturbed. 
          




Our practice was 
          surprisingly large from the very first -- large enough to please most 
          young doctors, and large enough to prove a bore and a burden to students 
          whose real interest lay elsewhere. The mill-hands were of somewhat turbulent 
          inclinations; and besides their many natural needs, their frequent clashes 
          and stabbing affrays gave us plenty to do. But what actually absorbed 
          our minds was the secret laboratory we had fitted up in the cellar -- 
          the laboratory with the long table under the electric lights, where 
          in the small hours of the morning we often injected West's various solutions 
          into the veins of the things we dragged from the potter's field. West 
          was experimenting madly to find something which would start man's vital 
          motions anew after they had been stopped by the thing we call death, 
          but had encountered the most ghastly obstacles. The solution had to 
          be differently compounded for different types -- what would serve for 
          guinea-pigs would not serve for human beings, and different human specimens 
          required large modifications. 




The bodies had to 
          be exceedingly fresh, or the slight decomposition of brain tissue would 
          render perfect reanimation impossible. Indeed, the greatest problem 
          was to get them fresh enough -- West had had horrible experiences during 
          his secret college researches with corpses of doubtful vintage. The 
          results of partial or imperfect animation were much more hideous than 
          were the total failures, and we both held fearsome recollections of 
          such things. Ever since our first daemoniac session in the deserted 
          farmhouse on Meadow Hill in Arkham, we had felt a brooding menace; and 
          West, though a calm, blond, blue-eyed scientific automaton in most respects, 
          often confessed to a shuddering sensation of stealthy pursuit. He half 
          felt that he was followed -- a psychological delusion of shaken nerves, 
          enhanced by the undeniably disturbing fact that at least one of our 
          reanimated specimens was still alive -- a frightful carnivorous thing 
          in a padded cell at Sefton. Then there was another -- our first -- whose 
          exact fate we had never learned. 




We had fair luck 
          with specimens in Bolton -- much better than in Arkham. We had not been 
          settled a week before we got an accident victim on the very night of 
          burial, and made it open its eyes with an amazingly rational expression 
          before the solution failed. It had lost an arm -- if it had been a perfect 
          body we might have succeeded better. Between then and the next January 
          we secured three more; one total failure, one case of marked muscular 
          motion, and one rather shivery thing -- it rose of itself and uttered 
          a sound. Then came a period when luck was poor; interments fell off, 
          and those that did occur were of specimens either too diseased or too 
          maimed for use. We kept track of all the deaths and their circumstances 
          with systematic care. 




One March night, 
          however, we unexpectedly obtained a specimen which did not come from 
          the potter's field. In Bolton the prevailing spirit of Puritanism had 
          outlawed the sport of boxing -- with the usual result. Surreptitious 
          and ill-conducted bouts among the mill-workers were common, and occasionally 
          professional talent of low grade was imported. This late winter night 
          there had been such a match; evidently with disastrous results, since 
          two timorous Poles had come to us with incoherently whispered entreaties 
          to attend to a very secret and desperate case. We followed them to an 
          abandoned barn, where the remnants of a crowd of frightened foreigners 
          were watching a silent black form on the floor. 




The match had been 
          between Kid O'Brien -- a lubberly and now quaking youth with a most 
          un-Hibernian hooked nose -- and Buck Robinson, "The Harlem Smoke." The 
          negro had been knocked out, and a moment's examination shewed us that 
          he would permanently remain so. He was a loathsome, gorilla-like thing, 
          with abnormally long arms which I could not help calling fore legs, 
          and a face that conjured up thoughts of unspeakable Congo secrets and 
          tom-tom poundings under an eerie moon. The body must have looked even 
          worse in life -- but the world holds many ugly things. Fear was upon 
          the whole pitiful crowd, for they did not know what the law would exact 
          of them if the affair were not hushed up; and they were grateful when 
          West, in spite of my involuntary shudders, offered to get rid of the 
          thing quietly -- for a purpose I knew too well. 




There was bright 
          moonlight over the snowless landscape, but we dressed the thing and 
          carried it home between us through the deserted streets and meadows, 
          as we had carried a similar thing one horrible night in Arkham. We approached 
          the house from the field in the rear, took the specimen in the back 
          door and down the cellar stairs, and prepared it for the usual experiment. 
          Our fear of the police was absurdly great, though we had timed our trip 
          to avoid the solitary patrolman of that section. 




The result was wearily 
          anticlimactic. Ghastly as our prize appeared, it was wholly unresponsive 
          to every solution we injected in its black arm; solutions prepared from 
          experience with white specimens only. So as the hour grew dangerously 
          near to dawn, we did as we had done with the others -- dragged the thing 
          across the meadows to the neck of the woods near the potter's field, 
          and buried it there in the best sort of grave the frozen ground would 
          furnish. The grave was not very deep, but fully as good as that of the 
          previous specimen -- the thing which had risen of itself and uttered 
          a sound. In the light of our dark lanterns we carefully covered it with 
          leaves and dead vines, fairly certain that the police would never find 
          it in a forest so dim and dense. 




The next day I was 
          increasingly apprehensive about the police, for a patient brought rumours 
          of a suspected fight and death. West had still another source of worry, 
          for he had been called in the afternoon to a case which ended very threateningly. 
          An Italian woman had become hysterical over her missing child -- a lad 
          of five who had strayed off early in the morning and failed to appear 
          for dinner -- and had developed symptoms highly alarming in view of 
          an always weak heart. It was a very foolish hysteria, for the boy had 
          often run away before; but Italian peasants are exceedingly superstitious, 
          and this woman seemed as much harassed by omens as by facts. About seven 
          o'clock in the evening she had died, and her frantic husband had made 
          a frightful scene in his efforts to kill West, whom he wildly blamed 
          for not saving her life. Friends had held him when he drew a stiletto, 
          but West departed amidst his inhuman shrieks, curses and oaths of vengeance. 
          In his latest affliction the fellow seemed to have forgotten his child, 
          who was still missing as the night advanced. There was some talk of 
          searching the woods, but most of the family's friends were busy with 
          the dead woman and the screaming man. Altogether, the nervous strain 
          upon West must have been tremendous. Thoughts of the police and of the 
          mad Italian both weighed heavily. 




We retired about 
          eleven, but I did not sleep well. Bolton had a surprisingly good police 
          force for so small a town, and I could not help fearing the mess which 
          would ensue if the affair of the night before were ever tracked down. 
          It might mean the end of all our local work -- and perhaps prison for 
          both West and me. I did not like those rumours of a fight which were 
          floating about. After the clock had struck three the moon shone in my 
          eyes, but I turned over without rising to pull down the shade. Then 
          came the steady rattling at the back door. 




I lay still and 
          somewhat dazed, but before long heard West's rap on my door. He was 
          clad in dressing-gown and slippers, and had in his hands a revolver 
          and an electric flashlight. From the revolver I knew that he was thinking 
          more of the crazed Italian than of the police. 




"We'd better both 
          go," he whispered. "It wouldn't do not to answer it anyway, and it may 
          be a patient -- it would be like one of those fools to try the back 
          door." 




So we both went 
          down the stairs on tiptoe, with a fear partly justified and partly that 
          which comes only from the soul of the weird small hours. The rattling 
          continued, growing somewhat louder. When we reached the door I cautiously 
          unbolted it and threw it open, and as the moon streamed revealingly 
          down on the form silhouetted there, West did a peculiar thing. Despite 
          the obvious danger of attracting notice and bringing down on our heads 
          the dreaded police investigation -- a thing which after all was mercifully 
          averted by the relative isolation of our cottage -- my friend suddenly, 
          excitedly, and unnecessarily emptied all six chambers of his revolver 
          into the nocturnal visitor. 




For that visitor 
          was neither Italian nor policeman. Looming hideously against the spectral 
          moon was a gigantic misshapen thing not to be imagined save in nightmares 
          -- a glassy-eyed, ink-black apparition nearly on all fours, covered 
          with bits of mould, leaves, and vines, foul with caked blood, and having 
          between its glistening teeth a snow-white, terrible, cylindrical object 
          terminating in a tiny hand.

        IV. 
          The Scream of the Dead

        The scream of a 
          dead man gave to me that acute and added horror of Dr. Herbert West 
          which harassed the latter years of our companionship. It is natural 
          that such a thing as a dead man's scream should give horror, for it 
          is obviously, not a pleasing or ordinary occurrence; but I was used 
          to similar experiences, hence suffered on this occasion only because 
          of a particular circumstance. And, as I have implied, it was not of 
          the dead man himself that I became afraid. 




Herbert West, whose 
          associate and assistant I was, possessed scientific interests far beyond 
          the usual routine of a village physician. That was why, when establishing 
          his practice in Bolton, he had chosen an isolated house near the potter's 
          field. Briefly and brutally stated, West's sole absorbing interest was 
          a secret study of the phenomena of life and its cessation, leading toward 
          the reanimation of the dead through injections of an excitant solution. 
          For this ghastly experimenting it was necessary to have a constant supply 
          of very fresh human bodies; very fresh because even the least decay 
          hopelessly damaged the brain structure, and human because we found that 
          the solution had to be compounded differently for different types of 
          organisms. Scores of rabbits and guinea-pigs had been killed and treated, 
          but their trail was a blind one. West had never fully succeeded because 
          he had never been able to secure a corpse sufficiently fresh. What he 
          wanted were bodies from which vitality had only just departed; bodies 
          with every cell intact and capable of receiving again the impulse toward 
          that mode of motion called life. There was hope that this second and 
          artificial life might be made perpetual by repetitions of the injection, 
          but we had learned that an ordinary natural life would not respond to 
          the action. To establish the artificial motion, natural life must be 
          extinct -- the specimens must be very fresh, but genuinely dead. 




The awesome quest 
          had begun when West and I were students at the Miskatonic University 
          Medical School in Arkham, vividly conscious for the first time of the 
          thoroughly mechanical nature of life. That was seven years before, but 
          West looked scarcely a day older now -- he was small, blond, clean-shaven, 
          soft-voiced, and spectacled, with only an occasional flash of a cold 
          blue eye to tell of the hardening and growing fanaticism of his character 
          under the pressure of his terrible investigations. Our experiences had 
          often been hideous in the extreme; the results of defective reanimation, 
          when lumps of graveyard clay had been galvanised into morbid, unnatural, 
          and brainless motion by various modifications of the vital solution. 
          




One thing had uttered 
          a nerve-shattering scream; another had risen violently, beaten us both 
          to unconsciousness, and run amuck in a shocking way before it could 
          be placed behind asylum bars; still another, a loathsome African monstrosity, 
          had clawed out of its shallow grave and done a deed -- West had had 
          to shoot that object. We could not get bodies fresh enough to shew any 
          trace of reason when reanimated, so had perforce created nameless horrors. 
          It was disturbing to think that one, perhaps two, of our monsters still 
          lived -- that thought haunted us shadowingly, till finally West disappeared 
          under frightful circumstances. But at the time of the scream in the 
          cellar laboratory of the isolated Bolton cottage, our fears were subordinate 
          to our anxiety for extremely fresh specimens. West was more avid than 
          I, so that it almost seemed to me that he looked half-covetously at 
          any very healthy living physique. 




It was in July, 
          1910, that the bad luck regarding specimens began to turn. I had been 
          on a long visit to my parents in Illinois, and upon my return found 
          West in a state of singular elation. He had, he told me excitedly, in 
          all likelihood solved the problem of freshness through an approach from 
          an entirely new angle -- that of artificial preservation. I had known 
          that he was working on a new and highly unusual embalming compound, 
          and was not surprised that it had turned out well; but until he explained 
          the details I was rather puzzled as to how such a compound could help 
          in our work, since the objectionable staleness of the specimens was 
          largely due to delay occurring before we secured them. This, I now saw, 
          West had clearly recognised; creating his embalming compound for future 
          rather than immediate use, and trusting to fate to supply again some 
          very recent and unburied corpse, as it had years before when we obtained 
          the negro killed in the Bolton prize-fight. At last fate had been kind, 
          so that on this occasion there lay in the secret cellar laboratory a 
          corpse whose decay could not by any possibility have begun. What would 
          happen on reanimation, and whether we could hope for a revival of mind 
          and reason, West did not venture to predict. The experiment would be 
          a landmark in our studies, and he had saved the new body for my return, 
          so that both might share the spectacle in accustomed fashion. 




