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Alfred Hitchcock
Speaking of Terror

A collection of stories of suspense which I edited for Dell
Books having proved a success, the publishers asked me to
bring together a group of tales which I admire because of
their skillful handling of the element of terror. Really this
seems to me to amount to another collection of suspense
stories, for terror is often accompanied by suspense in the
unfolding of a thrilling narrative—or, to put it another way,
a story which gives the reader a feeling of terror necessarily
contains a certain measure of suspense.

Of course there are varying kinds and degrees of terror
to be found in the stories here presented, and I am aware
that no single one of them is likely to affect two readers in
precisely the same way. The person who experiences a rush
of goose flesh in reading H. G. Wells’s “Pollock and the
Porroh Man” may not respond in so delightfully shivery a
fashion to Margaret Irwin’s “The Book.” If he does not, it
will probably be due to the fact that he is inclined to be
skeptical, and while there is a perfectly natural explanation
possible as an alternative to the reader’s acceptance of the
spell which the Porroh Man cast on Pollock, the poor fel-
low in “The Book” was indubitably “possessed.” Each in
its own way, however, is excellent.

Again, the fear that a reading of Samuel Hopkins
Adams’s “The Corpse at the Table” should induce is one
which is derived from an inherently terrible situation, and
the purely natural solution offered for the strange events
therein narrated should not detract from this tale’s power to
terrify. Likewise, McKnight Malmar’s “The Storm” plays
hob with the reader’s equanimity through its skillful
exploitation of the old theme of the person alone in a lonely
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place, awaiting the coming of an only gradually compre-
hended menace, and nothing of the supernatural intrudes
upon the reader’s consciousness. But, in DuBose Heyward’s
“The Half-Pint Flask,” the reader may—and if I am any
judge of the tale’s effectiveness, he will—believe that the
vengeance is wrought through the agency of Gullah voodoo.
With “The Pipe-Smoker,” by Martin Armstrong, we ex-
perience the kind of fear that visits most normal people
with the revelation that a mind once strong has been
shattered—whether by hallucination or otherwise; in Wil-
bur Daniel Steele’s “The Woman at Seven Brothers,” it is
the fear first of the danger of succumbing to temptation,
then—more poignant—of the unearthliness of the returned
woman, so artistically and subtly revealed. In an entirely
different register are Bierce’s well-known but still alarming
classic, “The Damned Thing,” and Crawford’s terrible “The
Upper Berth,” in both of which mere humans struggle
against the menace of entities outside our ken.
Woollcott’s “Moonlight Sonata” is a brief piece, the
horrendous ending of which packs a shocking wallop. And,
for a wholly different type of yarn, I offer Alfred Noyes’s
“Midnight Express,” a remarkably fine tour-de-force.
There remain two stories upon which to comment (as-
suming the reader is still wasting perfectly good time on
this introduction before entering upon the enjoyment of the
tales themselves). One is Peter Fleming’s “The Kill,” about
which I shall say only that it is one of my favorite werewolf
yarns, for fear of giving things away. The other is “The
Metronome,” by August Derleth, whose prodigious literary
output includes dozens of stories in the genre of the weird
and fantastic—in this little tale of vengeance after death he
has, I think, rung the terror bell.
Wouldn’t it be well, my friends, to bar the doors before
you commence to read this assortment of chills and shivers?



H. G. Wells
Pollock and the Porroh Man

It was in a swampy village on the lagoon river behind
the Turner Peninsula that Pollock’s first encounter
with the Porroh man occurred. The women of that
country are famous for their good looks—they are Gal-
linas with a dash of European blood that dates from
the days of Vasco da Gama and the English slave-
traders, and the Porroh man, too, was possibly inspired
by a faint Caucasian taint in his composition. (It’s a
curious thing to think that some of us may have dis-
tant cousins eating men on Sherboro Island or raiding
with the Sofas.) At any rate, the Porroh man stabbed
the woman to the heart as though he had been a mere
low-class Italian, and very narrowly missed Pollock.
But Pollock, using his revolver to parry the lightning
stab which was aimed at his deltoid muscle, sent the
iron dagger flying, and, firing, hit the man in the
hand.

He fired again and missed, knocking a sudden win-
dow out of the wall of the hut. The Porroh man
stooped in the doorway, glancing under his arm at
Pollock. Pollock caught a glimpse of his inverted face
in the sunlight, and then the Englishman was alone,
sick and trembling with the excitement of the affair,
in the twilight of the place. It had all happened in less
time than it takes to read about it.

The woman was quite dead, and having ascertained
this, Pollock went to the entrance of the hut and
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looked out. Things outside were dazzling bright. Half
a dozen of the porters of the expedition were standing
up in a group near the green huts they occupied, and
staring toward him, wondering what the shots might
signify. Behind the little group of men was the broad
stretch of black fetid mud by the river, a green carpet
of rafts of papyrus and watergrass, and then the leaden
water. The mangroves beyond the stream loomed in-
distinctly through the blue haze. There were no signs
of excitement in the squat village, whose fence was
just visible above the cane-grass.

Pollock came out of the hut cautiously and walked
toward the river, looking over his shoulder at inter-
vals. But the Porroh man had vanished. Pollock
clutched his revolver nervously in his hand.

One of his men came to meet him, and as he came,
pointed to the bushes behind the hut in which the
Porroh man had disappeared. Pollock had an irritat-
ing persuasion of having made an absolute fool of
himself; he felt bitter, savage, at the turn things had
taken. At the same time, he would have to tell Water-
house—the moral, exemplary, cautious Waterhouse—
who would inevitably take the matter seriously. Pol-

lock cursed bitterly at his luck, at Waterhouse, and
especially at the West Coast of Africa. He felt con-

summately sick of the expedition. And in the back of
his mind all the time was a speculative doubt where
precisely within the visible horizon the Porroh man
might be.

It is perhaps rather shocking, but he was not at all
upset by the murder that had just happened. He had
seen so much brutality during the last three months,
so many dead women, burned huts, drying skeletons,
up the Kittam River in the wake of the Sofa cavalry,
that his senses were blunted. What disturbed him was
the persuasion that this business was only beginning.



Pollock and the Porroh Man 11

He swore savagely at the black, who ventured to ask
a question, and went on into the tent under the
orange-trees where Waterhouse was lying, feeling exas-
peratingly like a boy going into the headmaster’s
study.

Waterhouse was still sleeping off the effects of his
last dose of chlorodyne, and Pollock sat down on a
packing-case beside him, and, lighting his pipe, waited
for him to awake. About him were scattered the pots
and weapons Waterhouse had collected from the
Mendi people, and which he had been repacking for
the canoe voyage to Sulyma.

Presently Waterhouse woke up, and after judicial
stretching, decided he was all right again. Pollock got
him some tea. Over the tea the incidents of the after-
noon were described by Pollock, after some prelimi-
nary beating about the bush. Waterhouse took the
matter even more seriously than Pollock had antici-
pated. He did not simply disapprove, he scolded, he
insulted.

“You're one of those infernal fools who think a
black man isn’t a human being,” he said. “I can’t be
ill a day without you must get into some dirty scrape
or other. This is the third time in a month that you
have come crossways-on with a native, and this time
you're in for it with a vengeance. Porroh, too! They're
down upon you enough as it is, about the idol you
wrote your silly name on. And they’re the most vindic-
tive devils on earth! You make a man ashamed of civil-
ization. To think you come of a decent family! If ever
I cumber myself up with a vicious, stupid young lout
like you again—"

“Steady on, now,” snarled Pollock, in the tone that
always exasperated Waterhouse; “steady on.”

At that Waterhouse became speechless. He jumped
to his feet. “Look here, Pollock,” he said, after a strug-
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gle to control his breath. “You must go home. I won’t
have you any longer. I'm ill enough as it is through
you—"

“Keep your hair on,” said Pollock, staring in front
of him. “I'm ready enough to go.”

Waterhouse became calmer again. He sat down on
the campstool. “Very well,” he said. “I don’t want a
row, Pollock, you know, but it’s confoundedly annoy-
ing to have one’s plans put out by this kind of thing.
I'll come to Sulyma with you, and see you safe
aboard—"

“You needn’t,” said Pollock. “I can go alone. From
here.”

“Not far,” said Waterhouse. “You don’t understand
this Porroh business.”

“How should I know she belonged to a Porroh
man?” said Pollock bitterly.

“Well, she did,” said Waterhouse; “and you can’t
undo the thing. Go alone, indeed! I wonder what
they’d do to you. You don’t seem to understand that
this Porroh hokey-pokey rules this country, is its law,
religion, constitution, medicine, magic. . . . They ap-
point the chiefs. The Inquisition, at its best, couldn’t
hold a candle to these chaps. He will probably set
Awajale, the chief here, on to us. It’s lucky our porters
are Mendis. We shall have to shift this little settlement
of ours. . . . Confound you, Pollock! And, of course,
you must go and miss him.”

He thought, and his thoughts seemed disagreeable.
Presently he stood up and took his rifle. “I'd keep close
for a bit, if I were you,” he said, over his shoulder, as
he went out. “I'm going out to see what I can find out
about it.”

Pollock remained sitting in the tent, meditating. “I
was meant for a civilized life,” he said to himself, re-
gretfully, as he filled his pipe. “The sooner I get back
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to London or Paris the better for me.”

His eye fell on the sealed case in which Waterhouse
had put the featherless poisoned arrows they had
bought in the Mendi country. “I wish I had hit the
beggar somewhere vital,” said Pollock viciously.

Waterhouse came back after a long interval. He was
not communicative, though Pollock asked him ques-
tions enough. The Porroh man, it seems, was a promi-
nent member of that mystical society. The village was
interested, but not threatening. No doubt the witch-
doctor had gone into the bush. He was a great witch-
doctor. “Of course, he’s up to something,” said Water-
house, and became silent.

“But what can he do?” asked Pollock, unheeded.

“I must get you out of this. There’s something brew-
ing, or things would not be so quiet,” said Water-
house, after a gap of silence.

Pollock wanted to know what the brew might be.

“Dancing in a circle of skulls,” said Waterhouse;
“brewing a stink in a copper pot.”

Pollock wanted particulars. Waterhouse was vague,
Pollock pressing. At last Waterhouse lost his temper.

“How the devil should I know?” he said to Pollock’s
twentieth inquiry what the Porroh man would do.
“He tried to kill you off-hand in the hut. Now, I fancy
he will try something more elaborate. But you’ll see
fast enough. I don’t want to help unnerve you. It’s
pProbably all nonsense.”

That night, as they were sitting at their fire, Pollock
again tried to draw Waterhouse out on the subject of
Porroh methods. “Better get to sleep,” said Water-
house, when Pollock’s bent became apparent; “we start
early tomorrow. You may want all your nerve about
you.”

“But what line will he take?”

“Can’t say. They're versatile people. They know a
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lot of rum dodges. You’d better get that copper-devil,
Shakespeare, to talk.”

There was a flash and a heavy bang out of the dark-
ness behind the huts, and a clay bullet came whistling
close to Pollock’s head. This, at least, was crude
enough. The blacks and half-breeds sitting and yarn-
ing round their own fire jumped up, and someone
fired into the dark.

“Better go into one of the huts,” said Waterhouse
quietly, still sitting unmoved.

Pollock stood up by the fire and drew his revolver.
Fighting, at least, he was not afraid of. But a man in
the dark is the best of armor. Realizing the wisdom of
Waterhouse’s advice, Pollock went into the tent and
lay down there.

What little sleep he had was disturbed by dreams,
variegated dreams, but chiefly of the Porroh man’s
face, upside down, as he went out of the hut, and
looked up under his arm. It was odd that this transi-
tory impression should have stuck so firmly in Pol-
lock’s memory. Moreover, he was troubled by queer
pains in his limbs.

In the white haze of the early morning, as they were
loading the canoes, a barbed arrow suddenly appeared
quivering in the ground close to Pollock’s foot. The
boys made a perfunctory effort to clear out the thicket,
but it led to no capture.

After these two occurrences, there was a disposi-
tion on the part of the expedition to leave Pollock to
himself, and Pollock became, for the first time in his
life, anxious to mingle with blacks. Waterhouse took
one canoe, and Pollock, in spite of a friendly desire to
chat with Waterhouse, had to take the other. He was
left all alone in the front part of the canoe, and he
had the greatest trouble to make the men—who did
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not love him—keep to the middle of the river, a clear
hundred yards or more from either shore. However,
he made Shakespeare, the Freetown halfbreed, come
up to his own end of the canoe and tell him about
Porroh, which Shakespeare, failing in his attempts to
leave Pollock alone, presently did with considerable
freedom and gusto.