West told me how 
          he had obtained the specimen. It had been a vigorous man; a well-dressed 
          stranger just off the train on his way to transact some business with 
          the Bolton Worsted Mills. The walk through the town had been long, and 
          by the time the traveller paused at our cottage to ask the way to the 
          factories, his heart had become greatly overtaxed. He had refused a 
          stimulant, and had suddenly dropped dead only a moment later. The body, 
          as might be expected, seemed to West a heaven-sent gift. In his brief 
          conversation the stranger had made it clear that he was unknown in Bolton, 
          and a search of his pockets subsequently revealed him to be one Robert 
          Leavitt of St. Louis, apparently without a family to make instant inquiries 
          about his disappearance. If this man could not be restored to life, 
          no one would know of our experiment. We buried our materials in a dense 
          strip of woods between the house and the potter's field. If, on the 
          other hand, he could be restored, our fame would be brilliantly and 
          perpetually established. So without delay West had injected into the 
          body's wrist the compound which would hold it fresh for use after my 
          arrival. The matter of the presumably weak heart, which to my mind imperilled 
          the success of our experiment, did not appear to trouble West extensively. 
          He hoped at last to obtain what he had never obtained before -- a rekindled 
          spark of reason and perhaps a normal, living creature. 




So on the night 
          of July 18, 1910, Herbert West and I stood in the cellar laboratory 
          and gazed at a white, silent figure beneath the dazzling arc-light. 
          The embalming compound had worked uncannily well, for as I stared fascinatedly 
          at the sturdy frame which had lain two weeks without stiffening, I was 
          moved to seek West's assurance that the thing was really dead. This 
          assurance he gave readily enough; reminding me that the reanimating 
          solution was never used without careful tests as to life, since it could 
          have no effect if any of the original vitality were present. As West 
          proceeded to take preliminary steps, I was impressed by the vast intricacy 
          of the new experiment; an intricacy so vast that he could trust no hand 
          less delicate than his own. Forbidding me to touch the body, he first 
          injected a drug in the wrist just beside the place his needle had punctured 
          when injecting the embalming compound. This, he said, was to neutralise 
          the compound and release the system to a normal relaxation so that the 
          reanimating solution might freely work when injected. Slightly later, 
          when a change and a gentle tremor seemed to affect the dead limbs; West 
          stuffed a pillow-like object violently over the twitching face, not 
          withdrawing it until the corpse appeared quiet and ready for our attempt 
          at reanimation. The pale enthusiast now applied some last perfunctory 
          tests for absolute lifelessness, withdrew satisfied, and finally injected 
          into the left arm an accurately measured amount of the vital elixir, 
          prepared during the afternoon with a greater care than we had used since 
          college days, when our feats were new and groping. I cannot express 
          the wild, breathless suspense with which we waited for results on this 
          first really fresh specimen -- the first we could reasonably expect 
          to open its lips in rational speech, perhaps to tell of what it had 
          seen beyond the unfathomable abyss. 




West was a materialist, 
          believing in no soul and attributing all the working of consciousness 
          to bodily phenomena; consequently he looked for no revelation of hideous 
          secrets from gulfs and caverns beyond death's barrier. I did not wholly 
          disagree with him theoretically, yet held vague instinctive remnants 
          of the primitive faith of my forefathers; so that I could not help eyeing 
          the corpse with a certain amount of awe and terrible expectation. Besides 
          -- I could not extract from my memory that hideous, inhuman shriek we 
          heard on the night we tried our first experiment in the deserted farmhouse 
          at Arkham. 




Very little time 
          had elapsed before I saw the attempt was not to be a total failure. 
          A touch of colour came to cheeks hitherto chalk-white, and spread out 
          under the curiously ample stubble of sandy beard. West, who had his 
          hand on the pulse of the left wrist, suddenly nodded significantly; 
          and almost simultaneously a mist appeared on the mirror inclined above 
          the body's mouth. There followed a few spasmodic muscular motions, and 
          then an audible breathing and visible motion of the chest. I looked 
          at the closed eyelids, and thought I detected a quivering. Then the 
          lids opened, shewing eyes which were grey, calm, and alive, but still 
          unintelligent and not even curious. 




In a moment of fantastic 
          whim I whispered questions to the reddening ears; questions of other 
          worlds of which the memory might still be present. Subsequent terror 
          drove them from my mind, but I think the last one, which I repeated, 
          was: "Where have you been?" I do not yet know whether I was answered 
          or not, for no sound came from the well-shaped mouth; but I do know 
          that at that moment I firmly thought the thin lips moved silently, forming 
          syllables which I would have vocalised as "only now" if that phrase 
          had possessed any sense or relevancy. At that moment, as I say, I was 
          elated with the conviction that the one great goal had been attained; 
          and that for the first time a reanimated corpse had uttered distinct 
          words impelled by actual reason. In the next moment there was no doubt 
          about the triumph; no doubt that the solution had truly accomplished, 
          at least temporarily, its full mission of restoring rational and articulate 
          life to the dead. But in that triumph there came to me the greatest 
          of all horrors -- not horror of the thing that spoke, but of the deed 
          that I had witnessed and of the man with whom my professional fortunes 
          were joined. 




For that very fresh 
          body, at last writhing into full and terrifying consciousness with eyes 
          dilated at the memory of its last scene on earth, threw out its frantic 
          hands in a life and death struggle with the air, and suddenly collapsing 
          into a second and final dissolution from which there could be no return, 
          screamed out the cry that will ring eternally in my aching brain: 




"Help! Keep off, 
          you cursed little tow-head fiend -- keep that damned needle away from 
          me!"

        V. 
          The Horror From the Shadows

        Many men have related 
          hideous things, not mentioned in print, which happened on the battlefields 
          of the Great War. Some of these things have made me faint, others have 
          convulsed me with devastating nausea, while still others have made me 
          tremble and look behind me in the dark; yet despite the worst of them 
          I believe I can myself relate the most hideous thing of all -- the shocking, 
          the unnatural, the unbelievable horror from the shadows. 




In 1915 I was a 
          physician with the rank of First Lieutenant in a Canadian regiment in 
          Flanders, one of many Americans to precede the government itself into 
          the gigantic struggle. I had not entered the army on my own initiative, 
          but rather as a natural result of the enlistment of the man whose indispensable 
          assistant I was -- the celebrated Boston surgical specialist, Dr. Herbert 
          West. Dr. West had been avid for a chance to serve as surgeon in a great 
          war, and when the chance had come, he carried me with him almost against 
          my will. There were reasons why I could have been glad to let the war 
          separate us; reasons why I found the practice of medicine and the companionship 
          of West more and more irritating; but when he had gone to Ottawa and 
          through a colleague's influence secured a medical commission as Major, 
          I could not resist the imperious persuasion of one determined that I 
          should accompany him in my usual capacity. 




When I say that 
          Dr. West was avid to serve in battle, I do not mean to imply that he 
          was either naturally warlike or anxious for the safety of civilisation. 
          Always an ice-cold intellectual machine; slight, blond, blue-eyed, and 
          spectacled; I think he secretly sneered at my occasional martial enthusiasms 
          and censures of supine neutrality. There was, however, something he 
          wanted in embattled Flanders; and in order to secure it had had to assume 
          a military exterior. What he wanted was not a thing which many persons 
          want, but something connected with the peculiar branch of medical science 
          which he had chosen quite clandestinely to follow, and in which he had 
          achieved amazing and occasionally hideous results. It was, in fact, 
          nothing more or less than an abundant supply of freshly killed men in 
          every stage of dismemberment. 




Herbert West needed 
          fresh bodies because his life-work was the reanimation of the dead. 
          This work was not known to the fashionable clientele who had so swiftly 
          built up his fame after his arrival in Boston; but was only too well 
          known to me, who had been his closest friend and sole assistant since 
          the old days in Miskatonic University Medical School at Arkham. It was 
          in those college days that he had begun his terrible experiments, first 
          on small animals and then on human bodies shockingly obtained. There 
          was a solution which he injected into the veins of dead things, and 
          if they were fresh enough they responded in strange ways. He had had 
          much trouble in discovering the proper formula, for each type of organism 
          was found to need a stimulus especially adapted to it. Terror stalked 
          him when he reflected on his partial failures; nameless things resulting 
          from imperfect solutions or from bodies insufficiently fresh. A certain 
          number of these failures had remained alive -- one was in an asylum 
          while others had vanished -- and as he thought of conceivable yet virtually 
          impossible eventualities he often shivered beneath his usual stolidity. 
          




West had soon learned 
          that absolute freshness was the prime requisite for useful specimens, 
          and had accordingly resorted to frightful and unnatural expedients in 
          body-snatching. In college, and during our early practice together in 
          the factory town of Bolton, my attitude toward him had been largely 
          one of fascinated admiration; but as his boldness in methods grew, I 
          began to develop a gnawing fear. I did not like the way he looked at 
          healthy living bodies; and then there came a nightmarish session in 
          the cellar laboratory when I learned that a certain specimen had been 
          a living body when he secured it. That was the first time he had ever 
          been able to revive the quality of rational thought in a corpse; and 
          his success, obtained at such a loathsome cost, had completely hardened 
          him. 




Of his methods in 
          the intervening five years I dare not speak. I was held to him by sheer 
          force of fear, and witnessed sights that no human tongue could repeat. 
          Gradually I came to find Herbert West himself more horrible than anything 
          he did -- that was when it dawned on me that his once normal scientific 
          zeal for prolonging life had subtly degenerated into a mere morbid and 
          ghoulish curiosity and secret sense of charnel picturesqueness. His 
          interest became a hellish and perverse addiction to the repellently 
          and fiendishly abnormal; he gloated calmly over artificial monstrosities 
          which would make most healthy men drop dead from fright and disgust; 
          he became, behind his pallid intellectuality, a fastidious Baudelaire 
          of physical experiment -- a languid Elagabalus of the tombs. 




Dangers he met unflinchingly; 
          crimes he committed unmoved. I think the climax came when he had proved 
          his point that rational life can be restored, and had sought new worlds 
          to conquer by experimenting on the reanimation of detached parts of 
          bodies. He had wild and original ideas on the independent vital properties 
          of organic cells and nerve-tissue separated from natural physiological 
          systems; and achieved some hideous preliminary results in the form of 
          never-dying, artificially nourished tissue obtained from the nearly 
          hatched eggs of an indescribable tropical reptile. Two biological points 
          he was exceedingly anxious to settle -- first, whether any amount of 
          consciousness and rational action be possible without the brain, proceeding 
          from the spinal cord and various nerve-centres; and second, whether 
          any kind of ethereal, intangible relation distinct from the material 
          cells may exist to link the surgically separated parts of what has previously 
          been a single living organism. All this research work required a prodigious 
          supply of freshly slaughtered human flesh -- and that was why Herbert 
          West had entered the Great War. 




The phantasmal, 
          unmentionable thing occurred one midnight late in March, 1915, in a 
          field hospital behind the lines of St. Eloi. I wonder even now if it 
          could have been other than a daemoniac dream of delirium. West had a 
          private laboratory in an east room of the barn-like temporary edifice, 
          assigned him on his plea that he was devising new and radical methods 
          for the treatment of hitherto hopeless cases of maiming. There he worked 
          like a butcher in the midst of his gory wares -- I could never get used 
          to the levity with which he handled and classified certain things. At 
          times he actually did perform marvels of surgery for the soldiers; but 
          his chief delights were of a less public and philanthropic kind, requiring 
          many explanations of sounds which seemed peculiar even amidst that babel 
          of the damned. Among these sounds were frequent revolver-shots -- surely 
          not uncommon on a battlefield, but distinctly uncommon in an hospital. 
          Dr. West's reanimated specimens were not meant for long existence or 
          a large audience. Besides human tissue, West employed much of the reptile 
          embryo tissue which he had cultivated with such singular results. It 
          was better than human material for maintaining life in organless fragments, 
          and that was now my friend's chief activity. In a dark corner of the 
          laboratory, over a queer incubating burner, he kept a large covered 
          vat full of this reptilian cell-matter; which multiplied and grew puffily 
          and hideously. 




On the night of 
          which I speak we had a splendid new specimen -- a man at once physically 
          powerful and of such high mentality that a sensitive nervous system 
          was assured. It was rather ironic, for he was the officer who had helped 
          West to his commission, and who was now to have been our associate. 
          Moreover, he had in the past secretly studied the theory of reanimation 
          to some extent under West. Major Sir Eric Moreland Clapham-Lee, D.S.O., 
          was the greatest surgeon in our division, and had been hastily assigned 
          to the St. Eloi sector when news of the heavy fighting reached headquarters. 
          He had come in an aeroplane piloted by the intrepid Lieut. Ronald Hill, 
          only to be shot down when directly over his destination. The fall had 
          been spectacular and awful; Hill was unrecognisable afterward, but the 
          wreck yielded up the great surgeon in a nearly decapitated but otherwise 
          intact condition. West had greedily seized the lifeless thing which 
          had once been his friend and fellow-scholar; and I shuddered when he 
          finished severing the head, placed it in his hellish vat of pulpy reptile-tissue 
          to preserve it for future experiments, and proceeded to treat the decapitated 
          body on the operating table. He injected new blood, joined certain veins, 
          arteries, and nerves at the headless neck, and closed the ghastly aperture 
          with engrafted skin from an unidentified specimen which had borne an 
          officer's uniform. I knew what he wanted -- to see if this highly organised 
          body could exhibit, without its head, any of the signs of mental life 
          which had distinguished Sir Eric Moreland Clapham-Lee. Once a student 
          of reanimation, this silent trunk was now gruesomely called upon to 
          exemplify it. 




I can still see 
          Herbert West under the sinister electric light as he injected his reanimating 
          solution into the arm of the headless body. The scene I cannot describe 
          -- I should faint if I tried it, for there is madness in a room full 
          of classified charnel things, with blood and lesser human debris almost 
          ankle-deep on the slimy floor, and with hideous reptilian abnormalities 
          sprouting, bubbling, and baking over a winking bluish-green spectre 
          of dim flame in a far corner of black shadows. 




The specimen, as 
          West repeatedly observed, had a splendid nervous system. Much was expected 
          of it; and as a few twitching motions began to appear, I could see the 
          feverish interest on West's face. He was ready, I think, to see proof 
          of his increasingly strong opinion that consciousness, reason, and personality 
          can exist independently of the brain -- that man has no central connective 
          spirit, but is merely a machine of nervous matter, each section more 
          or less complete in itself. In one triumphant demonstration West was 
          about to relegate the mystery of life to the category of myth. The body 
          now twitched more vigorously, and beneath our avid eyes commenced to 
          heave in a frightful way. The arms stirred disquietingly, the legs drew 
          up, and various muscles contracted in a repulsive kind of writhing. 
          Then the headless thing threw out its arms in a gesture which was unmistakably 
          one of desperation -- an intelligent desperation apparently sufficient 
          to prove every theory of Herbert West. Certainly, the nerves were recalling 
          the man's last act in life; the struggle to get free of the falling 
          aeroplane. 




What followed, I 
          shall never positively know. It may have been wholly an hallucination 
          from the shock caused at that instant by the sudden and complete destruction 
          of the building in a cataclysm of German shell-fire -- who can gainsay 
          it, since West and I were the only proved survivors? West liked to think 
          that before his recent disappearance, but there were times when he could 
          not; for it was queer that we both had the same hallucination. The hideous 
          occurrence itself was very simple, notable only for what it implied. 
          




The body on the 
          table had risen with a blind and terrible groping, and we had heard 
          a sound. I should not call that sound a voice, for it was too awful. 
          And yet its timbre was not the most awful thing about it. Neither was 
          its message -- it had merely screamed, "Jump, Ronald, for God's sake, 
          jump!" The awful thing was its source. 




For it had come 
          from the large covered vat in that ghoulish corner of crawling black 
          shadows.

        VI. 
          The Tomb-Legions


        When Dr. Herbert 
          West disappeared a year ago, the Boston police questioned me closely. 
          They suspected that I was holding something back, and perhaps suspected 
          graver things; but I could not tell them the truth because they would 
          not have believed it. They knew, indeed, that West had been connected 
          with activities beyond the credence of ordinary men; for his hideous 
          experiments in the reanimation of dead bodies had long been too extensive 
          to admit of perfect secrecy; but the final soul-shattering catastrophe 
          held elements of daemoniac phantasy which make even me doubt the reality 
          of what I saw. 




I was West's closest 
          friend and only confidential assistant. We had met years before, in 
          medical school, and from the first I had shared his terrible researches. 
          He had slowly tried to perfect a solution which, injected into the veins 
          of the newly deceased, would restore life; a labour demanding an abundance 
          of fresh corpses and therefore involving the most unnatural actions. 
          Still more shocking were the products of some of the experiments -- 
          grisly masses of flesh that had been dead, but that West waked to a 
          blind, brainless, nauseous ammation. These were the usual results, for 
          in order to reawaken the mind it was necessary to have specimens so 
          absolutely fresh that no decay could possibly affect the delicate brain-cells. 
          




This need for very 
          fresh corpses had been West's moral undoing. They were hard to get, 
          and one awful day he had secured his specimen while it was still alive 
          and vigorous. A struggle, a needle, and a powerful alkaloid had transformed 
          it to a very fresh corpse, and the experiment had succeeded for a brief 
          and memorable moment; but West had emerged with a soul calloused and 
          seared, and a hardened eye which sometimes glanced with a kind of hideous 
          and calculating appraisal at men of especially sensitive brain and especially 
          vigorous physique. Toward the last I became acutely afraid of West, 
          for he began to look at me that way. People did not seem to notice his 
          glances, but they noticed my fear; and after his disappearance used 
          that as a basis for some absurd suspicions. 




West, in reality, 
          was more afraid than I; for his abominable pursuits entailed a life 
          of furtiveness and dread of every shadow. Partly it was the police he 
          feared; but sometimes his nervousness was deeper and more nebulous, 
          touching on certain indescribable things into which he had injected 
          a morbid life, and from which he had not seen that life depart. He usually 
          finished his experiments with a revolver, but a few times he had not 
          been quick enough. There was that first specimen on whose rifled grave 
          marks of clawing were later seen. There was also that Arkham professor's 
          body which had done cannibal things before it had been captured and 
          thrust unidentified into a madhouse cell at Sefton, where it beat the 
          walls for sixteen years. Most of the other possibly surviving results 
          were things less easy to speak of -- for in later years West's scientific 
          zeal had degenerated to an unhealthy and fantastic mania, and he had 
          spent his chief skill in vitalising not entire human bodies but isolated 
          parts of bodies, or parts joined to organic matter other than human. 
          It had become fiendishly disgusting by the time he disappeared; many 
          of the experiments could not even be hinted at in print. The Great War, 
          through which both of us served as surgeons, had intensified this side 
          of West. 




In saying that West's 
          fear of his specimens was nebulous, I have in mind particularly its 
          complex nature. Part of it came merely from knowing of the existence 
          of such nameless monsters, while another part arose from apprehension 
          of the bodily harm they might under certain circumstances do him. Their 
          disappearance added horror to the situation -- of them all, West knew 
          the whereabouts of only one, the pitiful asylum thing. Then there was 
          a more subtle fear -- a very fantastic sensation resulting from a curious 
          experiment in the Canadian army in 1915. West, in the midst of a severe 
          battle, had reanimated Major Sir Eric Moreland Clapham-Lee, D.S.O., 
          a fellow-physician who knew about his experiments and could have duplicated 
          them. The head had been removed, so that the possibilities of quasi-intelligent 
          life in the trunk might be investigated. Just as the building was wiped 
          out by a German shell, there had been a success. The trunk had moved 
          intelligently; and, unbelievable to relate, we were both sickeningly 
          sure that articulate sounds had come from the detached head as it lay 
          in a shadowy corner of the laboratory. The shell had been merciful, 
          in a way -- but West could never feel as certain as he wished, that 
          we two were the only survivors. He used to make shuddering conjectures 
          about the possible actions of a headless physician with the power of 
          reanimating the dead. 




West's last quarters 
          were in a venerable house of much elegance, overlooking one of the oldest 
          burying-grounds in Boston. He had chosen the place for purely symbolic 
          and fantastically aesthetic reasons, since most of the interments were 
          of the colonial period and therefore of little use to a scientist seeking 
          very fresh bodies. The laboratory was in a sub-cellar secretly constructed 
          by imported workmen, and contained a huge incinerator for the quiet 
          and complete disposal of such bodies, or fragments and synthetic mockeries 
          of bodies, as might remain from the morbid experiments and unhallowed 
          amusements of the owner. During the excavation of this cellar the workmen 
          had struck some exceedingly ancient masonry; undoubtedly connected with 
          the old burying-ground, yet far too deep to correspond with any known 
          sepulchre therein. After a number of calculations West decided that 
          it represented some secret chamber beneath the tomb of the Averills, 
          where the last interment had been made in 1768. I was with him when 
          he studied the nitrous, dripping walls laid bare by the spades and mattocks 
          of the men, and was prepared for the gruesome thrill which would attend 
          the uncovering of centuried grave-secrets; but for the first time West's 
          new timidity conquered his natural curiosity, and he betrayed his degenerating 
          fibre by ordering the masonry left intact and plastered over. Thus it 
          remained till that final hellish night; part of the walls of the secret 
          laboratory. I speak of West's decadence, but must add that it was a 
          purely mental and intangible thing. Outwardly he was the same to the 
          last -- calm, cold, slight, and yellow-haired, with spectacled blue 
          eyes and a general aspect of youth which years and fears seemed never 
          to change. He seemed calm even when he thought of that clawed grave 
          and looked over his shoulder; even when he thought of the carnivorous 
          thing that gnawed and pawed at Sefton bars. 




The end of Herbert 
          West began one evening in our joint study when he was dividing his curious 
          glance between the newspaper and me. A strange headline item had struck 
          at him from the crumpled pages, and a nameless titan claw had seemed 
          to reach down through sixteen years. Something fearsome and incredible 
          had happened at Sefton Asylum fifty miles away, stunning the neighbourhood 
          and baffling the police. In the small hours of the morning a body of 
          silent men had entered the grounds, and their leader had aroused the 
          attendants. He was a menacing military figure who talked without moving 
          his lips and whose voice seemed almost ventriloquially connected with 
          an immense black case he carried. His expressionless face was handsome 
          to the point of radiant beauty, but had shocked the superintendent when 
          the hall light fell on it -- for it was a wax face with eyes of painted 
          glass. Some nameless accident had befallen this man. A larger man guided 
          his steps; a repellent hulk whose bluish face seemed half eaten away 
          by some unknown malady. The speaker had asked for the custody of the 
          cannibal monster committed from Arkham sixteen years before; and upon 
          being refused, gave a signal which precipitated a shocking riot. The 
          fiends had beaten, trampled, and bitten every attendant who did not 
          flee; killing four and finally succeeding in the liberation of the monster. 
          Those victims who could recall the event without hysteria swore that 
          the creatures had acted less like men than like unthinkable automata 
          guided by the wax-faced leader. By the time help could be summoned, 
          every trace of the men and of their mad charge had vanished. 