The day passed. The canoe glided swiftly along the
ribbon of lagoon water, between the drift of water-
figs, fallen trees, papyrus, and palm-wine palms, and
with the dark mangrove swamp to the left, through
which one could hear now and then the roar of
the Atlantic surf. Shakespeare told in his soft, blurred
English of how the Porroh could cast spells; how men
withered up under their malice; how they could send
dreams and devils; how they tormented and killed the
sons of Ijibu; how they kidnaped a white trader from
Sulyma who had maltreated one of the sect, and how
his body looked when it was found. And Pollock after
each narrative cursed under his breath at the want of
missionary enterprise that allowed such things to be,
and at the inert British Government that ruled over
this dark heathendom of Sierra Leone. In the evening
they came to the Kasi Lake, and sent a score of croco-
diles lumbering off the island on which the expedition
camped for the night.

The next day they reached Sulyma, and smelled the
sea breeze, but Pollock had to put up there for five

days before he could get on to Freetown. Waterhouse,
considering him to be comparatively safe here, and
within the pale of Freetown influence, left him and
went back with the expedition to Gbemma, and Pol-
lock became very friendly with Perea, the only resident
white trader at Sulyma—so friendly, indeed, that he
went about with him everywhere. Perea was a little
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Portuguese, who had lived in England, and he appre-
ciated the Englishman’s friendliness as a great com-
pliment.

For two days nothing happened out of the ordinary;
for the most part Pollock and Perea played Nap—the
only game they had in common—and Pollock got into
debt. Then, on the second evening, Pollock had a dis-
agreeable intimation of the arrival of the Porroh man
in Sulyma by getting a flesh-wound in the shoulder
from a lump of filed iron. It was a long shot, and the
missile had nearly spent its force when it hit him. Still
it conveyed its message plainly enough. Pollock sat up
in his hammock, revolver in hand, all that night, and
next morning confided, to some extent, in the Anglo-
Portuguese.

Perea took the matter seriously. He knew the local
customs pretty thoroughly. “It is a personal question,
you must know. It is revenge. And of course he is hur-
ried by your leaving de country. None of de natives or
half-breeds will interfere wid him very much—unless
you make it wort deir while. If you come upon him
suddenly, you might shoot him. But den he might
shoot you.

“Den dere’s dis—infernal magic,” said Perea. “Of
course, I don’t believe in it—superstition—but still it’s
not nice to tink dat wherever you are, dere is a black
man, who spends a moonlight night now and den
a-dancing about a fire to send you bad dreams. . . .
Had any bad dreams?”

“Rather,” said Pollock. “I keep on seeing the beg-
gar’s head upside down grinning at me and showing
all his teeth as he did in the hut, and coming close up
to me, and then going ever so far off, and coming
back. It's nothing to be afraid of, but somehow it sim-
ply paralyzes me with terror in my sleep. Queer things
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—dreams. I know it’s a dream all the time, and I can’t
wake up from it.”

“It's probably only fancy,” said Perea. “Den my nig-
gers say Porroh men can send snakes. Seen any snakes
lately?”

“Only one. I killed him this morning, on the floor
near my hammock. Almost trod on him as I got up.”

“Ah!” said Perea, and then, reassuringly, “Of course
it is a—coincidence. Still I would keep my eyes open.
Den dere’s pains in de bones.”

“I thought they were due to miasma,” said Pollock.

“Probably dey are. When did dey begin?”

Then Pollock remembered that he first noticed them
the night after the fight in the hut. “It’s my opinion
he don’t want to kill you,” said Perea—“at least not
yet. I've heard deir idea is to scare and worry a man
wid deir spells, and narrow misses, and rheumatic
pains, and bad dreams, and all dat, until he’s sick of
life. Of course, it’s all talk, you know. You mustn’t
worry about it. . . . But I wonder what he’ll be up to
next.”

“I shall have to be up to something first,” said Pol-
lock, staring gloomily at the greasy cards that Perea
was putting on the table. “It don’t suit my dignity to
be followed about, and shot at, and blighted in this
way. I wonder if Porroh hokey-pokey upsets your luck
at cards.”

He looked at Perea suspiciously.

“Very likely it does,” said Perea warmly, shuffling.
“Dey are wonderful people.”

That afternoon Pollock killed two snakes in his
hammock, and there was also an extraordinary increase
in the number of red ants that swarmed over the
place; and these annoyances put him in a fit temper to
talk over business with a certain Mendi rough he had
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interviewed before. The Mendi rough showed Pollock
a little iron dagger, and demonstrated where one
struck in the neck, in a way that made Pollock shiver,
and in return for certain considerations Pollock prom-
ised him a double-barreled gun with an ornamental
lock.

In the evening, as Pollock and Perea were playing
cards, the Mendi rough came in through the doorway,
carrying something in a blood-soaked piece of native
cloth. .

“Not herel” said Pollock very hurriedly. “Not here!”

But he was not quick enough to prevent the man,
who was anxious to get to Pollock’s side of the bar-
gain, from opening the cloth and throwing the head
of the Porroh man upon the table. It bounded from
there on to the floor, leaving a red trail on the cards,
and rolled into a corner, where it came to rest upside
down, but glaring hard at Pollock.

Perea jumped up as the thing fell among the cards,
and began in his excitement to gabble in Portuguese.
The Mendi was bowing, with the red cloth in his
hand. “De gun!” he cried. Pollock stared back at the
head in the corner. It bore exactly the expression it
had in his dreams. Something seemed to snap in his
own brain as he looked at it.

Then Perea found his English again. “You got him
killed?” he said. “You did not kill him yourself?”

“Why should I?” said Pollock.

“But he will not be able to take it off now!”

“Take what off?”” said Pollock.

“And all dese cards are spoiled!”

“What do you mean by taking it off?” said Pollock.

“You must send me a new pack from Freetown. You
can buy dem dere.”

“But—°take it off'?”

“It is only superstition. I forgot. De niggers say dat
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if de witches—he was a witch—but it is rubbish. . . .
You must make de Porroh man take it off, or kill him
yourself. . . . It is very silly.”

Pollock swore under his breath, still staring hard at
the head in the corner. “I can’t stand that glare,” he
said. Then suddenly he rushed at the thing and kicked
it. It rolled some yards or so, and came to rest in the
same position as before, upside down, and looking at
him.

“He is ugly,” said the Anglo-Portuguese. “Very ugly.
Dey do it on deir faces with little knives.”

Pollock would have kicked the head again, but the
Mendi man touched him on the arm. “De gun?” he
said, looking nervously at the head.

“Two—if you will take that beastly thing away,” said
Pollock.

The Mendi shook his head, and intimated that he
only wanted one gun now due to him, and for which
he would be obliged. Pollock found neither cajolery
nor bullying any good with him. Perea had a gun to
sell (at a profit of 300 percent), and with that the man
presently departed. Then Pollock’s eyes, against his
will, were recalled to the thing on the floor.

“It is funny dat his head keeps upside down,” said
Perea, with an uneasy laugh. “His brains must be
heavy, like de weight in de little images one sees dat
keep always upright wid lead in dem. You will take
him wiv you when you go presently. You might take
him now. De cards are all spoilt. Dere is a man sell dem
in Freetown. De room is in a filthy mess as it is. You
should have killed him yourself.”

Pollock pulled himself together, and went and
picked up the head. He would hang it up by the lamp-
hook in the middle of the ceiling of his room, and dig
a grave for it at once. He was under the impression
that he hung it up by the hair, but that must have
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been wrong, for when he returned for it, it was hang-
ing by the neck upside down.

He buried it before sunset on the north side of the
shed he occupied, so that he should not have to pass
the grave after dark when he was returning from
Perea’s. He killed two snakes before he went to sleep.
In the darkest part of the night he awoke with a start,
and heard a pattering sound and something scraping
on the floor. He sat up noiselessly and felt under his
pillow for his revolver. A mumbling growl followed,
and Pollock fired at the sound. There was a yelp, and
something dark passed for a moment across the hazy
blue of the doorway. “A dog!” said Pollock, lying
down again.

In the early dawn he awoke again with a peculiar
sense of unrest. The vague pain in his bones had re-
turned. For some time he lay watching the red ants
that were swarming over the ceiling, and then, as the
light grew brighter, he looked over the edge of his
hammock and saw something dark on the floor. He
gave such a violent start that the hammock overset and
flung him out.

He found himself lying, perhaps, a yard away from
the head of the Porroh man. It had been disinterred
by the dog, and the nose was grievously battered. Ants
and flies swarmed over it. By an odd coincidence, it
was still upside down, and with the same diabolical
expression in the inverted eyes.

Pollock sat paralyzed, and stared at the horror for
some time. Then he got up and walked round it—
giving it a wide berth—and out of the shed. The clear
light of the sunrise, the living stir of vegetation before
the breath of the dying land-breeze, and the empty
grave with the marks of the dog’s paws, lightened the
weight upon his mind a little.

He told Perea of the business as though it was a jest
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—a jest to be told with white lips. “You should not
have frighten de dog,” said Perea, with poorly simu-
lated hilarity.

The next two days, until the steamer came, were
spent by Pollock in making a more effectual disposi-
tion of his possession. Overcoming his aversion to han-
dling the thing, he went down to the river mouth and
threw it into the sea-water, but by some miracle it
escaped the crocodiles, and was cast up by the tide on
the mud a little way up the river, to be found by an
intelligent Arab half-breed, and offered for sale to Pol-
lock and Perea as a curiosity, just on the edge of night.
The native hung about in the brief twilight, making
lower and lower offers, and at last, getting scared in
some way by the evident dread these wise white men
had for the thing, went off, and, passing Pollock’s shed,
threw his burden in there for Pollock to discover in
the morning.

At this Pollock got into a kind of frenzy. He would
burn the thing. He went out straightway into the
dawn, and had constructed a big pyre of brushwood
before the heat of the day. He was interrupted by the
hooter of the little paddle steamer from Monrovia to
Bathurst, which was coming through the gap in the
bar. “Thank Heaven!” said Pollock, with infinite
piety, when the meaning of the sound dawned upon
him. With trembling hands he lit his pile of wood
hastily, threw the head upon it, and went away to pack
his portmanteau and make his adieux to Perea.

That afternoon, with a sense of infinite relief, Pol-
lock watched the flat swampy foreshore of Sulyma
grow small in the distance. The gap in the long line of
white surge became narrower and narrower. It seemed
to be closing in and cutting him off from his trouble.
The feeling of dread and worry began to slip from
him bit by bit. At Sulyma belief in Porroh malignity
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and Porroh magic had been in the air, his sense of
Porroh had been vast, pervading, threatening, dread-
ful. Now manifestly the domain of Porroh was only a
little place, a little black band between the sea and
the blue cloudy Mendi uplands.

“Good-bye, Porroh!” said Pollock. “Good-bye—cer-
tainly not au revoir.”

The captain of the steamer came and leaned over
the rail beside him, and wished him good-evening, and
spat at the froth of the wake in token of friendly ease.
“I picked up a rummy curio on the beach this go,”
said the captain. “It’s a thing I never saw done this
side of Indy before.”

“What might that be?” said Pollock.

“Pickled ’ed,” said the captain.

“What!” said Pollock.

“’Ed—smoked. 'Ed of one of these Porroh chaps, all
ornamented with knife-cuts. Why! What’s up? Noth-
ing? I shouldn’t have took you for a nervous chap.
Green in the face. By gosh! you’re a bad sailor. All
right, eh? Lord, how funny you went! . . . Well, this
’ed I was telling you of is a bit of rum in a way. I've
got it, along with some snakes, in a jar of spirit in my
cabin what I keeps for such curios, and I'm hanged if
it don’t float upsy down. Hullo!”

Pollock had given an incoherent cry, and had his
hands in his hair. He ran toward the paddle-boxes
with a half-formed idea of jumping into the sea, and
then he realized his position and turned back toward
the captain.

“Here!l” said the captain. “Jack Philips, just keep
him off me!l Stand off! No nearer, mister! What’s the
matter with you? Are you mad?”

Pollock put his hand to his head. It was no good ex-
plaining. “I believe I am pretty nearly mad at times,”
he said. “It's a pain I have here. Comes suddenly.
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You'll excuse me, I hope.”