From the hour of 
          reading this item until midmght, West sat almost paralysed. At midnight 
          the doorbell rang, startling him fearfully. All the servants were asleep 
          in the attic, so I answered the bell. As I have told the police, there 
          was no wagon in the street, but only a group of strange-looking figures 
          bearing a large square box which they deposited in the hallway after 
          one of them had grunted in a highly unnatural voice, "Express -- prepaid." 
          They filed out of the house with a jerky tread, and as I watched them 
          go I had an odd idea that they were turning toward the ancient cemetery 
          on which the back of the house abutted. When I slammed the door after 
          them West came downstairs and looked at the box. It was about two feet 
          square, and bore West's correct name and present address. It also bore 
          the inscription, "From Eric Moreland Clapham-Lee, St. Eloi, Flanders." 
          Six years before, in Flanders, a shelled hospital had fallen upon the 
          headless reanimated trunk of Dr. Clapham-Lee, and upon the detached 
          head which -- perhaps -- had uttered articulate sounds. 




West was not even 
          excited now. His condition was more ghastly. Quickly he said, "It's 
          the finish -- but let's incinerate -- this." We carried the thing down 
          to the laboratory -- listening. I do not remember many particulars -- 
          you can imagine my state of mind -- but it is a vicious lie to say it 
          was Herbert West's body which I put into the incinerator. We both inserted 
          the whole unopened wooden box, closed the door, and started the electricity. 
          Nor did any sound come from the box, after all. 
        

        It was West who 
          first noticed the falling plaster on that part of the wall where the 
          ancient tomb masonry had been covered up. I was going to run, but he 
          stopped me. Then I saw a small black aperture, felt a ghoulish wind 
          of ice, and smelled the charnel bowels of a putrescent earth. There 
          was no sound, but just then the electric lights went out and I saw outlined 
          against some phosphorescence of the nether world a horde of silent toiling 
          things which only insanity -- or worse -- could create. Their outlines 
          were human, semi-human, fractionally human, and not human at all -- 
          the horde was grotesquely heterogeneous. They were removing the stones 
          quietly, one by one, from the centuried wall. And then, as the breach 
          became large enough, they came out into the laboratory in single file; 
          led by a talking thing with a beautiful head made of wax. A sort of 
          mad-eyed monstrosity behind the leader seized on Herbert West. West 
          did not resist or utter a sound. Then they all sprang at him and tore 
          him to pieces before my eyes, bearing the fragments away into that subterranean 
          vault of fabulous abominations. West's head was carried off by the wax-headed 
          leader, who wore a Canadian officer's uniform. As it disappeared I saw 
          that the blue eyes behind the spectacles were hideously blazing with 
          their first touch of frantic, visible emotion. 
          

        Servants found me 
          unconscious in the morning. West was gone. The incinerator contained 
          only unidentifiable ashes. Detectives have questioned me, but what can 
          I say? The Sefton tragedy they will not connect with West; not that, 
          nor the men with the box, whose existence they deny. I told them of 
          the vault, and they pointed to the unbroken plaster wall and laughed. 
          So I told them no more. They imply that I am either a madman or a murderer 
          -- probably I am mad. But I might not be mad if those accursed tomb-legions 
          had not been so silent. 
          







A Victim of Higher Space


Algernon Blackwood


"There's a hextraordinary gentleman
to see you, sir," said the new man.



"Why 'extraordinary'?" asked Dr.
Silence, drawing the tips of his thin fingers through his brown
beard. His eyes twinkled pleasantly. "Why 'extraordinary,'
Barker?" he repeated encouragingly, noticing the perplexed
expression in the man's eyes.


"He's so--so thin, sir. I could hardly see
'im at all--at first. He was inside the house before I could ask
the name," he added, remembering strict orders.


"And who brought him here?"


"He come alone, sir, in a closed cab. He
pushed by me before I could say a word--making no noise not
what I could hear. He seemed to move very soft----"


The man stopped short with obvious embarrassment,
as though he had already said enough to jeopardise his new
situation, but trying hard to show that he remembered the
instructions and warnings he had received with regard to the
admission of strangers not properly accredited.



"And where is the gentleman now?" asked
Dr. Silence, turning away to conceal his amusement.


"I really couldn't exactly say, sir. I left
him standing in the 'all----"


The doctor looked up sharply. "But why in the
hall, Barker? Why not in the waiting-room?" He fixed his
piercing though kindly eyes on the man's face. "Did he
frighten you?" he asked quickly.


"I think he did, sir, if I may say so. I
seemed to lose sight of him, as it were----" The man stammered,
evidently convinced by now that he had earned his dismissal.
"He come in so funny, just like a cold wind," he added
boldly, setting his heels at attention and looking his master
full in the face.



The doctor made an internal note of the man's
halting description; he was pleased that the slight evidence of
intuition which had induced him to engage Barker had not entirely
failed at the first trial. Dr. Silence sought for this
qualification in all his assistants, from secretary to
serving-man, and if it surrounded him with a somewhat singular
crew, the drawbacks were more than compensated for on the whole
by their occasional flashes of insight.


"So the gentleman made you feel queer, did
he?"


"That was it, I think, sir," repeated
the man stolidly.


"And he brings no kind of introduction to
me--no letter or anything?" asked the doctor, with feigned
surprise, as though he knew what was coming.


The man fumbled, both in mind and pockets, and
finally produced an envelope.


"I beg pardon, sir," he said, greatly
flustered; "the gentleman handed me this for you."


It was a note from a discerning friend, who had
never yet sent him a case that was not vitally interesting from
one point or another.


"Please see the bearer of this note,"
the brief message ran, "though I doubt if even you can do
much to help him."


John Silence paused a moment, so as to
gather from the mind of the writer all that lay behind the brief
words of the letter. Then he looked up at his servant with a
graver expression than he had yet worn.


"Go back and find this gentleman," he
said, "and show him into the green study. Do not reply to
his question, or speak more than actually necessary; but think
kind, helpful, sympathetic thoughts as strongly as you can,
Barker. You remember what I told you about the importance of
thinking, when I engaged you. Put curiosity out of your mind, and
think gently, sympathetically, affectionately, if you can."


He smiled, and Barker, who had recovered his
composure in the doctor's presence, bowed silently and went out.


There were two different reception rooms in Dr.
Silence's house. One, intended for persons who imagined they
needed spiritual assistance when really they were only candidates
for the asylum, had padded walls, and was well supplied with
various concealed contrivances by means of which sudden violence
could be instantly met and overcome. It was, however, rarely
used. The other, intended for the reception of genuine cases of
spiritual distress and out-of-the-way afflictions of a psychic
nature, was entirely draped and furnished in a soothing deep
green, calculated to induce calmness and repose of mind. And this
room was the one in which Dr. Silence interviewed the majority of
his "queer" cases, and the one into which he had
directed Barker to show his present caller.



To begin with, the arm-chair in which the patient
was always directed to sit, was nailed to the floor, since its
immovability tended to impart this same excellent characteristic
to the occupant. Patients invariably grew excited when talking
about themselves, and their excitement tended to confuse their
thoughts and to exaggerate their language. The immobility of the
chair helped to counteract this. After repeated endeavours to
drag it forward, or push it back, they ended by resigning
themselves to sitting quietly. And with the futility of fidgeting
there followed a calmer state of mind.


Upon the floor, and at intervals in the wall
immediately behind, were certain tiny green buttons, practically
unnoticeable, which on being pressed permitted a soothing and
persuasive narcotic to rise invisibly about the occupant of the
chair. The effect upon the excitable patient was rapid,
admirable, and harmless. The green study was further provided
with a secret spy-hole; for John Silence liked when possible to
observe his patient's face before it had assumed that mask the
features of the human countenance invariably wear in the presence
of another person. A man sitting alone wears a psychic
expression; and this expression is the man himself. It disappears
the moment another person joins him. And Dr. Silence often
learned more from a few moments' secret observation of a face
than from hours of conversation with its owner afterwards.


A very light, almost a dancing step followed
Barker's heavy tread towards the green room, and a moment
afterwards the man came in and announced that the gentleman was
waiting. He was still pale and his manner nervous.


"Never mind, Barker," the doctor said
kindly; "if you were not intuitive the man would have had no
effect upon you at all. You only need training and development.
And when you have learned to interpret these feelings and
sensations better, you will feel no fear, but only a great
sympathy."


"Yes, sir; thank you sir!" And Barker
bowed and made his escape, while Dr. Silence, an amused smile
lurking about the corners of his mouth, made his way noiselessly
down the passage and put his eye to the spy-hole in the door of
the green study.


This spy-hole was so placed that it commanded a
view of almost the entire room, and, looking through it, the
doctor saw a hat, gloves, and umbrella lying on a chair by the
table, but searched at first in vain for their owner.


The windows were both closed and a brisk fire
burned in the grate. There were various signs--signs intelligible
at least to a keenly intuitive soul--that the room was occupied,
yet so far as human beings were concerned, it seemed undeniably
empty. No one sat in the chairs; no one stood on the mat before
the fire; there was no sign even that a patient was anywhere
close against the wall, examining the Bcklin
reproduction--as patients so often did when they thought they
were alone--and therefore rather difficult to see from the
spy-hole. Ordinarily speaking, there was no one in the room. It
was unoccupied.


Yet Dr. Silence was quite well aware that a human
being was in the room. His sensitive system never failed to let
him know the proximity of an incarnate or discarnate being. Even
in the dark he could tall that. And he now knew positively that
his patient, the patient who had alarmed Barker, and had then
tripped down the corridor with that dancing footstep--was
somewhere concealed within the four walls commanded by his
spy-hole. He also realised--and this was most
unusual--that this individual whom he desired to watch knew
that he was being watched. And, further, that the stranger
himself was also watching in his turn. In fact, that it was he,
the doctor, who was being observed--and by an observer as
keen and trained as himself.



An inkling of the true state of the case began to
dawn upon him, and he was on the verge of entering--indeed,
his hand already touched the door-knob--when his eye, still
glued to the spy-hole, detected a slight movement. Directly
opposite, between him and the fireplace, something stirred. He
watched very attentively and made certain that he was not
mistaken. An object on the  mantelpiece--it was a blue
vase--disappeared

from view. It passed out of sight together with the portion of
the marble mantelpiece on which it rested. Next, that part of the
fire and grate and brass fender immediately below, it vanished
entirely, as though a slice had been taken clean out of them.


Dr. Silence then understood that something between
him and these objects was slowly coming into being, something
that concealed them and obstructed his vision by inserting itself
in the line of sight between them and himself.


He quietly awaited further results before going
in.


First he saw a thin, perpendicular line tracing
itself from just above the height of the clock and continuing
downwards till it reached the woolly fire-mat. This line grew
wider, broadened, grew solid. It was no shadow; it was something
substantial. It defined itself more and more. Then suddenly, at
the top of the line, and about on a level with the face of the
clock, he saw a small luminous disc gazing steadily at him. It
was a human eye, looking straight into his own, pressed there
against the spy-hole. And it was bright with intelligence. Dr.
Silence held his breath for a moment--and stared back at it.



Then, like someone moving out of deep shadow into
light, he saw the figure of a man come sliding sideways into
view, a whitish face following the eye, and the perpendicular
line he had first observed broadening out and developing into the
complete figure of a human being. It was the patient. He had
apparently been standing there in front of the fire all the time.
A second eye had followed the first, and both of them stared
steadily at the spy-hole, sharply concentrated, yet with a sly
twinkle of humour and amusement that made it impossible for the
doctor to maintain his position any longer.