He was white and in a perspiration. He saw sud-
denly very clearly all the danger he ran of having his
sanity doubted. He forced himself to restore the cap-
tain’s confidence, by answering his sympathetic in-
quiries, noting his suggestions, even trying a spoonful
of neat brandy in his cheek, and, that matter settled,
asking a number of questions about the captain’s pri-
vate trade in curiosities. The captain described the
head in detail. All the while Pollock was struggling to
keep under a preposterous persuasion that the ship
was as transparent as glass, and that he could distinctly
see the inverted face looking at him from the cabin
beneath his feet.

Pollock had a worse time almost on the steamer than
he had at Sulyma. All day he had to control himself in
spite of his intense perception of the imminent pres-
ence of that horrible head that was overshadowing his
mind. At night his old nightmare returned, until, with
a violent effort, he would force himself awake, rigid
with the horror of it, and with the ghost of a hoarse
scream in his throat.

He left the actual head behind at Bathurst, where
he changed ship for Teneriffe, but not his dreams nor
the dull ache in his bones. At Teneriffe Pollock trans-
ferred to a Cape liner, but the head followed him. He
gambled, he tried chess, he even read books, but he
knew the danger of drink. Yet whenever a round black
shadow, a round black object came into his range,
there he looked for the head, and—saw it. He knew
clearly enough that his imagination was growing
traitor to him, and yet at times it seemed the ship he
sailed in, his fellow-passengers, the sailors, the wide
sea, were all part of a filmy phantasmagoria that hung,
scarcely veiling it, between him and a horrible real
world. Then the Porroh man, thrusting his diabolical
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face through that curtain, was the one real and unde-
niable thing. At that he would get up and touch
things, taste something, gnaw something, burn his
hand with a match, or run a needle into himself.

So, struggling grimly and silently with his excited
imagination, Pollock reached England. He landed at
Southampton, and went on straight from Waterloo to
his banker’s in Cornhill in a cab. There he transacted
some business with the manager in a private room,
and all the while the head hung like an ornament un-
der the black marble mantel and dripped upon the
fender. He could hear the drops fall, and see the red
on the fender.

“A pretty fern,” said the manager, following his
eyes. “But it makes the fender rusty.”

“Very,” said Pollock; “a very pretty fern. And that
reminds me. Can you recommend me a physician for
mind troubles? I've got a little—what is itP—hallucina-
tion.”

The head laughed savagely, wildly. Pollock was
surprised the manager did not notice it. But the man-
ager only stared at his face.

With the address of a doctor, Pollock presently
emerged in Cornhill. There was no cab in sight, and
so he went on down to the western end of the street,
and essayed the crossing opposite the Mansion House.
The crossing is hardly easy even for the expert Lon-
doner; cabs, vans, carriages, mail-carts, omnibuses go
by in one incessant stream; to anyone fresh from the
malarious solitudes of Sierra Leone it is a boiling,
maddening confusion. But when an inverted head sud-
denly comes bouncing, like an India-rubber ball, be-
tween your legs, leaving distinct smears of blood every
time it touches the ground, you can scarcely hope to
avoid an accident. Pollock lifted his feet convulsively
to avoid it, and then kicked at the thing furiously.
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Then something hit him violently in the back, and a
hot pain ran up his arm.

He had been hit by the pole of an omnibus, and
three of the fingers of his left hand smashed by the
hoof of one of the horses—the very fingers, as it hap-
pened, that he shot from the Porroh man. They pulled
him out from between the horses’ legs, and found the
address of the physician in his crushed hand.

For a couple of days Pollock’s sensations were full
of the sweet, pungent smell of chloroform, of painful
operations that caused him no pain, of lying still and
being given food and drink. Then he had a slight
fever, and was very thirsty, and his old nightmare
came back. It was only when it returned that he no-
ticed it had left him for a day.

“If my skull had been smashed instead of my fingers,
it might have gone altogether,” said Pollock, staring
thoughtfully at the dark cushion that had taken on
for the time the shape of the head.

Pollock at the first opportunity told the physician
of his mind trouble. He knew clearly that he must go
mad unless something should intervene to save him.
He explained that he had witnessed a decapitation in
Dahomey, and was haunted by one of the heads. Natu-
rally, he did not care to state the actual facts. The phy-
sician looked grave.

Presently he spoke hesitatingly. “As a child, did you
get very much religious training?”’

“Very little,” said Pollock.

A shade passed over the physician’s face. “I don’t
know if you have heard of the miraculous cures—it
may be, of course, they are not miraculous—at
Lourdes.”

“Faith-healing will hardly suit me, I am afraid,” said
Pollock, with his eye on the dark cushion.

The head distorted its scarred features in an abom-
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inable grimace. The physician went upon a new track.
“It’s all imagination,” he said, speaking with sudden
briskness. “A fair case for faith-healing, anyhow. Your
nervous system has run down, you're in that twilight
state of health when the bogles come easiest. The
strong impression was too much for you. I must make
you up a little mixture that will strengthen your nerv-
ous system—especially your brain. And you must take
exercise.”

“I'm no good for faith-healing,” said Pollock.

“And therefore we must restore tone. Go in search
of stimulating air—Scotland, Norway, the Alps—"

“Jericho, if you like,” said Pollock—"‘where Naaman
went.”

However, so soon as his fingers would let him, Pol-
lock made a gallant attempt to follow out the doctor’s
suggestion. It was now November. He tried football,
but to Pollock the game consisted in kicking a furious
inverted head about a field. He was no good at the
game. He kicked blindly, with a kind of horror, and
when they put him back into goal, and the ball came
swooping down upon him, he suddenly yelled and got
out of its way. The discreditable stories that had
driven him from England to wander in the tropics
shut him off from any but men’s society, and now his
increasingly strange behavior made even his man
friends avoid him. The thing was no longer a thing of
the eye merely; it gibbered at him, spoke to him. A
horrible fear came upon him that presently, when he
took hold of the apparition, it would no longer be-
come some mere article of furniture, but would feel
like a real dissevered head. Alone, he would curse at
the thing, defy it, entreat it; once or twice, in spite of
his grim self-control, he addressed it in the presence of
others. He felt the growing suspicion in the eyes of
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the people that watched him—his landlady, the serv-
ant, his man.

One day early in December his cousin Arnold—his
next of kin—came to see him and draw him out, and
watch his sunken yellow face with narrow eager eyes.
And it seemed to Pollock that the hat his cousin car-
ried in his hand was no hat at all, but a Gorgon head
that glared at him upside down, and fought with its
eyes against his reason. However, he was still resolute
to see the matter out. He got a bicycle, and, riding
over the frosty road from Wandsworth to Kingston,
found the thing rolling along at his side, and leaving
a dark trail behind it. He set his teeth and rode faster.
Then suddenly, as he came down the hill toward Rich-
mond Park, the apparition rolled in front of him and
under his wheel, so quickly that he had no time for
thought, and, turning quickly to avoid it, was flung
violently against a heap of stones and broke his left
wrist.

The end came on Christmas morning. All night he
had been in a fever, the bandages encircling his wrist
like a band of fire, his dreams more vivid and terrible
than ever. In the cold, colorless, uncertain light that
came before sunrise, he sat up in his bed, and saw the
head upon the bracket in the place of the bronze jar
that had stood there overnight.

“I know that is a bronze jar,” he said, with a chill
doubt at his heart. Presently the doubt was irresistible.
He got out of bed slowly, shivering, and advanced to
the jar with his hand raised. Surely he would see now
his imagination had deceived him, recognize the dis-
tinctive sheen of bronze. At last, after an age of hesi-
tation, his fingers came down on the patterned cheek
of the head. He withdrew them spasmodically. The
last stage was reached. His sense of touch had betrayed
him.
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Trembling, stumbling against the bed, kicking
against his shoes with his bare feet, a dark confusion
eddying round him, he groped his way to the dressing-
table, took his razor from the drawer, and sat down on
the bed with this in his hand. In the looking-glass he
saw his own face, colorless, haggard, full of the ulti-
mate bitterness of despair.

He beheld in swift succession the incidents in the
brief tale of his experience. His wretched home, his
still more wretched school-days, the years of vicious
life he had led since then, one act of selfish dishonor
leading to another; it was all clear and pitiless now,
all its squalid folly, in the cold light of the dawn. He
came to the hut, to the fight with the Porroh man, to
the retreat down the river to Sulyma, to the Mendi
assassin and his red parcel, to his frantic endeavors
to destroy the head, to the growth of his hallucination.
It was a hallucination! He knew it was. A hallucina-
tion merely. For a moment he snatched at hope. He
looked away from the glass, and, on the bracket, the
inverted head grinned and grimaced at him. . . . With
the stiff fingers of his bandaged hand he felt at his
neck for the throb of his arteries. The morning was
very cold, the steel blade felt like ice.

McKnight Malmar
The Storm

She inserted her key in the lock and turned the knob.
The March wind snatched the door out of her hand
and slammed it against the wall. It took strength to
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close it against the pressure of the gale, and she had
no sooner closed it than the rain came in a pounding
downpour, beating noisily against the windows as if
trying to follow her in. She could not hear the taxi
as it started up and went back down the road.

She breathed a sigh of thankfulness at being home
again and in time. In rain like this, the crossroads al-
ways were flooded. Half an hour later her cab could
not have got through the rising water, and there was
no alternative route.

There was no light anywhere in the house. Ben was
not home, then. As she turned on the lamp by the
sofa she had a sense of anticlimax. All the way home
—she had been visiting her sister—she had seen herself
going into a lighted house, to Ben, who would be sit-
ting by the fire with his paper. She had taken delight
in picturing his happy surprise at seeing her, home a
week earlier than he had expected her. She had known
just how his round face would light up, how his eyes
would twinkle behind his glasses, how he would catch
her by the shoulders and look down into her face to
see the changes a month had made in her, and then
kiss her resoundingly on both cheeks, like a French
general bestowing a decoration. Then she would make
coffee and find a piece of cake, and they would sit to-
gether by the fire and talk.

But Ben wasn’t here. She looked at the clock on
the mantel and saw it was nearly ten. Perhaps he had
not planned to come home tonight, as he was not ex-
pecting her; even before she had left he frequently was
in the city all night because business kept him too
late to catch the last train. If he did not come soon,
he would not be able to make it at all.

She did not like the thought. The storm was grow-
ing worse. She could hear the wild lash of the trees,
the whistle of the wind around the corners of the little
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house. For the first time she regretted this move to the
far suburbs. There had been neighbors at first, a quar-
ter-mile down the road; but they moved away several
months ago, and now their house stood empty.

She had thought nothing of the lonesomeness. It
was perfect here—for two. She had taken such pleasure
in fixing up her house—her very own house—and car-
ing for it that she had not missed company other than
Ben. But now, alone and with the storm trying to bat-
ter its way in, she found it frightening to be so far
away from other people. There was no one this side
of the crossroads; the road that passed the house wan-
dered past farmland into nothingness in the thick
woods a mile farther on.

She hung her hat and her coat in the closet and
went to stand before the hall mirror to pin up the
soft strands of hair that the wind had loosened. She
did not really see the pale face with its blunt little
nose, the slender, almost childish figure in its grown-
up black dress, or the big brown eyes that looked
back at her.

She fastened the last strands into the pompadour
and turned away from the mirror. Her shoulders
drooped a little. There was something childlike about
her, like a small girl craving protection, something
immature and yet appealing, in spite of her plainness.
She was thirty-one and had been married for fifteen
months. The fact that she had married at all still
seemed a miracle to her.

Now she began to walk through the house, turning
on lights as she went. Ben had left it in fairly good
order. There was very little trace of an untidy mascu-
line presence; but then, he was a tidy man. She began
to realize that the house was cold. Of course, Ben
would have lowered the thermostat. He was very care-
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ful about things like that. He would not tolerate
waste.

No wonder it was cold; the thermostat was set at
fifty-eight. She pushed the little needle up to seventy,
and the motor in the cellar started so suddenly and
noisily that it frightened her for a moment.

She went into the kitchen and made some coffee.
While she waited for it to drip she began to prowl
around the lower floor. She was curiously restless and
could not relax. Yet it was good to be back again
among her own things, in her own home. She studied
the living-room with fresh eyes. Yes, it was a pleasant
room even though it was small. The bright, flowered
chintzes on the furniture and at the windows were
cheerful and pretty, and the lowboy she had bought
three months ago was just right for the middle of the
long wall. But her plants, set so bravely along the win-
dow sill, had died. Ben had forgotten to water them,
in spite of all her admonitions, and now they drooped,
shrunken and pale, in whitened, powdery soil. The
sight of them added to the depression that was begin-
ning to blot out all the pleasure of homecoming.

She returned to the kitchen and poured herself a
cup of coffee, wishing that Ben would come home to
share it with her. She carried her cup into the living-
room and set it on the small, round table beside Ben’s
special big chair. The furnace was still mumbling
busily, sending up heat, but she was colder than ever.
She shivered and got an old jacket of Ben’s from the
closet and wrapped it around her before she sat down.

The wind hammered at the door and the windows,
and the air was full of the sound of water, racing in
the gutters, pouring from the leaders, thudding on the
roof. Listening, she wished for Ben almost feverishly.
She never had felt so alone. And he was such a com-
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fort. He had been so good about her going for this long
visit, made because her sister was ill. He had seen to
everything and had put her on the train with her arms
loaded with books and candy and fruit. She knew
those farewell gifts had meant a lot to him—he didn’t
spend money easily. To be quite honest, he was a little
close.

But he was a good husband. She sighed uncon-
sciously, not knowing it was because of youth and ro-
mance missed. She repeated it to herself, firmly, as she
sipped her coffee. He was a good husband. Suppose he
was ten years older than she, and a little set in his
ways; a little—perhaps—dictatorial at times, and
moody. He had given her what she thought she
wanted, security and a home of her own; if security
were not enough, she could not blame him for it.

Her eye caught a shred of white protruding under a
magazine on the table beside her. She put out a hand
toward it, yet her fingers were almost reluctant to
grasp it. She pulled it out nevertheless and saw that it
was, as she had known instinctively, another of the
white envelopes. It was empty, and it bore, as usual,
the neat, typewritten address: Benj. T. Willsom, Esq.,
Wildwood Road, Fairport, Conn. The postmark was
New York City. It never varied.

She felt the familiar constriction about the heart as
she held it in her hands. What these envelopes con-
tained she never had known. What she did know was
their effect on Ben. After receiving one—one came
every month or two—he was irritable, at times almost
ugly. Their peaceful life together fell apart. At first
she had questioned him, had striven to soothe and
comfort him; but she soon had learned that this only
made him angry, and of late she had avoided any men-
tion of them. For a week after one came they shared
the same room and the same table like two strangers,
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in a silence that was morose on his part and a little
frightened on hers.

This one was postmarked three days before. If Ben
got home tonight he would probably be cross, and the
storm would not help his mood. Just the same she
wished he would come.

She tore the envelope into tiny pieces and tossed
them into the fireplace. The wind shook the house in
its giant grip, and a branch crashed on the roof. As
she straightened, a movement at the window caught
her eye.

She froze there, not breathing, still half-bent toward
the cold fireplace, her hand still extended. The glim-
mer of white at the window behind the sheeting blur
of rain had been—she was sure of it—a human face.
There had been eyes. She was certain there had been
eyes staring in at her.

The wind’s shout took on a personal, threatening
note. She was rigid for a long time, never taking her
eyes from the window. But nothing moved there now
except the water on the windowpane; beyond it there
was blackness, and that was all. The only sounds were
the thrashing of the trees, the roar of water, and the
ominous howl of the wind.

She began to breathe again, at last found courage to
turn out the light and go to the window. The darkness
was a wall, impenetrable and secret, and the blackness
within the house made the storm close in, as if it were
a pack of wolves besieging the house. She hastened to
put on the light again.

She must have imagined those staring eyes. Nobody
could be out on a night like this. Nobody. Yet she
found herself terribly shaken.

If only Ben would come home. If only she were not
so alone.

She shivered and pulled Ben’s coat tighter about
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her and told herself she was becoming a morbid fool.
Nevertheless, she found the aloneness intolerable. Her
ears strained to hear prowling footsteps outside the
windows. She became convinced that she did hear
them, slow and heavy.

Perhaps Ben could be reached at the hotel where
he sometimes stayed. She no longer cared whether her
homecoming was a surprise to him. She wanted to hear
his voice. She went to the telephone and lifted the
receiver.

The line was quite dead.

The wires were down, of course.

She fought panic. The face at the window had been
an illusion, a trick of the light reflected on the sluic-
ing pane; and the sound of footsteps was an illusion,
too. Actual ones would be inaudible in the noise made
by the wild storm. Nobody would be out tonight.
Nothing threatened her, really. The storm was held
at bay beyond these walls, and in the morning the sun
would shine again.

The thing to do was to make herself as comfortable
as possible and settle down with a book. There was no
use going to bed—she couldn’t possibly sleep. She
would only lie there wide awake and think of that
face at the window, hear those footsteps.

She would get some wood for a fire in the fireplace.
She hesitated at the top of the cellar stairs. The light,
as she switched it on, seemed insufficient; the concrete
wall at the foot of the stairs was dank with moisture
and somehow gruesome. And wind was chilling her
ankles. Rain was beating in through the outside door
to the cellar, because that door was standing open.

The inner bolt sometimes did not hold, she knew
very well. If it had not been carefully closed, the wind
could have loosened it. Yet the open door increased
her panic. It seemed to argue the presence of some-
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thing less impersonal than the gale. It took her a long
minute to nerve herself to go down the steps and reach
out into the darkness for the doorknob.

In just that instant she was soaked; but her darting
eyes could find nothing outdoors but the black, waver-
ing shapes of the maples at the side of the house. The
wind helped her and slammed the door resoundingly.
She jammed the bolt home with all her strength and
then tested it to make sure it would hold. She almost
sobbed with the relief of knowing it to be firm against
any intruder.

She stood with her wet clothes clinging to her while
the thought came that turned her bones to water. Sup-
pose—suppose the face at the window had been real,
after all. Suppose its owner had found shelter in the
only shelter to be had within a quarter-mile—this
cellar.

She almost flew up the stairs again, but then she
took herself firmly in hand. She must not let herself
go. There had been many storms before; just because
she was alone in this one, she must not let morbid
fancy run away with her. But she could not throw off
the reasonless fear that oppressed her, although she
forced it back a little. She began to hear again the
tread of the prowler outside the house. Although she
knew it to be imagination, it was fearfully real—the
crunch of feet on gravel, slow, persistent, heavy, like
the patrol of a sentinel.

She had only to get an armful of wood. Then she
could have a fire, she would have light and warmth
and comfort. She would forget these terrors.

The cellar smelled of dust and old moisture. The
beams were fuzzed with cobwebs. There was only one
light, a dim one in the corner. A little rivulet was run-
ning darkly down the wall and already had formed a
foot-square pool on the floor.
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The woodpile was in the far corner away from the
light. She stopped and peered around. Nobody could
hide here. The cellar was too open, the supporting
stanchions too slender to hide a man.

The oil burner went off with a sharp click. Its mut-
ter, she suddenly realized, had had something human
and companionable about it. Nothing was down here
with her now but the snarl of the storm.

She almost ran to the woodpile. Then something
made her pause and turn before she bent to gather
the logs.

What was it? Not a noise. Something she had seen
as she had hurried across that dusty floor. Something
odd.

She searched with her eyes. It was a spark of light
she had seen, where no spark should be.

An inexplicable dread clutched at her heart. Her
eyes widened, round and dark as a frightened deer’s.
Her old trunk that stood against the wall was open just
a crack; from the crack came this tiny pinpoint of re-
flected light to prick the cellar’s gloom.

She went toward it like a woman hypnotized. It was
only one more insignificant thing, like the envelope on
the table, the vision of the face at the window, the
open door. There was no reason for her to feel smoth-
ered in terror.

Yet she was sure she had not only closed, but
clamped the lid on the trunk; she was sure because
she kept two or three old coats in it, wrapped in news-
papers and tightly shut away from moths.

Now the lid was raised perhaps an inch. And the
twinkle of light was still there.

She threw back the lid.

For a long moment she stood looking down into the
trunk, while each detail of its contents imprinted it-
self on her brain like an image on a film. Each tiny
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detail was indelibly clear and never to be forgotten.

She could not have stirred a muscle in that mo-
ment. Horror was a black cloak thrown around her,
stopping her breath, hobbling her limbs.

Then her face dissolved into formlessness. She
slammed down the lid and ran up the stairs like a mad
thing. She was breathing again, in deep, sobbing
breaths that tore at her lungs. She shut the door at
the top of the stairs with a crash that shook the house;
then she turned the key. Gasping, she clutched one of
the sturdy maple chairs by the kitchen table and
wedged it under the knob with hands she could barely
control.

The wind took the house in its teeth and shook it as
a dog shakes a rat.

Her first impulse was to get out of the house. But
in the time it took her to get to the front door she re-
membered the face at the window.

Perhaps she had not imagined it. Perhaps it was
the face of a murderer—a murderer waiting for her out
there in the storm; ready to spring on her out of the
dark.

She fell into the big chair, her huddled body shaken
by great tremors. She could not stay here—not with
that thing in her trunk. Yet she dared not leave.
Her whole being cried out for Ben. He would know
what to do. She closed her eyes, opened them again,
rubbed them hard. The picture still burned into her
brain as if it had been etched with acid. Her hair,
loosened, fell in soft, straight wisps about her fore-
head, and her mouth was slack with terror.

Her old trunk had held the curled-up body of a
woman.

She had not seen the face; the head had been tucked
down into the hollow of the shoulder, and a shower
of fair hair had fallen over it. The woman had worn
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a red dress. One hand had rested near the edge of the
trunk, and on its third finger there had been a man’s
ring, a signet bearing the raised figure of a rampant
lion with a small diamond between its paws. It had
been the diamond that caught the light. The little
bulb in the corner of the cellar had picked out this
ring from the semidarkness and made it stand out like
a beacon.

She never would be able to forget it. Never forget
how the woman looked: the pale, luminous flesh of her
arms; her doubled-up knees against the side of the
trunk, with their silken covering shining softly in the
gloom; the strands of hair that covered her face. . . .

Shudders continued to shake her. She bit her tongue
and pressed her hand against her jaw to stop the chat-
tering of her teeth. The salty taste of blood in her
mouth steadied her. She tried to force herself to be
rational, to plan; yet all the time the knowledge that
she was imprisoned with the body of a murdered
woman kept beating at her nerves like a flail.

She drew the coat closer about her, trying to dispel
the mortal cold that held her. Slowly something be-
yond the mere fact of murder, of death, began to pene-
trate her mind. Slowly she realized that beyond this
fact there would be consequences. That body in the
cellar was not an isolated phenomenon; some train of
events had led to its being there and would follow its
discovery there.

There would be policemen.

At first the thought of policemen was a comforting
one; big, brawny men in blue, who would take the
thing out of her cellar, take it away so she never need
think of it again.

Then she realized it was her cellar—hers and Ben’s;
and policemen are suspicious and prying. Would they
think she had killed the woman? Could they be made
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to believe she never had seen her before?

Or would they think Ben had done it? Would they
take the letters in the white envelopes, and Ben’s ab-
sences on business, and her own visit to her sister,
about which Ben had been so helpful, and out of
them build a double life for him? Would they insist
that the woman had been a discarded mistress, who
had hounded him with letters until out of desperation
he had killed her? That was a fantastic theory, really;
but the police might do that.

They might.

Now a sudden new panic invaded her. The dead
woman must be taken out of the cellar, must be hid-
den. The police must never connect her with this
house.

Yet the dead woman was bigger than she herself was;
she could never move her.

Her craving for Ben became a frantic need. If only
he would come home! Come home and take that body
away, hide it somewhere so the police could not con-
nect it with this house. He was strong enough to do it.

Even with the strength to move the body by herself
she would not dare to do it, because there was the
prowler—real or imaginary—outside the house. Per-
haps the cellar door had not been open by chance. Or
perhaps it had been, and the murderer, seeing it so
welcoming, had seized the opportunity to plant the
evidence of his crime upon the Willsoms’ innocent
shoulders.

She crouched there, shaking. It was as if the jaws of
a great trap had closed on her: on one side the storm
and the silence of the telephone, on the other the
presence of the prowler and of that still, cramped fig-
ure in her trunk. She was caught between them, help-
less.

As if to accent her helplessness, the wind stepped up
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its shriek and a tree crashed thunderously out in the
road. She heard glass shatter.

Her quivering body stiffened like a drawn bow. Was
it the prowler attempting to get in? She forced herself
to her feet and made a round of the windows on the
first floor and the one above. All the glass was intact,
staunchly resisting the pounding of the rain.