He opened the door and went in quickly. As he did
so he noticed for the first time the sound of a German band
coming in noisily through the open ventilators. In some
intuitive, unaccountable fashion the music connected itself with
the patient he was about to interview. This sort of prevision was
not unfamiliar to him. It always explained itself later.


The man, he saw, was of middle age and of very
ordinary appearance; so ordinary, in fact, that he was difficult
to describe--his only peculiarity being his extreme thinness.
Pleasant--that is, good--vibrations issued from his atmosphere
and met Dr. Silence as he advanced to greet him, yet vibrations
alive with currents and discharges betraying the perturbed and
disordered condition of his mind and brain. There was evidently
something wholly out of the usual in the state of his thoughts.
Yet, though strange, it was not altogether distressing; it was
not the impression that the broken and violent atmosphere of the
insane produces upon the mind. Dr. Silence realised in a flash
that here was a case of absorbing interest that might require all
his powers to handle properly.


"I was watching you through my little
peep-hole--as you saw," he began, with a pleasant smile,
advancing to shake hands. "I find it of the greatest
assistance sometimes----"


But the patient interrupted him at once. His voice
was hurried and had odd, shrill changes in it, breaking from high
to low in unexpected fashion. One moment it thundered, the next
it almost squeaked.


"I understand without explanation," he
broke in rapidly. "You get the true note of a man in that
way--when he thinks himself unobserved. I quite agree. Only, in
my case, I fear, you saw very little. My case, as you of course
grasp, Dr. Silence, is extremely peculiar, uncomfortably
peculiar. Indeed, unless Sir William had positively assured
me----"


"My friend has sent you to me," the
doctor interrupted gravely, with a gentle note of authority,
"and that is quite sufficient. Pray, be seated,
Mr.----"


"Mudge--Racine Mudge," returned the
other.



"Take this comfortable one, Mr. Mudge,"
leading him to the fixed chair, "and tell me your condition
in your own way and at your own pace. My whole day is at your
service if you require it."


Mr. Mudge moved towards the chair in question and
then hesitated.


"You will promise me not to use the narcotic
buttons," he said, before sitting down. "I do not need
them. Also I ought to mention that anything you think of vividly
will reach my mind. That is apparently part of my peculiar
case." He sat down with a sigh and arranged his thin legs
and body into a position of comfort. Evidently he was very
sensitive to the thoughts of others, for the picture of the green
buttons had only entered the doctor's mind for a second, yet the
other had instantly snapped it up. Dr. Silence noticed, too that
Mr. Mudge held on tightly with both hands to the arms of the
chair.


"I'm rather glad the chair is nailed to the
floor," he remarked, as he settled himself more comfortably.
"It suits me admirably. The fact is---and this is my case in
a nutshell--which is all that a doctor of your marvellous
development requires--the fact is, Dr. Silence, I am a victim of
Higher Space. That's what"s the matter with me--Higher
Space!"


The two looked at each other for a space in
silence, the little patient holding tightly to the arms of the
chair which "suited him admirably", and looking up with
staring eyes, his atmosphere positively trembling with the waves
of some unknown activity; while the doctor smiled kindly and
sympathetically, and put his whole person as far as possible into
the mental condition of the other.


"Higher Space," repeated Mr. Mudge,
"that's what it is. Now, do you think you can help me with
that?"


There was a pause during which the men's eyes
steadily searched down below the surface of their respective
personalities. Then Dr. Silence spoke.


"I am quite sure I can help," he
answered quietly; "sympathy must always help, and suffering
always claims my sympathy. I see you have suffered cruelly. You
must tell me all about your case, and when I hear the gradual
steps by which you reached this strange condition, I have no
doubt I can be of assistance to you."


He drew a chair up beside his interlocutor and
laid a hand on his shoulder for a moment. His whole being
radiated kindness, intelligence, desire to help.


"For instance," he went on, "I feel
sure it was the result of no mere chance that you became familiar
with the terrors of what you term Higher Space; for higher space
is no mere external measurement. It is, of course, a spiritual
state, a spiritual condition, an inner development, and one that
we must recognise as abnormal, since it is beyond the reach of
the senses at the present stage of evolution. Higher Space is a
mystical state."


"Oh!" cried the other, rubbing his
birdlike hands with pleasure, "the relief it is to me to
talk to someone who can understand! Of course what you say is the
utter truth. And you are right that no mere chance led me to my
present condition, but, on the other hand, prolonged and
deliberate study. Yet chance in a sense now governs it. I mean,
my entering the condition of higher space seems to depend upon
the chance of this  and that circumstance." He sighed and
paused a moment. "For instance," he continued,
starting, "the mere sound of that German band sent me off.
Not that all music will do so, but certain sounds, certain
vibrations, at once key me up to the requisite pitch, and off I
go. Wagner's music always does it, and that band must have been
playing a stray bit of Wagner. But I'll come to all that later.
Only, first"--he smiled deprecating]y--"I must ask you
to send away your man from the spy-hole."


John Silence looked up with a start, for Mr.
Mudge's back was to the door, and there was no mirror. He saw the
brown eye of Barker glued to the little circle of glass, and he
crossed the room without a word and snapped down the black
shutter provided for the purpose, and then heard Barker shuffle
away along the passage.


"Now," continued the little man in the
chair, "I can go on. You have managed to put me completely
at my ease, and I feel I may tell you my whole case without shame
or reserve. You will understand. But you must be patient with me
if I go into details that are already familiar to you--details of
higher space, I mean--and if I seem stupid when I have to
describe things that transcend the power of language and are
really therefore indescribable."


"My dear friend," put in the other
calmly, "that goes without saying. To know higher space is
an experience that defies description, and one is obliged to make
use of more or less intelligible symbols. But, pray, proceed.
Your vivid thoughts will tell me more than your halting
words." 


An immense sigh of relief proceeded from the
little figure half lost in the depths of the chair. Such
intelligent sympathy meeting him half-way was a new experience,
and it touched his heart at once. He leaned back, relaxing his
tight hold of the arms, and began in his thin, scale-like voice.


"My mother was a Frenchwoman, and my father
an Essex bargeman," he said abruptly. "Hence my
name--Racine and Mudge. My father died before I ever saw him. My
mother inherited money from her Bordeaux relations, and when she
died soon after, I was left alone with wealth and a strange
freedom. I had no guardian, trustees, sisters, brothers, or any
connection in the world to look after me. I grew up, therefore,
utterly without education. This much was to my advantage; I
learned none of that deceitful rubbish taught in schools, and so
had nothing to unlearn when I awakened to my true
love--mathematics, higher mathematics and higher geometry.
These, however, I seemed to know instinctively. It was like the
memory of what I had deeply studied before; the principles were
in my blood, and I simply raced through the ordinary stages, and
beyond, and then did the same with geometry. Afterwards, when I
read the books on these subjects, I understood how swift and
undeviating the knowledge had come back to me. It was simply
memory. It was simply re-collecting the memories of what I had
known before in a previous existence and required no books to
teach me." 



In his growing excitement, Mr. Mudge attempted to
drag the chair forward a little nearer to his listener, and then
smiled faintly as he resigned himself instantly again to its
immobility, and plunged anew into the recital of his singular
"disease".


"The audacious speculations of Bolyai, the
amazing theories of Gauss--that through a point more than
one line could be drawn parallel to a given line; the
possibility that the angles of a triangle are together
greater than two right angles, if drawn upon immense
curvatures--the breathless intuitions of Beltrami and
Lobatchewsky--all these I hurried through, and emerged, panting
but unsatisfied, upon the verge of my--my world, my higher space
possibilities--in a word, my disease!


"How I got there," he resumed after a
brief pause, during which he appeared to be listening nervously
for an approaching sound, "is more than I can put
intelligibly into words. I can only hope to leave your mind with
an intuitive comprehension of the possibility of what I say.


"Here, however, came a change. At this point
I was no longer absorbing the fruits of studies I had made
before; it was the beginning of new efforts to learn for the
first time, and I had to go slowly and laboriously through
terrible work. Here I sought for the theories and speculations of
others. But books were few and far between, and with the
exception of one man--a 'dreamer,' the world called him--whose
audacity and piercing intuition amazed and delighted me beyond
description, I found no one to guide or help.


"You, of course, Dr. Silence, understand
something of what I am driving at with these stammering words,
though you cannot perhaps yet guess what depths of pain my new
knowledge brought me to, nor why an acquaintance with a new
dimension of space should prove a source of misery and
terror."


Mr. Racine Mudge, remembering that the chair would
not move, did the next best thing he could in his desire to draw
nearer to the attentive man facing him, and sat forward upon the
very edge of the cushions, crossing his legs and gesticulating
with both hands as though he saw into this region of new space he
was attempting to describe, and might any moment tumble into it
bodily from the edge of the chair and disappear from view. John
Silence, separated from him by three  aces, sat with his eyes
fixed upon the thin white face opposite, noting every word and
every gesture with deep attention.


"This room we now sit in, Dr. Silence, has
one side open to space--to higher space. A closed box only
seems closed. There is a way in and out of a soap bubble
without breaking the skin."


"You tell me no new thing," the doctor
interposed gently. 


"Hence, if higher space exists and our world
borders upon it and lies partially in it, if follows necessarily
that we see only portions of all objects. We never see their true
and complete shape. We see three measurements, but not their
fourth. The new direction is concealed from us, and when I hold
this book and move my hand all round it I have not really made a
complete circuit. We only perceive those portions of any object
which exist in our three dimensions, the rest escapes us. But,
once learn to see in higher space, and objects will appear as
they actually are. Only they will thus be hardly recognisable!


"Now you may begin to grasp something of what I am coming
to."


"I am beginning to understand something of
what you must have suffered," observed the doctor
soothingly, "for I have made similar experiments myself, and
only stopped just in time----"


"You are the one man in all the world who can
understand, and sympathise," exclaimed Mr. Mudge,
grasping his hand and holding it tightly while he spoke. The
nailed chair prevented further excitability.


"Well," he resumed, after a moments'
pause, "I procured the implements and the coloured blocks
for practical experiment, and I followed the instructions
carefully till I had arrived at an imaginative conception of four
dimensional space. The tessaract, the figure whose boundaries are
cubes, I knew by heart. That is to say, I knew it and saw it
mentally, for my eye, of course, could never take in a new
measurement, nor my hands and feet handle it.


"So, at least, I thought," he added,
making a wry face. "I had reached the stage, you see, when I
could imagine in a new dimension. I was able to conceive
the shape of that new figure which is intrinsically different to
all we know--the shape of the tessaract. I could perceive in four
dimensions. When, therefore, I looked at a cube I could see all
its sides at once. Its top was not foreshortened, nor its farther
side and base invisible. I saw the whole thing out flat, so to
speak. Moreover, I also saw its content--its in-sides."


"You were not yourself able to enter this new
world?" interrupted Dr. Silence.


"Not then. I was only able to conceive
intuitively what it was like and how exactly it must look. Later,
when I slipped in there and saw objects in their entirety,
unlimited by the paucity of our poor three measurements, I very
nearly lost my life. For, you see, space does not stop at a
single new dimension, a fourth. It extends in all possible new
ones, and we must conceive it as containing any number of new
dimensions. In other words, there is no space at all, but only a
condition. But, meanwhile, I had come to grasp the strange fact
that the objects in our normal world appear to us only
partially."


Mr. Mudge moved farther forward till he was
balanced dangerously on the very edge of the chair. "From
this starting point," he resumed, "I began my studies
and experiments, and  continued them for years. I had money, and
I was without friends. I lived in solitude and experimented. My
intellect, of course, had little part in the work, for
intellectually it was all unthinkable. Never was the limitation
of mere reason more plainly demonstrated. It was mystically,
intuitively, spiritually that I began to advance. And what I
learnt, and knew, and did is all impossible to put into language,
since it describes experiences transcending the experiences of
men. It is only some of the results--what you would call the
symptoms of my disease--that I can give you, and even these must
often appear absurd contradictions and impossible paradoxes.