Nothing could have made her go into the cellar to
see if anything had happened there.

The voice of the storm drowned out all other
sounds, yet she could not rid herself of the fancy that
she heard footsteps going round and round the house,
that eyes sought an opening and spied upon her.

She pulled the shades down over the shiny black
windows. It helped a little to make her feel more se-
cure, more sheltered; but only a very little. She told
herself sternly that the crash of glass had been nothing
more than a branch blown through a cellar window.

The thought brought her no comfort—just the
knowledge that it would not disturb that other
woman. Nothing could comfort her now but Ben’s
plump shoulder and his arms around her and his neat,
capable mind planning to remove the dead woman
from this house.

A kind of numbness began to come over her, as if
her capacity for fear were exhausted. She went back
to the chair and curled up in it. She prayed mutely for
Ben and for daylight.

The clock said half-past twelve.

She huddled there, not moving and not thinking,
not even afraid, only numb, for another hour. Then
the storm held its breath for a moment, and in the
brief space of silence she heard footsteps on the walk
—actual footsteps, firm and quick and loud. A key
turned in the lock. The door opened and Ben came in.

He was dripping, dirty, and white with exhaustion.
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But it was Ben. Once she was sure of it she flung her-
self on him, babbling incoherently of what she had
found.

He kissed her lightly on the cheek and took her arms
down from around his neck. “Here, here, my dear.
You'll get soaked. I'm drenched to the skin.” He re-
moved his glasses and handed them to her, and she
began to dry them for him. His eyes squinted at the
light. “I had to walk in from the crossroads. What a
night!” He began to strip off rubbers and coat and
shoes. “You’ll never know what a difference it made,
finding the place lighted. Lord, but it’s good to be
home.”

She tried again to tell him of the past hours, but
again he cut her short. “Now, wait a minute, my dear.
I can see you're bothered about something. Just wait
until I get into some dry things; then I'll come down
and we’ll straighten it out. Suppose you rustle up some
coffee and toast. I'm done up—the whole trip out was
a nightmare, and I didn’t know if I'd ever make it
from the crossing. I've been hours.”

He did look tired, she thought with concern. Now
that he was back, she could wait. The past hours had
taken on the quality of a nightmare, horrifying but
curiously unreal. With Ben here, so solid and common-
place and cheerful, she began to wonder if the hours
were nightmare. She even began to doubt the reality
of the woman in the trunk, although she could see her
as vividly as ever. Perhaps only the storm was real.

She went to the kitchen and began to make fresh
coffee. The chair, still wedged against the kitchen
door, was a reminder of her terror. Now that Ben was
home it seemed silly, and she put it back in its place
by the table.

He came down very soon, before the coffee was
ready. How good it was to see him in that old gray
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bathrobe of his, his hands thrust into its pockets. How
normal and wholesome he looked with his round face
rubbed pink by a rough towel and his hair standing
up in damp little spikes around his bald spot. She was
almost shamefaced when she told him of the face at
the window, the open door, and finally of the body in
the trunk. None of it, she saw quite clearly now, could
possibly have happened.

Ben said so, without hesitation. But he came to put
an arm around her. “You poor child. The storm scared
you to death, and I don’t wonder. It’s given you the
horrors.”

She smiled dubiously. “Yes. I'm almost beginning to
think so. Now that you're back, it seems so safe. But—
but you will look in the trunk, Ben? I've got to know.
I can see her so plainly. How could I imagine a thing
like that?”

He said indulgently, “Of course I'll look, if it will
make you feel better. I'll do it now. Then I can have
my coffee in peace.”

He went to the cellar door and opened it and
snapped on the light. Her heart began to pound once
more, a deafening roar in her ears. The opening of the
cellar door opened, again, the whole vista of fear: the
body, the police, the suspicions that would cluster
about her and Ben. The need to hide this evidence of
somebody’s crime.

She could not have imagined it; it was incredible
that she could have believed, for a minute, that her
mind had played such tricks on her. In another mo-
ment Ben would know it, too.

She heard the thud as he threw back the lid of the
trunk. She clutched at the back of a chair, waiting for
his voice. It came in an instant.

She could not believe it. It was as cheerful and re-
assuring as before. He said, “There’s nothing here but
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a couple of bundles. Come take a look.”

Nothing!

Her knees were weak as she went down the stairs,
down into the cellar again.

It was still musty and damp and draped with cob-
webs. The rivulet was still running down the wall, but
the pool was larger now. The light was still dim.

It was just as she remembered it except that the
wind was whistling through a broken window and rain
was splattering in on the bits of shattered glass on the
floor. The branch lying across the sill had removed
every scrap of glass from the frame and left not a
single jagged edge.

Ben was standing by the open trunk, waiting for her.
His stocky body was a bulwark. “See,” he said, “there’s
nothing. Just some old clothes of yours, I guess.”

She went to stand beside him. Was she losing her
mind? Would she, now, see that crushed figure in
there, see the red dress and the smooth, shining knees,
when Ben could not? And the ring with the diamond
between the lion’s paws?

Her eyes looked, almost reluctantly, into the trunk.
“It is emptyl”

There were the neat, newspaper-wrapped packages
she had put away so carefully, just as she had left
them deep in the bottom of the trunk. And nothing
else.

She must have imagined the body. She was light
with the relief the knowledge brought her, and yet
confused and frightened, too. If her mind could play
such tricks, if she could imagine anything so gruesome
in the complete detail with which she had seen the
dead woman in the trunk, the thought of the future
was terrifying. When might she not have another such
hallucination?

The actual, physical danger did not exist, however,
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and never had existed. The threat of the law hanging
over Ben had been based on a dream.

“I—dreamed it all. I must have,” she admitted. “Yet
it was so horribly clear and I wasn’t asleep.” Her voice
broke. “I thought—oh, Ben, I thought—"

“What did you think, my dear?” His voice was odd,
not like Ben’s at all. It had a cold, cutting edge to it.

He stood looking down at her with an immobility
that chilled her more than the cold wind that swept
in through the broken window. She tried to read his
face, but the light from the little bulb was too weak.
It left his features shadowed in broad, dark planes that
made him look like a stranger, and somehow sinister.

She said, “I-" and faltered.

He still did not move, but his voice hardened. “What
was it you thought?”

She backed away from him.

He moved, then. It was only to take his hands from
his pockets, to stretch his arms toward her; but she
stood for an instant staring at the thing that left her
stricken, with a voiceless scream forming in her throat.

She was never to know whether his arms had been
outstretched to take her within their shelter or to
clutch at her white neck. For she turned and fled,
stumbling up the stairs in a mad panic of escape.

He shouted, “Janet! Janet!” His steps were heavy
behind her. He tripped on the bottom step and fell
on one knee and cursed.

Terror lent her strength and speed. She could not
be mistaken. Although she had seen it only once, she
knew that on the little finger of his left hand there
had been the same, the unmistakable ring the dead
woman had worn.

The blessed wind snatched the front door from her
and flung it wide, and she was out in the safe, dark
shelter of the storm.



Alexander Woollcott

Moonlight Sonata

If this report were to be published in its own England,
I would have to cross my fingers in a little foreword ex-
plaining that all the characters were fictitious—which
stern requirement of the British libel law would em-
barrass me slightly because none of the characters is
fictitious, and the story—told to Katharine Cornell by
Clemence Dane and by Katharine Cornell told to me—
chronicles what, to the best of my knowledge and be-
lief, actually befell a young English physician whom I
shall call Alvan Barach, because that does not happen
to be his name. It is an account of a hitherto unre-
ported adventure he had two years ago when he went
down into Kent to visit an old friend—Ilet us call him
Ellery Cazalet—who spent most of his days on the links
and most of his nights wondering how he would ever
pay the death duties on the collapsing family manor
house to which he had indignantly fallen heir.

This house was a shabby little cousin to Compton
Wynyates, with roof tiles of Tudor red making it cozy
in the noonday sun, and a hoarse bell which, from the
clock tower, had been contemptuously scattering the
hours like coins ever since Henry VIII was a rosy strip-
ling. Within, Cazalet could afford only a doddering
couple to fend for him, and the once sumptuous gar-
dens did much as they pleased under the care of a sin-
gle gardener. I think I must risk giving the gardener’s
real name, for none I could invent would have so ap-
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propriate a flavor. It was John Scripture, and he was
assisted, from time to time, by an aged and lunatic
father who, in his lucid intervals, would be let out
from his captivity under the eaves of the lodge to put-
ter amid the lewd topiarian extravagance of the
hedges.

The doctor was to come down when he could, with
a promise of some good golf, long nights of exquisite
silence, and a ghost or two thrown in if his fancy ran
that way. It was characteristic of his rather ponderous
humor that, in writing to fix a day, he addressed
Cazalet at The Creeps, Sevenoaks, Kent. When he ar-
rived, it was to find his host away from home and not
due back until all hours. Barach was to dine alone
with a reproachful setter for a companion, and not
wait up. His bedroom on the ground floor was beauti-
fully paneled from footboard to ceiling, but some mis-
guided housekeeper under the fourth George had
fallen upon the lovely woodwork with a can of black
varnish. The dowry brought by a Cazalet bride of the
mauve decade had been invested in a few vintage
bathrooms, and one of these had replaced a prayer
closet that once opened into this bedroom. There was
only a candle to read by, but the light of a full moon
came waveringly through the vines that half curtained
the mullioned windows.

In this museum, Barach dropped off to sleep. He did
not know how long he had slept when he found him-
self awake again, and conscious that something was
astir in the room. It took him a moment to place the
movement, but at last, in a patch of moonlight, he
made out a hunched figure that seemed to be sitting
with bent, engrossed head in the chair by the door. It
was the hand, or rather the whole arm, that was mov-
ing, tracing a recurrent if irregular course in the air.
At first the gesture was teasingly half-familiar, and
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then Barach recognized it as the one a woman makes
when embroidering. There would be a hesitation as if
the needle were being thrust through some taut, re-
sistant material, and then, each time, the long, swift,
sure pull of the thread.

To the startled guest, this seemed the least men-
acing activity he had ever heard ascribed to a ghost,
but just the same he had only one idea, and that was
to get out of that room with all possible dispatch. His
mind made a hasty reconnaissance. The door into the
hall was out of the question, for madness lay that way.
As least he would have to pass right by that weaving
arm. Nor did he relish a blind plunge into the thorny
shrubbery beneath his window, and a barefoot scam-
per across the frosty turf. Of course, there was the
bathroom, but that was small comfort if he could not
get out of it by another door. In a spasm of concentra-
tion, he remembered that he had seen another door.
Just at the moment of this realization, he heard the
comfortingly actual sound of a car coming up the
drive, and guessed that it was his host returning. In
one magnificent movement, he leaped to the floor,
bounded into the bathroom, and bolted its door be-
hind him. The floor of the room beyond was quilted
with moonlight. Wading through that, he arrived
breathless, but unmolested, in the corridor. Farther
along he could see the lamp left burning in the en-
trance hall and hear the clatter of his host closing
the front door.

As Barach came hurrying out of the darkness to
greet him, Cazalet boomed his delight at such affabil-
ity, and famished by his long, cold ride, proposed an
immediate raid on the larder. The doctor, already
sheepish at his recent panic, said nothing about it, and
was all for food at once. With lighted candles held
high, the foraging party descended on the offices, and
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mine host was descanting on the merits of cold roast
beef, Cheddar cheese, and milk as a light midnight
snack, when he stumbled over a bundle on the floor.
With a cheerful curse at the old goody of the kitchen
who was always leaving something about, he bent to
see what it was this time, and let out a whistle of sur-
prise. Then, by two candles held low, he and the doc-
tor saw something they will not forget while they live.
It was the body of the cook. Just the body. The head
was gone. On the floor alongside lay a bloody cleaver.

“Old Scripture, by God!” Cazalet cried out, and in
a flash, Barach guessed. Still clutching a candle in one
hand, he dragged his companion back through the in-
terminable house to the room from which he had fled,
motioning him to be silent, tiptoeing the final steps.
That precaution was wasted, for a regiment could not
have disturbed the rapt contentment of the ceremony
still in progress within. The old lunatic had not left
his seat by the door. Between his knees he still held
the head of the woman he had killed. Scrupulously,
happily, crooning at his work, he was plucking out the
gray hairs one by one.