"I can only tell you, Dr. Silence"--his
manner became grave suddenly--"that I reached sometimes a
point of view whence all the great puzzles of the world became
plain to me, and I understood what they call in the Yoga books
'The Great Heresy of Separateness'; why all great teachers have
urged the necessity of man loving his neighbour as himself; how
men are all really one; and why the utter loss
of self is necessary to salvation and the discovery of the true
life of the soul."


He paused a moment and drew breath.


"Your speculations have been my own long
ago," the doctor said quietly. "I fully realise the
force of your words. Men are doubtless not separate at all--in
the sense they imagine."


"All this about the very much higher space I
only dimly, very dimly conceived, of course," the other went
on, raising his voice again by jerks; "but what did happen
to me was the humbler accident of--the simpler disaster--oh dear,
how shall I put it----?"


He stammered and showed visible signs of distress.


"It was simply this," he resumed with a
sudden rush of words, "that, accidentally, as the result of
my years of experiment, I one day slipped bodily into the next
world, the world of four dimensions, yet without knowing
precisely how I got there, or how I could get back again. I
discovered, that is, that my ordinary three-dimensional body was
but an expression--a partial projection--of my higher
four-dimensional body!



"Now you understand what I meant much earlier
in our talk when I spoke of chance. I cannot control my entrance
or exit. Certain people, certain human atmospheres, certain
wandering forces, thoughts, desires even--the radiations of
certain combinations of colour, and above all, the vibrations of
certain kinds of music, will suddenly throw me into a state of
what I can only describe as an intense and terrific inner
vibration--and behold I am off! Off in the direction at right
angles to all our known directions! Off in the direction the cube
takes when it begins to trace the outlines of the new figure, the
tessaract! Off into my breathless and semi-divine higher space!
Off, inside myself, into the world of four
dimensions!"


He gasped and dropped back into the
depths of the immovable chair.


"And there," he whispered, his voice
issuing from among the cushions, "there I have to stay until 
these vibrations subside, or until they do something which I cannot 
find words to describe properly or intelligibly to you--and then, behold, 
I am back again. First, that is, I disappear. Then I reappear. 
Only,"--he sighed--"I cannot control my entrance nor my
exit."


"Just so," exclaimed Dr. Silence, "and that is why a few---"


"Why a few moments ago," interrupted Mr.
Mudge, taking the words out of his mouth, "you found me
gone, and then saw me return. The music of that wretched German
band sent me off. Your intense thinking about me brought me
back--when the band had stopped its Wagner. I saw you
approach the peep-hole and I saw Barker's intention of doing
so later. For me no interiors are hidden. I see inside. When
in that state the content of your mind, as of your body, is
open to me as the day. Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear!"


Mr. Mudge stopped and mopped his brow. A light
trembling ran over the surface of his small body like wind over
grass. He still held tightly to the arms of the chair.


"At first," he presently resumed,
"my new experiences were so vividly interesting that I felt
no alarm. There was no room for it. The alarm came a little
later."


"Then you actually penetrated far enough into
that state to experience yourself as a normal portion of
it?" asked the doctor, leaning forward, deeply interested.



Mr. Mudge nodded a perspiring face in reply.


"I did," he whispered, "undoubtedly
I did. I am coming to all that. It began first at night, when I
realised that sleep brought no loss of consciousness----"


"The spirit, of course, can never sleep. Only
the body becomes unconscious," interposed John Silence.


"Yes, we know that--theoretically. At night,
of course, the spirit is active elsewhere, and we have no memory
of where and how, simply because the brain stays behind and
receives no record. But I found the, while remaining conscious,
I also retained memory. I had attained to the state of continuous
consciousness, for at night regularly, with the first approaches
of drowsiness, I entered nolens volens the four
dimensional world.


"For a time this happened frequently, and I
could not control it; though later I found a way to regulate it
better. Apparently sleep is unnecessary in the higher--the four
dimensional--body. Yes, perhaps. But I should infinitely have
preferred dull sleep to the knowledge. For, unable to control my
movements, I wandered to and fro, attracted owing to my partial
development and premature arrival, to parts of this new world
that alarmed me more and more. It was the awful waste and
drift of a monstrous world, so utterly different to all we know
and see that I cannot even hint at the nature of the sights
and objects and beings in it. More than that, I cannot even
remember them. I cannot now picture them to myself even,
but can recall only the memory of the impression they
made upon me, the horror and devastating terror of it all. To be
in several places at once, for instance----"


"Perfectly," interrupted John Silence,
noticing the increase of the other's excitement, "I
understand exactly. But now, please, tell me a little more of
this alarm you experienced, and how it affected you."


"It's not the disappearing and reappearing
per se that I mind," continued Mr. Mudge, "so
much as certain other things. It's seeing people and objects in
their weird entirety, in their true and complete shapes, that is
so distressing. It introduced me to a world of monsters. Horses,
dogs, cats, all of which I loved; people, trees, children; all
that I have considered beautiful in life--everything, from a
human face to a cathedral--appear to me in a different shape and
aspect to all I have known before. Instead of seeing their
partial expression in three dimensions, I saw them complete--in
four. I cannot perhaps convince you why this should be terrible,
but I assure you that it is so. To hear the human voice
proceeding from this novel appearance which I scarcely recognise
as a human body is ghastly, simply ghastly. To see inside
everything and everybody is a form of insight peculiarly
distressing. To be so confused in geography as to find myself one
moment at the North Pole, and the next at Clapham Junction--or
possibly at both places simultaneously--is absurdly terrifying.
Your imagination will readily furnish other details without my
multiplying my experiences now. But you have no idea what it all
means, and how I suffer." 


Mr. Mudge paused in his panting account and lay
back in his chair. He still held tightly to the arms as though
they could keep him in the world of sanity and three
measurements, and only now and again released his left hand in
order to mop his face. He looked very thin and white and oddly
unsubstantial, and he stared about him as though he saw into this
other space he had been talking about.


John Silence, too, felt warm. He had listened to
every word and had made many notes. The presence of this man had
an exhilarating effect upon him. It seemed as if Mr. Racine
Mudge still carried about with him something of that breathless
higher-space condition he had been describing. At any rate,
Dr. Silence had himself advanced sufficiently far to realise
that the visions of this extraordinary little person had a basis
of truth for their origin.



After a pause that prolonged itself into minutes,
he crossed the room and unlocked a drawer in a bookcase, taking
out a small book with a red cover. It had a lock to it, and he
produced a key out of his pocket and proceeded to open the
covers. The bright eyes of Mr. Mudge never left him for a single
second.


"It almost seems a pity," he said at
length, "to cure you, Mr. Mudge. You are on the way to
discovery of great things. Though you may lose your life in the
process--that is, your life here in the world of three
dimensions--you would lose thereby nothing of great value--you
will pardon my apparent rudeness, I know--and you might gain what
is infinitely greater. Your suffering, of course, lies in the
fact that you alternate between the two worlds and are never
wholly in one or the other. Also, I rather imagine, though I
cannot be certain of this from any personal experiments, that you
have here and there penetrated even into space of more than
four dimensions, and have hence experienced the terror you
speak of."


The perspiring son of the Essex bargeman and the
woman of Normandy bent his head several times in assent, but
uttered no word in reply.


"Some strange psychic predisposition, dating
no doubt from one of your former lives, has favoured the
development of your 'disease'; and the fact that you had no
normal training at school or college, no leading by the poor
intellect into the culs-de-sac falsely called knowledge, has
further caused your exceedingly rapid movement along the lines of
direct inner experience. None of the knowledge you have
foreshadowed has come to you through the senses, of course."


Mr. Mudge, sitting in his immovable chair, began
to tremble slightly. A wind again seemed to pass over his surface
and again to set it curiously in motion like a field of grass.


"You are merely talking to gain time,"
he said hurriedly, in a shaking voice. "This thinking aloud
delays us. I see ahead what you are coming to, only please be
quick, for something is going to happen. A band is again corning
down the street, and if it plays--if it plays Wagner--I shall be
off in a twinkling."


"Precisely. I will be quick. I was leading up
to the point of how to effect your cure. The way is this: You
must simply learn to block the entrances--prevent the
centres acting."


"True, true utterly true!" exclaimed the
little man, dodging about nervously in the depths of the chair.
"But how, in the name of space, can that be done?"


"By concentration. They are all within you,
these centres, although outer causes such as colour, music and
other things lead you towards them. These external things you
cannot hope to destroy, but once the entrances are blocked, they
will lead you only to bricked walls and closed channels. You will
no longer be able to find the way." 


"Quick, quick!" cried the bobbing figure
in the chair. "How is this concentration to be
effected?"


"This little book," continued Dr.
Silence calmly, "will explain to you the way." He
tapped the cover. "Let me now read out to you certain simple
instructions, composed, as I see you divine, entirely from my own
personal experiences in the same direction. Follow these
instructions and you will no longer enter the state of higher
space. The entrances will be blocked effectively."


Mr. Mudge sat bolt upright in his chair to listen,
and John Silence cleared his throat and began to read slowly in a
very distinct voice.


But before he had uttered a dozen words, something
happened. A sound of street music entered the room through
the open ventilators, for a band had begun to play in the stable
mews at the back of the house--the March from
Tannhuser. Odd as it may seem that a German band
should twice within the space of an hour enter the same mews and
play Wagner, it was nevertheless the fact.


Mr. Racine Mudge heard it. He uttered a sharp,
squeaking cry and twisted his arms with nervous energy round the
chair. A piteous look that was not far from tears spread over his
white face. Grey shadows followed it--the grey of fear. He
began to struggle convulsively.


"Hold me fast! Catch me! For God's sake, keep
me here! I'm on the rush already. Oh, it's frightful!" he
cried in tones of anguish, his voice as thin as a reed.



Dr. Silence made a plunge forward to seize him,
but in a flash, before he could cover the space between them, Mr.
Racine Mudge, screaming and struggling, seemed to shoot
past him into invisibility. He disappeared like an arrow from
a bow propelled at infinite speed, and his voice no longer
sounded in the external air, but seemed in some curious way
to make itself heard somewhere within the depths of the doctor's
own being. It was almost like a faint singing cry in his head,
like a voice of dream, a voice of vision and unreality.


"Alcohol, alcohol!" it cried faintly,
with distance in it, "give me alcohol! It's the quickest
way. Alcohol, before I'm out of reach!"


The doctor, accustomed to rapid
decisions and even more rapid action, remembered that a brandy
flask stood upon the mantelpiece, and in less than a second he
had seized it and was holding it out towards the space above the
chair recently occupied by the visible Mudge. But, before his
very eyes, and long ere he could unscrew the metal stopper, he
saw the contents of the closed glass phial sink and lessen as
though someone were drinking violently and greedily of the liquor
within.


"Thanks! Enough! It deadens the
vibrations!" cried the faint voice in his interior, as he
withdrew the flask and set it back upon the mantelpiece. He
understood that in Mudge's present condition one side of the
flask was open to space and he could drink without removing the
stopper. He could hardly have had a more interesting proof of
what he had been hearing described at such length.


But the next moment--the very same moment it
almost seemed--the German band stopped midway in its tune--and
there was Mr. Mudge back in his chair again, gasping and
panting!


"Quick!" he shrieked, "stop that
band! Send it away! Catch hold of me! Block the entrances! Block
the entrances! Give me the red book! Oh, oh, oh-h-h-h!!!"