DuBose Heyward

The Half-Pint Flask

I picked up the book and regarded it with interest.
Even its format suggested the author: the practical
linen-covered boards, the compact and exact para-
graphing. I opened the volume at random. There he
was again: There can be no doubt; An undeniable
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fact; I am prepared to assert. A statement in the pref-
ace leaped from the context and arrested my gaze:

The primitive American Negro is of a deeply reli-
gious nature, demonstrating in his constant attendance
at church, his fervent prayers, his hymns, and his fre-
quent mention of the Deity that he has cast aside the
last vestiges of his pagan background, and has unre-
servedly espoused the doctrine of Christianity.

I spun the pages through my fingers until a para-
graph in the last chapter brought me up standing:

I was hampered in my investigations by a sickness
contracted on the island that was accompanied by a
distressing insomnia, and, in its final stages, extreme
delirium. But I already had sufficient evidence in hand
to enable me to prove—

Yes, there it was, fact upon fact. I was overwhelmed
by the permanence, the unanswerable word of the
printed page. In the face of it my own impressions be-
came fantastic, discredited even in my own mind. In
an effort at self-justification I commenced to rehearse
my impressions of that preposterous month as op-
posed to Barksdale’s facts; my feeling for effects and
highly developed fiction writer’s imagination on the
one hand; and on the other, his cold record of a tight,
three-dimensional world as reported by his five good
senses.

Sitting like a crystal gazer, with the book in my
hand, I sent my memory back to a late afternoon in
August, when, watching from the shore near the land-
ing on Ediwander Island, I saw the General Stonewall
Jackson slide past a frieze of palmetto trees, shut off her
steam, and nose up to the tenuous little wharf against
the ebb.

Two bare-footed Negroes removed a section of the
rail and prepared to run out the gangplank. Behind
them gathered the passengers for Ediwander landing:



50 DuBose Heyward

ten or a dozen Negroes back from town with the pro-
ceeds of a month’s labor transformed into flaming cal-
ico, amazing bonnets, and new flimsy, yellow luggage;
and trailing along behind them, the single white pas-
senger.

I would have recognized my guest under more diffi-
cult circumstances and I experienced that inner satis-
faction that comes from having a new acquaintance fit
neatly into a preconceived pattern. The obstinacy of
which I had been warned was evident in the thin im-
mobile line of the mouth over the prognathous jaw.
The eyes behind his thick glasses were a bright hard
blue and moved methodically from object to object,
allowing each its allotted time for classification then
passing unhurriedly on to the next. He was so like the
tabloid portrait in the letter of the club member who
had sent him down that I drew the paper from my
pocket and refreshed my memory with a surreptitious
glance.

He’s the museum, or collector type, Spencer had
written; spends his time collecting facts—some he sells
—some he keeps to play with. Incidentally his hobby
is American glass, and he has the finest private collec-
tion in the state.

We stood eyeing each other over the heads of the
noisy landing party without enthusiasm. Then when
the last Negro had come ashore he picked up his bag
with a meticulousness that vaguely exasperated me,
and advanced up the gangplank.

Perfunctory introductions followed: “Mr. Court-
ney?” from him, with an unnecessarily rising inflec-
tion; and a conventional “Mr. Barksdale, I presume,”
from me in reply.

The buckboard had been jogging along for several
minutes before he spoke.

“Very good of Mr. Spencer to give me this oppor-
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tunity,” he said in a close-clipped speech. “I am doing
a series of articles on Negroid Primates, and I fancy
the chances for observation are excellent here.”

“Negroid Primates!” The phrase annoyed me. Ut-
tered in that dissecting voice, it seemed to strip the
human from the hundred or more Negroes who were
my only company except during the duck season when
the club members dropped down for the shooting.
“There are lots of Negroes here,” I told him a little
stiffly. “Their ancestors were slaves when the island was
the largest rice plantation in South Carolina, and iso-
lation from modern life has kept them primitive
enough, I guess.”

“Good!” he exclaimed. “I will commence my stud-
ies at once. Simple souls, I fancy. I should have my
data within a month.”

We had been traveling slowly through deep sand
ruts that tugged at the wheels like an undertow. On
either side towered serried ranks of virgin long-leaf
pine. Now we topped a gentle rise. Before us was the
last outpost of the forest crowning a diminishing
ridge. The straight-columned trees were bars against
a released splendor of sunset sky and sea.

Impulsively I called his attention to it: “Rather
splendid, don’t you think?”

He raised his face, and I was immediately cognizant
of the keen methodical scrutiny that passed from trees
to sea, and from sea back to that last wooded ridge
that fell away into the tumble of dunes.

Suddenly I felt his wire-tight grasp about my arm.
“What’s that?” he asked, pointing with his free hand.
Then with an air of authority, he snapped, “Stop the
cart. I've got to have a look at it.”

“That won’t interest you. It’s only a Negro burying-
ground. I'll take you to the quarters tomorrow, where
you can study your ‘live primates.’”
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But he was over the wheel with surprising alacrity
and striding up the slight ascent to the scattered
mounds beneath the pines.

The sunset was going quickly, dragging its color
from from the sky and sea, rolling up leagues of deli-
cately tinted gauze into tight little bales of primary
color, then draping these with dark covers for the
night. In sharp contrast against the light the burying-
ground presented its pitiful emblems of the departed.
Under the pine needles, in common with all Negro
graveyards of the region, the mounds were covered
with a strange litter of half-emptied medicine bottles,
tin spoons, and other futile weapons that had failed in
the final engagement with the last dark enemy.

Barksdale was puttering excitedly about among the
graves, peering at the strange assortment of crockery
and glass. The sight reminded me of what Spencer had
said of the man’s hobby and a chill foreboding as-
sailed me. I jumped from the buckboard.

“Here,” I called, “I wouldn’t disturb those things
if I were you!”

But my words went unheeded. When I reached
Barksdale’s side, he was holding a small flat bottle,
half filled with a sticky black fluid, and was rubbing
the earth from it with his coat sleeve. The man was
electric with excitement. He held the flask close to
his glasses, then spun around upon me.

“Do you know what this is?” he demanded, then
rushed on triumphantly with his answer: “It’s a first
issue, half-pint flask of the old South Carolina state
dispensary. It gives me the only complete set in exist-
ence. Not another one in America. I had hoped that
I might get on the trail of one down here. But to fall
upon it like this!”

The hand that held the flask was shaking so vio-
lently that the little palmetto tree and single X that
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marked it described small agitated circles. He drew
out his handkerchief and wrapped it up tenderly,
black contents and all.

“Come,” he announced, “we’ll go now.”

“Not so fast,” I cautioned him. “You can’t carry
that away. It simply isn’t done here. We may have our
moral lapses, but there are certain things that—well—
can’t be thought of. The graveyard is one. We let it
alone.”

He placed the little linen-covered package tenderly
in his inside pocket and buttoned his coat with an air
of finality; then he faced me truculently. “I have been
searching for this flask for ten years,” he asserted. “If
you can find the proper person to whom payment
should be made I will give a good price. In the mean-
time I intend to keep it. It certainly is of no use to
anyone, and I shan’t hesitate for a silly superstition.”

I could not thrash him for it and I saw that nothing
short of physical violence would remove it from his
person. For a second I was tempted to argue with
him; tell him why he should not take the thing. Then
I was frustrated by my own lack of a reason. I groped
with my instinctive knowledge that it was not to be
done, trying to embody the abstract into something
sufficiently concrete to impress him. And all the while
I felt his gaze upon me, hard, very blue, a little mock-
ing, absolutely determined.

Behind the low crest of the ridge sounded a single
burst of laughter, and the ring of a trace chain. A
strange panic seized me. Taking him by the arm I
rushed him across the short distance to the buckboard
and into his seat; then leaped across him and took up
the lines.

Night was upon us, crowding forward from the re-
cesses of the forest, pushing out beyond us through the
last scattered trees, flowing over the sea and lifting like
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level smoke into the void of sky. The horse started
forward, wrenching the wheels from the clutching
sand.

Before us, coming suddenly up in the dusk, a party
of field Negroes filled the road. A second burst of
laughter sounded, warm now, volatile and disarming.
It made me ashamed of my panic. The party passed
the vehicle, dividing and flowing by on both sides of
the road. The last vestiges of day brought out high-
lights on their long earth-polished hoes. Teeth were a
white accent here and there. Only eyes, and fallen
sockets under the brows of the very old, seemed to
defy the fading glimmer, bringing the night in them
from the woods. Laughter and soft Gullah words were
warm in the air about us.

“Howdy, Boss.”

“Ebenin’, Boss.”

The women curtsied in their high-tucked-up skirts;
the men touched hat brims. Several mules followed,
grotesque and incredible in the thickening dark, their
trace chains dangling and chiming faintly.

The party topped the rise, then dropped behind it.

Silence, immediate and profound, as though a cur-
tain had been run down upon the heels of the last.

“A simple folk,” clipped out my companion. “I
rather envy them starting out at zero as it were, with
everything to learn from our amazing civilization.”

“Zero, helll” I flung out. “They created a Congo art
before our ancestors drugged and robbed their first
Indian.”

Barksdale consigned me to limbo with his mocking,
intolerable smile.

The first few days at the club were spent by my
guest in going through the preliminary routine of the
systematic writer. Books were unpacked and arranged
in the order of study, loose-leaf folders were laid out,
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and notes made for the background of his thesis. He
was working at a table in his bedroom which ad-
joined my own, and as I also used my sleeping apart-
ment as a study for the fabrication of the fiction
which, with my salary as manager of the club, dis-
charged my financial obligations, I could not help
seeing something of him.

On the morning of the second day I glanced in as I
passed his door, and surprised him gloating over his
find. It was placed on the table before him, and he
was gazing fixedly at it. Unfortunately, he looked up;
our glances met and, with a self-consciousness that
smote us simultaneously, remained locked. Each felt
that the subject had better remain closed—yet there
the flask stood evident and unavoidable.

After a strained space of time I managed to step
into the room, pick up a book and say casually, “I
am rather interested in Negroes myself. Do you mind
if I see what you have here?”

While I examined the volume he passed behind me
and put the flask away, then came and looked at the
book with me. “‘African Religions and Supersti-
tions,”” he said, reading the title aloud, then supple-
mented, “An interesting mythology for the American
Negro, little more. The African Gullah Negro, from
whom these are descended, believed in a God, you
know, but he only created, then turned his people
adrift to be preyed upon by malign spirits conjured up
by their enemies. Really a religion, or rather a super-
stition, of senseless terror.”

“I am not so sure of the complete obsoleteness of the
old rites and superstitions,” I told him, feeling as I
proceeded that I was engaged in a useless mission. “I
know these Negroes pretty well. For them, Plat-eye,
for instance, is a very actual presence. If you will no-
tice the cook you will see that she seems to get along
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without a prayer book, but when she goes home after
dark she sticks a sulphur match in her hair. Sulphur is
a charm against Plat-eye.”

“Tell me,” he asked with a bantering light in his
hard eyes, “just what is Plat-eye?”

I felt that I was being laughed at and floundered
ahead at the subject, anxious to be out of it as soon as
possible. “Plat-eye is a spirit which takes some form
which will be particularly apt to lure its victims away.
It is said to lead them into danger or lose them in the
woods and, stealing their wits away, leave them to die
alone.”

He emitted a short acid laugh. “What amusing rot.
And I almost fancy you believe it.”

“Of course I don’t,” I retorted but I experienced the
feeling that my voice was over-emphatic and failed to
convince.

“Well, well,” he said, “I'm not doing folklore but
religion. So that is out of my province. But it is amus-
ing and I'll make a note of it. Plat-eye, did you say?”

The next day was Thursday. I remember that dis-
tinctly because, although nearly a week’s wages were
due, the last servant failed to arrive for work in the
morning. The club employed three of them: two
women and a man. Even in the off season this was a
justifiable expense, for a servant could be hired on
Ediwander for four dollars a week. When I went to
order breakfast the kitchen was closed, and the stove
cold.

After a makeshift meal I went out to find the yard
boy. There were only a few Negroes in the village and
these were women hoeing in the small garden patches
before the cabins. There were the usual swarms of
lean mongrel hounds, and a big sow lay nourishing her
young in the warm dust of the road. The women
looked up as I passed. Their soft voices, as they raised
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their heads one after another to say “Mornin’, Boss,”
seemed like emanations from the very soil, so much a
part of the earth did they appear.

But the curs were truculent that morning: strange,
canny, candid little mongrels. If you want to know
how you stand with a Negro, don’t ask him—pat his
dog.

I found Thomas, the hired boy, sitting before his
cabin watching a buzzard carve half circles in the blue.

“When are you coming to work?” I demanded.

“I got de toot’ache, Boss. I can’t git over 'fore ter-
morrer.” The boy knew that I did not believe him. He
also knew that I would not take issue with him on the
point. No Negro on the island will say “no” to a white
man. Call it “good form” if you will, but what Thomas
had said to me was merely the code for “I'm through.”
I did not expect him and I was not disappointed.

Noon of the following day I took the buckboard,
crossed the ferry to the mainland, and returned at
dark with a cheerful, wholesome Negress, loaned to
me by a plantation owner, who answered for her faith-
fulness and promised that she would cook for us dur-
ing the emergency. She got us a capital supper, retired
to the room adjoining the kitchen that I had prepared
for her, as I did not wish her to meet the Negroes in
the village, and in the morning had vanished utterly.
She must have left immediately after supper, for the
bed was undisturbed.

I walked straight from her empty room to Barks-
dale’s sanctum, entered, crossed to the closet where he
had put the flask, and threw the door wide. The space
was empty. I spun around and met his amused gaze.

“Thought I had better put it away carefully. It is
too valuable to leave about.”

Our glances crossed like the slide of steel on steel.
Then suddenly my own impotence to master the situ-
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ation arose and overwhelmed me. I did not admit it
even to myself, but that moment saw what amounted
to my complete surrender.

We entered upon the haphazard existence inevi-
table with two preoccupied men unused to caring for
their own comfort: impossible makeshift meals, got
when we were hungry; beds made when we were ready
to get into them; with me, hours put into work that
had to be torn up and started over the next day; with
Barksdale, regular tours of investigation about the
island and two thousand words a day, no more, no less,
written out in longhand and methodically filed. We
naturally saw less and less of each other—a fact which
was evidently mutually agreeable.

It was therefore a surprise to me one night in the
second week to leap from sleep into a condition of
lucid consciousness and find myself staring at Barks-
dale, who had opened the door between our rooms.
There he stood like a bird of ill omen, tall and slightly
stooping, with his ridiculous nightshirt and thin
slightly bowed shanks.

“I'll leave this open if you don’t mind,” he said
with a new note of apology in his voice. “Haven’t been
sleeping very well for a week or so, and thought the
draft through the house might cool the air.”

Immediately I knew that there was something be-
hind the apparently casual action of the man. He was
the type who could lie through conviction; adopt some
expedient point of view, convince himself that it was
the truth, then assert it as a fact; but he was not an
instinctive liar, and that new apologetic note gave
him away. For a while after he went back to bed, I lay
wondering what was behind his request.

Then for the first time I felt it; but hemmed in by
the appalling limitations of human speech, how am I
to make the experience plain to others!
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Once I was standing behind the organ of a great
cathedral when a bass chord was pressed upon the
keys; suddenly the air about me was all sound and
movement. The demonstration that night was like this
a little, except that the place of sound was taken by
an almost audible silence, and the vibrations were so
violent as to seem almost a friction against the nerve
terminals. The wave of movement lasted for several
minutes, then it abated slowly. But this was the strange
thing about it: the agitation was not dissipated into
the air; rather it seemed to settle slowly, heavily, about
my body, and to move upon my skin like the multi-
tudinous crawling of invisible and indescribably
loathsome vermin.

I got up and struck a light. The familiar disorder
of the room sprang into high relief, reassuring me,
telling me coolly not to be a fool. I took the lamp into
Barksdale’s room. There he lay, his eyes wide and
fixed, braced in his bed with every muscle tense. He
gave me the impression of wrenching himself out of
invisible bonds as he turned and sat up on the edge
of his bed.

“Just about to get up and work,” he said in a voice
that he could not manage to make casual. “Been suf-
fering from insomnia for a week, and it’s beginning to
get on my nerves.”

The strange sensation had passed from my body but
the thought of sleep was intolerable. We went to our
desks leaving the door ajar, and wrote away the four
hours that remained until daylight.

And now a question arises of which due cognizance
must be taken even though it may weaken my testi-
mony. Is a man quite sane who has been without sleep
for ten days and nights? Is he a competent witness? I
do not know. And yet the phenomena that followed
my first startled awakening entered into me and be-
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came part of my life experience. I live them over shud-
deringly, when my resistance is low and memory has
its way with me. I know that they transpired with
that instinctive certainty which lies back of human
knowledge and is immune from the skepticism of the
cynic.

After that first night the house was filled with the
vibrations. I closed the door to Barksdale’s room, hop-
ing a superstitious hope that I would be immune.
After an hour I opened it again, glad for even his com-
panionship. Only while I was wide awake and driving
my brain to its capacity did the agitation cease. At the
first drowsiness it would commence faintly, then swell
up and up, fighting sleep back from the tortured brain,
working under leaden eyelids upon the tired eyes.

Ten days and nights of it! Terrible for me: devastat-
ing for Barksdale. It wasted him like a jungle fever.

Once when I went near him and his head had
dropped forward on his desk in the vain hope of re-
lief, I made a discovery. He was the center. The mo-
ment I bent over him my nerve terminals seemed to
become living antennae held out to a force that frayed
and wasted them away. In my own room it was better.
I went there and sat where I could still see him for
what small solace there was in that.

I entreated him to go away, but with his insane ob-
stinacy he would not hear of it. Then I thought of
leaving him, confessing myself a coward—bolting for
it. But again, something deeper than logic, some
obscure tribal loyalty, held me bound. Two members
of the same race; and out there the palmetto jungle,
the village with its fires bronze against the midnight
trees, the malign, the beleaguering presence. No, it
could not be done.

But I did slip over to the mainland and arrange to
send a wire to Spencer telling him to come and get
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Barksdale, that the man was il

During that interminable ten days and nights the
fundamental difference between Barksdale and myself
became increasingly evident. He would go to great
pains to explain the natural causes of our malady.

“Simple enough,” he would say, while his bloodshot
eyes, fixed on me, shouted the lie to his words. “One
of those damn swamp fevers. Livingstone complained
of them, you will remember, and so did Stanley. Here
in this sub-tropical belt we are evidently subject to the
plague. Doubtless there is a serum. I should have in-
quired before coming down.”

To this I said nothing, but I confess now, at risk of
being branded a coward, that I had become the victim
of a superstitious terror. Frequently when Barksdale
was out I searched for the flask without finding the
least trace of it. Finally I capitulated utterly and took
to carrying a piece of sulphur next to my skin. Noth-
ing availed.

The strange commotion in the atmosphere became
more and more persistent. It crowded over from the
nights into the days. It came at noon; any time that
drowsiness fell upon our exhausted bodies it was
there, waging a battle with it behind the closed lids.
Only with the muscles tense and the eyes wide could
one inhabit a static world. After the first ten days I
lost count of time. There was a nightmare quality to
its unbreakable continuity.

I remember only the night when I saw her in Barks-
dale’s doorway, and I think it must have been in the
third week. There was a full moon, I remember, and
there had been unusual excitement in the village. I
have always had a passion for moonlight and I stood
long on the piazza watching the great disk change
from from its horizon copper to gold, then cool to
silver as it swung up into the immeasurable tranquil-
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lity of the southern night. At first I thought that the
Negroes must be having a dance, for I could hear the
syncopation of sticks on a cabin floor, and the palmet-
tos and moss-draped live oaks that grew about the
buildings could be seen the full quarter of a mile
away, a ruddy bronze against the sky from a brush fire.
But the longer I waited listening the less sure I be-
came about the nature of the celebration. The rhythm
became strange, complicated; and the chanting that
rose and fell with the drumming rang with a new,
compelling quality, and lacked entirely the abandon
of dancers.

Finally I went into my room, stretched myself fully
dressed on the bed, and almost achieved oblivion.
Then suddenly I was up again, my fists clenched, my
body taut. The agitation exceeded anything that I had
before experienced. Before me, across Barksdale’s
room, were wide open double doors letting on the pi-
azza. They molded the moonlight into a square shaft
that plunged through the darkness of the room, cold,
white, and strangely substantial among the half-oblit-
erated familiar objects. I had the feeling that it
could be touched. That hands could be slid along its
bright surface. It possessed itself of the place. It was
the one reality in a swimming, nebulous cube. Then it
commenced to tremble with the vibrations of the
apartment.

And now the incredible thing happened. Incredible
because belief arises in each of us out of the corrobora-
tion of our own life experience; and I have met no
other white man who has beheld Plat-eye. I have no
word, no symbol, which can awaken recognition. But
who has not seen heat shaking upward from hot as-
phalt, shaking upward until the things beyond it
wavered and quaked? That is the nearest approach
in the material world. Only the thing that I witnessed
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was colored a cold blue, and it was heavy with the per-
fume of crushed jasmine flowers.

I stood, muscle locked to muscle by terror.

The center of the shaft darkened; the air bore upon
me as though some external force exerted a tremen-
dous pressure in an effort to render an abstraction
concrete: to mold moving unstable elements into some-
thing that could be seen—touched.

Suddenly it was done—accomplished. I looked—I
saw her.

The shock released me, and I got a flare from sev-
eral matches struck at once. Yellow light bloomed on
familiar objects. I got the fire to a lamp wick, then
looked again.

The shaft of moonlight was gone. The open doors
showed only a deep blue vacant square. Beyond them
something moved. The lamplight steadied, grew. It
warmed the room like fire. It spread over the furni-
ture, making it real again. It fell across Barksdale’s
bed, dragging my gaze with it. The bed was empty.

I got to the piazza just as he disappeared under a
wide-armed live oak. The Spanish moss fell behind
him like a curtain. The place was a hundred yards
away. When I reached it, all trace of him had van-
ished.

I went back to the house, built a rousing fire, lit all
the lamps, and stretched myself in a deep chair to
wait until morning.

Then! an automobile horn on Ediwander Island.
Imagine that! I could not place it at first. It crashed
through my sleep like the trump of judgment. It
called me up from the abysses into which I had fallen.
It infuriated me. It reduced me to tears. Finally it tore
me from unutterable bliss, and held me blinking in
the high noon, with my silly lamps still burning palely
about me.
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“You're a hell of a fellow,” called Spencer. “Think
I've got nothing to do but come to this jungle in sum-
mer to nurse you and Barksdale.”

He got out of a big muddy machine and strode for-
ward laughing. “Oh, well,” he said, “I won’t row you.
It gave me a chance to try out the new bus. That’s
why I'm late. Thought I'd motor down. Had a hell of
a time getting over the old ferry; but it was worth it to
see the niggers when I started up on Ediwander. Some
took to trees—one even jumped overboard.”

He ended on a heavy burst of laughter. Then he
looked at me and broke off short. I remember how his
face looked then, close to mine, white and frightened.

“My God, man!” he exclaimed, “what’s wrong? You
aren’t going to die on me, are you?”

“Not today,” I told him. “We’ve got to find Barks-
dale first.”

We could not get a Negro to help us. They greeted
Spencer, who had always been popular with them,
warmly. They laughed their deep laughter—were just
as they had always been with him. Mingo, his old pad-
dler, promised to meet us in half an hour with a
gang. They never showed up; and later, when we went
to the village to find them, there was not a human
being on the premises. Only a pack of curs there that
followed us as closely as they dared and hung just out
of boot reach, snapping at our heels.

We had to go it alone: a stretch of jungle five miles
square, a large part of it accessible only with bush
hooks and machetes. We dared not take time to go to
the mainland and gather a party of whites. Barksdale
had been gone over twelve hours when we started and
he would not last long in his emaciated condition.

The chances were desperately against us. Spencer,
though physically a giant, was soft from office life. I
was hanging on to consciousness only by a tremendous
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and deliberate effort. We took food with us, which we
ate on our feet during breathing spells, and we fell in
our tracks for rest when we could go no farther.

At night, when we were eating under the high,
white moon, he told me more of the man for whom
we were searching.

“I ought to have written you more fully at the start.
You'd have been sorry for him then, not angry with
him. He does not suggest Lothario now, but he was
desperately in love once.

“She was the most fantastically imaginative crea-
ture, quick as light, and she played in circles around
him. He was never dull in those days. Rather hand-
some, in the lean Gibson manner; but he was always—
well—matter of fact. She had all there was of him the
first day, and it was hers to do as she pleased with.
Then one morning she saw quite plainly that he
would bore her. She had to have someone who could
play. Barksdale could have died for her, but he could
not play. Like that”—and Spencer gave a snap of his
fingers—“she jugged him. It was at a house party. I
was there and saw it. She was the sort of surgeon who
believes in amputation and she gave it to Barksdale
there without an anesthetic and with the crowd look-
ing on.