The music had begun again. It was merely a
temporary interruption. The Tannhuser March started
again, this time at a tremendous pace that made it sound like a
rapid two-step, as though the instruments played against time


But the brief interruption gave Dr. Silence a
moment in which to collect his scattering thoughts, and before
the band had got through half a bar, he had flung forward upon
the chair and held Mr. Racine Mudge, the struggling little victim
of Higher Space, in a grip of iron. His arms went all round
his diminutive person, taking in a good part of the chair at
the same time. He was not a big man, yet he seemed to smother
Mudge completely.


Yet, even as he did so, and felt the wriggling
form underneath him, it began to melt and slip away like air or
water. The wood of the armchair somehow disentangled itself from
between his own arms and those of Mudge. The phenomenon known
as the passage of matter through matter took place. The little
man seemed actually to be interfused with the other's being.
Dr. Silence could just see his face beneath him. It puckered
and grew dark as though from some great internal effort. He
heard the thin, reedy voice crying his ear to "Block the
entrances, block the entrances!" and then--but how in the
world describe what is indescribable?


John Silence half rose up to watch. Racine Mudge,
his face distorted beyond all recognition, was making a
marvellous inward movement, as though doubling back upon himself.
He turned funnel-wise like water in a whirling vortex, and
then appeared to break up somewhat as a reflection breaks
up and divides in a distorting convex mirror. He went neither
forward nor backward, neither to the right nor the left, neither
up nor down. But he went. He went utterly. He simply
flashed away out of sight like a vanishing projectile.


All but one leg! Dr. Silence just had the time and
the presence of mind to seize upon the left ankle and boot as it
disappeared, and to this he held on for several seconds like grim
death. Yet all the time he knew it was a foolish and useless
thing to do.


The foot was in his grasp one moment, and the next
it seemed--this was the only way he could describe it--inside
his own skin and bones, and at the same time outside his hand
and all round it. It seemed mingled in some amazing way with
his own flesh and blood. Then it was gone, and he was tightly
grasping a mere draught of heated air.


"Gone! gone! gone!" cried a faint,
whispering voice somewhere deep within his own consciousness.

"Lost! lost! lost!" it repeated, growing fainter and
fainter till at length it vanished into nothing and the last
signs of Mr. Racine Mudge vanished with it.


John Silence locked his red book and replaced it
in the cabinet, which he fastened with a click, and when Barker
answered the bell he inquired if Mr. Mudge had left a card upon
the table. It appeared that he had, and when the servant returned
with it, Dr. Silence read the address and made a note of it. It
was in North London.


"Mr. Mudge has gone," he said quietly to
Barker, noticing his expression of alarm.


"He's not taken his 'at with him, sir."


"Mr. Mudge requires no hat where he is
now," continued the doctor, stooping to poke the fire.
"But he may return for it----"


"And the humbrella, sir."


"And the umbrella."


"He didn't go out my way, sir, if
you please," stuttered the amazed servant, his curiosity
overcoming his nervousness.


"Mr. Mudge has his own way of coming and
going, and prefers it. If he returns by the door at any time
remember to bring him instantly to me, and be kind and gentle
with him and ask no questions. Also, remember, Barker, to think
pleasantly, sympathetically, affectionately of him while he is
away. Mr. Mudge is a very suffering gentleman."


Barker bowed and went out of the room backwards,
gasping and feeling round the inside of his collar with three
very hot fingers of one hand.


It was two days later when he brought in a
telegram to the study. Dr. Silence opened it, and read as
follows:


Bombay. Just slipped out again.
All safe. Have blocked entrances. Thousand thanks. Address Cooks,
London.--MUDGE.



Dr. Silence looked up and saw Barker staring at
him bewilderingly. It occurred to him that somehow he knew the
contents of the telegram.


"Make a parcel of Mr. Mudge's things,"
he said briefly, "and address them Thomas Cook & Sons,
Ludgate Circus. And send them there exactly a month from to-day,
marked 'To be called for.'"


"Yes, sir," said Barker, leaving the
room with a deep sigh and a hurried glance at the waste-paper
basket where his master had dropped the pink paper.








The Open Window


SAKI (H. H. Munro)



"My aunt will be down presently, Mr. Nuttel," said a very self-possessed young
lady of fifteen; "in the meantime you must try and put up with me."


Framton Nuttel endeavored to say the correct something which should duly
Hatter the niece of the moment without unduly discounting the aunt that was to
come. Privately he doubted more than ever whether these formal visits on a
succession of total strangers would do much towards helping the nerve cure which
he was supposed to be undergoing


"I know how it will be," his sister had said when he was preparing to
migrate to this rural retreat; "you will bury yourself down there and not speak
to a living soul, and your nerves will be worse than ever from moping. I shall
just give you letters of introduction to all the people I know there. Some of
them, as far as I can remember, were quite nice."


Framton wondered whether Mrs. Sappleton, the lady to whom he was presenting
one of the letters of introduction came into the nice division.


"Do you know many of the people round here?" asked the niece, when she
judged that they had had sufficient silent communion.


"Hardly a soul," said Framton. "My sister was staying here, at the rectory,
you know, some four years ago, and she gave me letters of introduction to some
of the people here."


He made the last statement in a tone of distinct regret.


"Then you know practically nothing about my aunt?" pursued the
self-possessed young lady.


"Only her name and address," admitted the caller. He was wondering whether
Mrs. Sappleton was in the married or widowed state. An undefinable something
about the room seemed to suggest masculine habitation.


"Her great tragedy happened just three years ago," said the child; "that
would be since your sister's time."


"Her tragedy?" asked Framton; somehow in this restful country spot tragedies
seemed out of place.


"You may wonder why we keep that window wide open on an October afternoon,"
said the niece, indicating a large French window that opened on to a lawn.


"It is quite warm for the time of the year," said Framton; "but has that
window got anything to do with the tragedy?"


"Out through that window, three years ago to a day, her husband and her two
young brothers went off for their day's shooting. They never came back. In
crossing the moor to their favorite snipe-shooting ground they were all three
engulfed in a treacherous piece of bog. It had been that dreadful wet summer,
you know, and places that were safe in other years gave way suddenly without
warning. Their bodies were never recovered. That was the dreadful part of it."
Here the child's voice lost its self-possessed note and became falteringly
human. "Poor aunt always thinks that they will come back someday, they and the
little brown spaniel that was lost with them, and walk in at that window just as
they used to do. That is why the window is kept open every evening till it is
quite dusk. Poor dear aunt, she has often told me how they went out, her husband
with his white waterproof coat over his arm, and Ronnie, her youngest brother,
singing 'Bertie, why do you bound?' as he always did to tease her, because she
said it got on her nerves. Do you know, sometimes on still, quiet evenings like
this, I almost get a creepy feeling that they will all walk in through that
window--"
 
  She broke off with a little shudder. It was a relief to
Framton when the aunt bustled into the room with a whirl of apologies for being
late in making her appearance.


"I hope Vera has been amusing you?" she said.


"She has been very interesting," said Framton.


"I hope you don't mind the open window," said Mrs. Sappleton briskly; "my
husband and brothers will be home directly from shooting, and they always come
in this way. They've been out for snipe in the marshes today, so they'll make a
fine mess over my poor carpets. So like you menfolk, isn't it?"


She rattled on cheerfully about the shooting and the scarcity of birds, and
the prospects for duck in the winter. To Framton it was all purely horrible. He
made a desperate but only partially successful effort to turn the talk on to a
less ghastly topic, he was conscious that his hostess was giving him only a
fragment of her attention, and her eyes were constantly straying past him to the
open window and the lawn beyond. It was certainly an unfortunate coincidence
that he should have paid his visit on this tragic anniversary.


"The doctors agree in ordering me complete rest, an absence of mental
excitement, and avoidance of anything in the nature of violent physical
exercise," announced Framton, who labored under the tolerably widespread
delusion that total strangers and chance acquaintances are hungry for the least
detail of one's ailments and infirmities, their cause and cure. "On the matter
of diet they are not so much in agreement," he continued.


"No?" said Mrs. Sappleton, in a voice which only replaced a yawn at the last
moment. Then she suddenly brightened into alert attention--but not to what
Framton was saying.


"Here they are at last!" she cried. "Just in time for tea, and don't they
look as if they were muddy up to the eyes!"


Framton shivered slightly and turned towards the niece with a look intended
to convey sympathetic comprehension. The child was staring out through the open
window with a dazed horror in her eyes. In a chill shock of nameless fear
Framton swung round in his seat and looked in the same direction.


In the deepening twilight three figures were walking across the lawn towards
the window, they all carried guns under their arms, and one of them was
additionally burdened with a white coat hung over his shoulders. A tired brown
spaniel kept close at their heels. Noiselessly they neared the house, and then a
hoarse young voice chanted out of the dusk: "I said, Bertie, why do you bound?"


Framton grabbed wildly at his stick and hat; the hall door, the gravel
drive, and the front gate were dimly noted stages in his headlong retreat. A
cyclist coming along the road had to run into the hedge to avoid imminent
collision.


"Here we are, my dear," said the bearer of the white mackintosh, coming in
through the window, "fairly   muddy, but most of it's dry. Who was that who
bolted out as we came up?"


"A most extraordinary man, a Mr. Nuttel," said Mrs. Sappleton; "could only
talk about his illnesses, and dashed off without a word of goodby or apology
when you arrived. One would think he had seen a ghost."


"I expect it was the spaniel," said the niece calmly; "he told me he had a
horror of dogs. He was once hunted into a cemetery somewhere on the banks of the
Ganges by a pack of pariah dogs, and had to spend the night in a newly dug grave
with the creatures snarling and grinning and foaming just above him. Enough to
make anyone lose their nerve."


Romance at short notice was her speciality.







The Leprechaun

Ellsworth Kanady



Company
C saw him in Goldhill Township, Illinois, walking amongst their
troops. He was short in stature and like many in the Union this late
in the war he did not wear his full uniform. What made him stand out
were the funny hat which no soldier would be seen dead wearing and
the unnaturally long pipe curving nearly a forearm's length from
his pink lip. He also carried two nonregulation pouches on his belt,
one with the foulest sort of stink tobacco anyone had tasted.
Apparently, he presented himself to Company C as staff lieutenant
Schumacher of the 111th
Illinois regiment, and claimed to hail from the better part of
Virginia.

The
news comes to us from Hastings, as we all sit around the encampment
one night after dinner.

"They
were sure it was the same fellow?" I ask.

"It
was. The same individual. He looked a good deal more rosy than those
skeletons. With a spring in his step, so I heard. No one could say
how long he kept up, nor when he disappeared. But several known to me
said he was there in rank and file whenever they looked."

Hastings
says he said nothing else of note, lest you count that tune he
whistles. We all look at each other for a moment, remembering that
lilting Lilliputian sound, and I am sure I speak for every one of us
when I say we would all like to forget the day we heard it.


It was several months ago, when we
captured a reb from Mississippi who had strayed from his company. Or
so he claimed to be, and though he wasn't wearing the uniform, we
took him at his word for the accuracy of his information. He called
himself McClintock, and the minute we shackled him began to whistle
that infuriating tune, and would whistle it throughout the day
despite the occasional riflestock to his skull.


The very next day as we marched, we
were set upon by two scoundrels leaping from the woods like pure
maniacs, and Spivey got it. He got it in the gut with a cutlass,
before we could despatch the two villians. But despatch them we did,
and discovered from papers that they were Copperheadsnot
confederates but worse: Northerners who would oppose Lincoln,
emancipation, and the glorious Union, who have formed divers militia
groups to wreak violence on federal troops and not worthy of the
bullets we put in them. This find spurred us to shoot and stab them
until they were more than dead and in the midst of this take their
effects which were mostly none. We then stripped their makeshift
outfits and strung them by the toes to hang over the gully while the
blackflies gathered. We did all this in an exhibited frenzy, mainly
because Spivey was in a bad way, and to see a man of courage like
Spivey make noises like a wounded animal and weep like an unvirtuous
woman with intestines and other manner of internals peeking from
between his fingers stirred something surprisingly un-Christian in
us.


Alas, such vengeance makes nothing
better. We thought Spivey might make it for a spell. But after three
days he fell into a deep sleep, from which he would wake periodically
speaking in tongues, and then he went from us. And our friend
McClintock was nowhere to be seen. Sometime in the night he had
slipped the shackles we found locked tight around empty air.

"What
were they doing marching in Goldhill anyhow?" Tusket asks. "Where
were they headed?" 


"They
were to march from Cairo," Hastings explains, "To meet with a
company from the 116th at Shawneetown, but they were
ambuscadedthough not exactly
ambuscaded, but worser, set upon as they slept, by a band of
Copperheads known as the 'Liberty Crusaders,' who murdered nearly
all of them before the rest could flee. The tactic was much like that
to which our outfit fell victim, excepting the number of marauders
was well in excess of the two that waylaid us, and the fellow was not
a prisoner but an enlisted officer, which illustrates something very
queer about the whole thing."


"What is that?"


"Their orders upon arriving in
Shawneetownand these were signed orders, mind youwere to defend
the levee, where it was rumored that rebel troops, disguised as
Indians, would pour in like Sioux warriors, from canoes."

"Balderdash!"
I exclaim. "A trick of psychology. A decoy. It should have been
obvious,
such nonsense."

"Exactly.
Yet it was enough nonsense to send an entire company to Shawneetown,"
Hastings says.

"Not
to Shawneetown," corrects Oxley. "To their graves." And he
lapses back into his customary sullen silence, on the edge of
darkness.

Hastings
says, "They wouldn't have gone had the little fellow not been
complicitous in delivering the message."

"How's
that?"

"It
was said he arrived bearing the orders on a signed document. Grant
himself had his mark upon that paper. Reportedly, it described the
mission in such beguiling language that not a man doubted the
seriousness of the threat at Shawneetown."

"How
do you know this?" demands Tusket, ever the skeptic. "And what
about the prisoners they kept: did all escape?" 


"All.
Or so they assume, considering there was no trace of them when the
slaughter was discovered."

"If
we see that bugger again," says a voice from the darkness, "We
flay him alive."

"Only
if we catch him," Hastings replies.

Grimes,
silent till now, clears his throat several times and informs us all
that catching him won't be that easy, as he must be captured by the
toe.

"Ah,
you know what he is then?" I ask.

"Saints
I do," Grimes says. "A lephrechaun. Do you know the fable?"

There
is grumbling from those gathered, but I contrive to mask it by
saying, "Tell it, Brother Grimes," which summons laughter all
around, for those fancy fairy tales full of outlandish characters
recall a warmth of bosom and lap and melodious voice over the crackle
of a hearthfire. How far we've come! Now we sit around a pile of
flaming dung shivering and scratching at scabbed and scarred wounds,
clawing at verminous and burnbitten rashes, and scraping at gamy
cheese-rotting flesh, meanwhile releasing divers and potent
postprandial vapors and picking specimens of pork gristle from
between our teeth. Just a year ago, some of us were still in the
pages of the golden storybook of youth. Now, we've all seen
volumes. And yet, as Grimes begins his tale the stars begin to shine
like silver buttons and we all listen with the intensity of small
folk, and by that I meanmake no mistakechildren.


"Leprechauns are fairies. You might
call them elves. They're very small, and they don't generally
like human beings much. Typically they enjoy doing some sort of
simple work, craftlike work. They do have magical powers, if you
believe in that sort of thing, and their magic can work good or it
can work simple mischief, or it can work absolute evil. They are
skilled at tricks of the eye, illusion, if you believe that sort of
nonsense. Some leprechauns are hungry for riches, and they'll steal
every dollar from your pockets and every ring from your fingers
before you know where they went. Those that mean evil will have a
slotted eye, like old Scratch himself. These types cannot be caught.
They will claw your eyes out before they are. The fable goes that any
man who captures a leprechaun will be promised a reward if only he
should let the little beast go. But they're hard to capture. You
cannot grab one, except by the toe, or they slip away. And even if
you get one by the toe, he may promise you great wealth, but chances
are he's just trying to trick you into releasing him. You've all
heard of the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow. Well, it doesn't
exist. It's a trick the leprechaun uses to find that moment when he
can scape. And there's no way to outlast him. Some folks have been
known to follow a leprechaun right to their graves."


There is a long silence as we watch
Grimes down the last drop of whiskey which has been handed to him for
the telling of the tale. He wipes his mouth and smiles.


"What else?" someone asks.


"What happens in the story?"


"That's no fable!" someone
yells from the dark.


"That's all?" Tusket cries.


We scratch at ourselves while Grimes
looks around for approval. There is a general grumbling that fades as
men stand and amble away to begin preparations for sleep. I am one of
the last to stand, and Grimes looks to me, but I get up as well, bid
him goodnight, and walk away.






I
wake sometime in the blackness of the night feeling an abominable
rumbling in the plumbing of my bowels. The problem has plagued me for
months now, and made me gaunt enough to pass for a reb, but only
recently has it begun to wake me in the night. I have seen a doctor,
who signed a certificate saying that I am in danger of death if not
granted leave, but no one has yet consented to this. I stand up,
leaving my coat and blanket on the ground between the men who were
sandwiched around me.


Returning, I notice three men
standing guard in the moonlight. This is queer, since the typical
number is two. The third is standing by the farthest trees and is
visible only as a black head and shoulders turning this way and that,
with only a glowing ember of some smoking device to indicate when he
is facing my direction. The other two are not as easy to pick out
from the black trunks of trees, but as I watch, I can see them move
occasionally, stretch, squat, turn from side to side.


The nearest watchman has his back
turned. As I look his way, my ears catch the sound of whistling. He
is some twenty yards distant, far enough to make the tune
unrecognizable, so I creep toward him. As I draw near, my blood
freezes in my veins, for I recognize the tune. It just barely carries
on the wind. I feel my knees give out slightly, and I try to brace
myself, though my energy has seemingly been drained from my body
along with all the other foul humors. My rifle is nowhere nearby,
which is perchance a blessing, since if I had it, I would, out of
sheer fear and without thought, run him through with the bayonet.


The other two guards are positioned
at such a distance that trying to alert them from here would only
alert the intruder first. Why don't they see him? Why don't they
hear him whistle? What fabulous tale did he feed them to gain their
confidence? Or he is operating under some spell, whereby he makes
himself invisible to all but me?

I
stand stock still and notice, above his whistling, the sounds of the
woods at night. A whippoorwill, calling over and over. Divers flying
things, performing concertinas with their wings,  the rustle of
leaves in the tops of the trees.

"Ho
there," I call softly.

But
the figure does not turn. I call again, and say, "Turn yourself
around so I can see your face."

The
whistling stops. He turns around in shadow.

"Step
into the light so I can see you."


And the the familiar countenance of
McClure, the newest volunteer, steps forward.


"McClure?"


"Yes, sir," he whispers


"What the devil are you doing?"


"Standing watch, sir."


"Why were you whisting?"


"I wasn't making a sound, sir."


"But I just heard you."


"I wasn't making a sound," he
whispers. "I was watching as quietly as I could what I believed to
be a stag nosing its way through the leaves."


"You were watchingbutbut I"
and here instead I say, "But, McClure, what the devil are you doing
up? You know only two rotate watch."


"I couldn't sleep, sir."


"If I'd my rifle I might've put
a bullet in your kidney."


He starts to speak but I wave it off,
as I'm convinced that the night noises, the cool air, and the
humors of my intestinal distress have all conspired to play a trick
on my ears.

"McClure,
what state are you from?"

"Tennessee,
sir."

"You
did the right thing in coming over."

"Three
hundred dollars is a convincing sum, sir."

"I
see." I examine his face, pale, framed by hair reddish and curly,
cut to just above the collarline. "Irish, are you?"

"By
my father's lineage."

"What
county does that trace back to?"

"Derry,
sir."

"I
see. You ever hear your pa talk about the little people?"

"If
you're trying to rile me, sir, it will harden my fists and ripen
your face."

I
smile. "I'm too old," I say (for I'm surely a score older
than McClure), "To poke fun, and too sentimental to hold you in
contempt for that remark. I'm simply asking. There has been a lot
of idle talk in this outfit about a few strange coincidences
involving a mysterious sprite who only seems to show his face before
some tremendous horror is about to transpire. I'm sure you've
heard such gabble. I'm simply asking if you believe in such things,
and if you do, what your belief would have you do to protect our
men."

"I
do not believe in folk fairies, and neither does my father. He's a
long way from Derry, and a long way from me. I fear him more than any
mischief, and I fear God more than him."

"Good.
Because I for one don't want to hear any more foolishness from
these men. We're all Christians. Even our Negroes are Christians.
The idea that some fluting pixie could curse us is balderdash."

"I
agree entirely."

"Well,
try to find some rest. Tomorrow we march across the hills."

I
leave him with these words, but I am not imagining these things. As I
move off, a new company of cramps overtaking me, I turn to take a few
steps back in his direction.

"Say,
McClure. If you're staying watch, you may as well relieve one of
those other men. Tell one of them to sleep."

"I
already did that, sir."

"You
what?"

And
across the clearing, I see only one figure stationed among the trees.

"But
where didwho was it you relieved?"

"I
didn't know his name, sir. I'm sorry, I haven't learned all the
names yet. He was short and he smoked a pipe."

I
turn one way and the other. The terrible cramps have now passed. I
keep surveying the clearing, blinking my eyes furiously, but I see no
other figures. I must preserve my appearance, and though I want to
double over holding my gut, I maintain every muscle in my body in a
rigid state, remaining statuesque. I nod casually at McClure and as I
turn away, a hot need surges through my body like a powderkeg
exploding and perspiration forms over every pore of my skin. I obey
nature.


The third figure never reappears, and
there is no more sound of whistling. A few of the horses blow air
noisily through their nostrils, stamp lightly, and the whippoorwill,
after being silent for some time, starts up its manic repetition
again. As I bed down, skin clammy but head clear, I marvel at how
easy it is for the sensations of nature to trick one's imagination
and drift into an uneasy sleep. For the briefest moment I open my
eyes to see the sky, pitch black and starless, not a hint of dawn in
sight. I close them again and drift. When I wake again it is to the
unmistakeable sound of whistled song. My body is wracked with
shivers, as if the men bedded down at my front and rear were made of
cold stone, colder than the hardpacked ground beneath me. I stand up,
my body shaking violently, and listen to locate the direction of the
familiar tune. The darkness is nearly absolute, and so is the chill
and the silence from which the notes come. I take up my rifle,
determined to end this curse. It seems at first the two watchmen are
gone but as I walk the perimeter of the clearing I see both of them
asleep against treetrunks, sound as babes. I follow to a nook of the
clearing where woody black walnut roots are snaking through the soil
and the leaf-darkness between trunks is impenetrable. I stand
gathering my resolve, for the whistling does not sound distant, and
in that foliage, it cannot carry far anyway. I have a full box of
cartridges on the rear of my belt. I have my small knife next to my
boot. I am atremor against my will, and full of bone-pain and
intestinal knots I walk carefully into the darkness. Haltingly, then
stumbling forward, heeding the sound, arm extended to ward off
branches, and hunching not so much to protect my head as to allay the
searing pain in my gut. Two more steps, and the whistling stops
abruptly. I wait. Another step and my foot catches, and I fall fast
like grape into what smells to be a most fragrant and bracing stand
of lilies. I roll onto my back and listen but hear nothing but the
scumble of tiny grains of dirt: the steady miniature progress of
earthworms maneuvering in the soil while above me in the darkness, a
black winged shape darker than the darkness forms, itself as silent
as smoke.
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