“He changed after that. Wouldn’t have anything he
couldn’t feel, see, smell. He had been wounded by
something elusive, intangible. He was still scarred; and
he hid behind the defenses of his five good senses.
When I met him five years later he had gone in for
facts and glass.”

He stopped speaking for a moment. The August
dark crowded closer, pressing its low, insistent noc-
turne against our ears. Then he resumed in a musing
voice, “Strange the obsession that an imaginative
woman can exercise over an unimaginative man. It is
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the sort of thing that can follow a chap to the grave.
Celia’s living in Europe now, married—children—but I
believe that if she called him today he’d go. She was
very beautiful, you know.”

“Yes,” I replied, “I know. Very tall, blond, with hair
fluffed and shining about her head like a madonna’s
halo. Odd way of standing too, with head turned to
one side so that she might look at one over her shoul-
der. Jasmine perfume, heavy, almost druggy.”

Spencer was startled. “You've seen her!”

“Yes, here. She came for Barksdale last night. I saw
her as plainly as I see you.”

“But she’s abroad, I tell you.”

I turned to Spencer with a sudden resolve. “You've
heard the Negroes here talk of Plat-eye?”

He nodded.

“Well, I've got to tell you something whether you
believe it or not. Barksdale got in wrong down here.
Stole a flask from the graveyard. There’s been hell
turned loose ever since: fires and singing every night
in the village and a lot more. I am sure now what it
all meant—conjuring, and Plat-eye, of course, to lead
Barksdale away and do him in, at the same time emp-
tying the house so that it could be searched for the
flask.”

“But Celia—how could they know about her?”

“They didn’t. But Barksdale knew. They had only
to break him down and let his old obsession call her
up. I probably saw her on the reflex from him, but I'll
swear she was there.”

Spencer was leaning toward me, the moon shining
full upon his face. I could see that he believed.

“Thank God you see it,” I breathed. “Now you
know why we’ve got to find him soon.”

In the hour just before dawn we emerged from the
forest at the far side of the island. The moon was low
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and reached long fingers of pale light through the
trees. The east was a swinging nebula of half light and
vapor. A flight of immense blue heron broke suddenly
into the air before us, hurling the mist back into our
faces from their beating wings. Spencer, who was
ahead of me, gave a cry and darted forward, disappear-
ing behind a palmetto thicket.

I grasped my machete and followed.

Our quest had ended. Barksdale lay face downward
in the marsh with his head toward the east. His hands
flung out before him were already awash in the rising
tide.

We dragged him to high ground. He was breathing
faintly in spasmodic gasps, and his pulse was a tiny
thread of movement under our fingertips. Two sap-
lings and our coats gave us a makeshift litter, and
three hours of stumbling, agonizing labor brought us
with our burden to the forest’s edge.

I waited with him there, while Spencer went for his
car and some wraps. When he returned his face was a
study.

“Had a devil of a time finding blankets,” he told
me, as we bundled Barksdale up for the race to town.
“House looks as though a tornado had passed through
it; everything out on the piazza, and in the front
yard.”

With what strength I had left I turned toward home.
Behind me lay the forest, dark even in the summer
noon; before me, the farthest hill, the sparse pines, and
the tumble of mounds in the graveyard.

I entered the clearing and looked at the mound
from which Barksdale had taken the flask. There it
was again. While it had been gone the cavity had
filled with water; now this had flooded out when the
bottle had been replaced and still glistened gray on
the sand, black on the pine needles.
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I regained the road and headed for the club.

Up from the fields came the hands, dinner bound;
fifteen or twenty of them, the women taking the direct
sun indifferently upon their bare heads. Bright field
hoes gleamed on shoulders. The hot noon stirred to
deep laughter, soft Gullah accents:

“Mornin’, Boss—howdy, Boss.”

They divided and flowed past me, women curtsying,
men touching hat brims. On they went; topped the
ridge; dropped from view.

Silence, immediate and profound.

Peter Fleming

The Kill

In the cold waiting room of a small railway station in
the West of England two men were sitting. They had
sat there for an hour, and were likely to sit there
longer. There was a thick fog outside. Their train was
indefinitely delayed.

The waiting room was a barren and unfriendly
place. A naked electric bulb lit it with wan, disdainful
efficiency. A notice, No Smoking, stood on the mantel-
piece; when you turned it round, it said No Smoking
on the other side, too. Printed regulations relating to
an outbreak of swine-fever in 1924 were pinned neatly
to one wall, almost, but maddeningly not quite, in the
center of it. The stove gave out a hot, thick smell, pow-
erful already, but increasing. A pale leprous flush on
the black and beaded window showed that a light was
burning on the platform outside, in the fog. Some-
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where, water dripped with infinite reluctance onto
corrugated iron.

The two men sat facing each other over the stove on
chairs of an unswerving woodenness. Their acquaint-
ance was no older than their vigil. From such talk as
they had had, it seemed likely that they were to re-
main strangers.

The younger of the two resented the lack of contact
in their relationship more than the lack of comfort in
their surroundings. His attitude toward his fellow
beings had but recently undergone a transition from
the subjective to the objective. As with many of his
class and age, the routine, unrecognized as such, of an
expensive education, with the triennial alternative of
those delights normal to wealth and gentility, had atro-
phied many of his curiosities. For the first twenty-odd
years of his life he had read humanity in terms of rele-
vance rather than reality, looking on people who held
no ordained place in his own existence much as a buck
in a park watches visitors walking up the drive:
mildly, rather resentfully inquiring—not inquisitive.
Now, hot in reaction from this unconscious provincial-
ism, he treated mankind as a museum, gaping con-
scientiously at each fresh exhibit, hunting for the non-
cumulative evidence of man’s complexity with indis-
criminate zeal. To each magic circle of individuality
he saw himself as a kind of free-lance tangent. He
aspired to be a connoisseur of men.

There was undoubtedly something arresting about
the specimen before him. Of less than medium height,
the stranger had yet that sort of ranging leanness that
lends vicarious inches. He wore a long black overcoat,
very shabby, and his shoes were covered with mud. His
face had no color in it, though the impression it pro-
duced was not one of pallor; the skin was of a dark
sallow, tinged with gray. The nose was pointed, the
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jaw sharp and narrow. Deep vertical wrinkles, run-
ning down toward it from the high cheekbones,
sketched the permanent groundwork of a broader
smile than the deep-set, honey-colored eyes seemed
likely to authorize. The most striking thing about the
face was the incongruity of its frame. On the back of
his head the stranger wore a bowler hat with a very
narrow brim. No word of such casual implications as
a tilt did justice to its angle. It was clamped, by some-
thing at least as holy as custom, to the back of his skull,
and that thin, questing face confronted the world
fiercely from under a black halo of nonchalance.

The man’s whole appearance suggested difference
rather than aloofness. The unnatural way he wore his
hat had the significance of indirect comment, like the
antics of a performing animal. It was as if he was part
of some older thing, of which Homo sapiens in a
bowler hat was an expurgated edition. He sat with
his shoulders hunched and his hands thrust into his
overcoat pockets. The hint of discomfort in his atti-
tude seemed due not so much to the fact that his
chair was hard as to the fact that it was a chair.

The young man had found him uncommunicative.
The most mobile sympathy, launching consecutive at-
tacks on different fronts, had failed to draw him out.
The reserved adequacy of his replies conveyed a re-
buff more effectively than sheer surliness. Except to
answer him, he did not look at the young man. When
he did, his eyes were full of an abstracted amusement.
Sometimes he smiled, but for no immediate cause.

Looking back down their hour together, the young
man saw a field of endeavor on which frustrated banal-
ities lay thick, like the discards of a routed army. But
resolution, curiosity, and the need to kill time all clam-
ored against an admission of defeat.

If he will not talk, thought the young man, then I
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will. The sound of my own voice is infinitely prefer-
able to the sound of none. I will tell him what has just
happened to me. It is really a most extraordinary
story. I will tell it as well as I can, and I shall be very
much surprised if its impact on his mind does not
shock this man into some form of self-revelation. He is
unaccountable without being outré and I am inordi-
nately curious about him.

Aloud he said, in a brisk and engaging manner, “I
think you said you were a hunting man?”

The other raised his quick, honey-colored eyes.
They gleamed with inaccessible amusement. Without
answering, he lowered them again to contemplate the
little beads of light thrown through the ironwork of
the stove onto the skirts of his overcoat. Then he
spoke. He had a husky voice. “I came here to hunt,”
he agreed.

“In that case,” said the young man, “you will have
heard of Lord Fleer’s private pack. Their kennels are
not far from here.”

“I know them,” replied the other.

“I have just been staying there,” the young man
continued. “Lord Fleer is my uncle.”

The other looked up, smiled and nodded, with the
bland inconsequence of a foreigner who does not
understand what is being said to him.

The young man swallowed his impatience. “Would
you,” he continued, using a slightly more peremptory
tone than heretofore,—“would you care to hear a new
and rather remarkable story about my uncle? Its dé-
nouement is not two days old. It is quite short.”

From the fastness of some hidden joke, those light
eyes mocked the necessity of a definite answer. At
length: “Yes,” said the stranger, “I would.” The im-
personality in his voice might have passed for a parade
of sophistication, a reluctance to betray interest. But
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“Very well,” said the young man.

Drawing his chair a little closer to the stove, he be-
gan:

As perhaps you know, my uncle, Lord Fleer, leads
a retired, though by no means an inactive life. For the
last two or three hundred years, the currents of con-
temporary thought have passed mainly through the
hands of men whose gregarious instincts have been
constantly awakened and almost invariably indulged.
By the standards of the 18th century, when English-
men first became self-conscious about solitude, my
uncle would have been considered unsociable. In the
early 19th century, those not personally acquainted
with him would have thought him romantic. Today,
his attitude toward the sound and fury of modern life
is too negative to excite comment as an oddity; yet
even now, were he to be involved in any occurrence
which could be called disastrous or interpreted as
discreditable, the press would pillory him as a “Titled
Recluse.” '

The truth of the matter is, my uncle has discovered
the elixir, or, if you prefer it, the opiate, of self-suffi-
ciency. A man of extremely simple tastes, not cursed
with overmuch imagination, he sees no reason to cross
frontiers of habit which the years have hallowed into
rigidity. He lives in his castle (it may be described as
commodious rather than comfortable), runs his estate
at a slight profit, shoots a little, rides a great deal, and
hunts as often as he can. He never sees his neighbors
except by accident, thereby leading them to suppose,
with sublime but unconscious arrogance, that he must
be slightly mad. If he is, he can at least claim to have
padded his own cell.

My uncle has never married. As the only son of his
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only brother, I was brought up in the expectation of
being his heir. During the war, however, an unfore-
seen development occurred.

In this national crisis my uncle, who was of course
too old for active service, showed a lack of public
spirit which earned him locally a good deal of unpopu-
larity. Briefly, he declined to recognize the war, or, if
he did recognize it, gave no sign of having done so.
He continued to lead his own vigorous but (in the cir-
cumstances) rather irrelevant life. Though he found
himself at last obliged to recruit his hunt-servants
from men of advanced age and uncertain mettle in any
crisis of the chase, he contrived to mount them well,
and twice a week during the season himself rode two
horses to a standstill after the hill-foxes which, as no
doubt you know, provide the best sport the Fleer coun-
try has to offer.

When the local gentry came and made representa-
tions to him, saying that it was time he did something
for his country besides destroying its vermin by the
most unreliable and expensive method ever devised,
my uncle was very sensible. He now saw, he said, that
he had been standing too aloof from a struggle of
whose progress (since he never read the paper) he had
been only indirectly aware. The next day he wrote to
London and ordered the Times and a Belgian refugee.
It was the least he could do, he said. I think he was
right.

The Belgian refugee turned out to be a female, and
dumb. Whether one or both of these characteristics
had been stipulated for by my uncle, nobody knew. At
any rate, she took up her quarters at Fleer: a heavy,
unattractive girl of 25, with a shiny face and small
black hairs on the backs of her hands. Her life ap-
peared to be modeled on that of the larger ruminants,
except, of course, that the greater part of it took place
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indoors. She ate a great deal, slept with a will, and
had a bath every Sunday, remitting this salubrious cus-
tom only when the housekeeper, who enforced it, was
away on her holiday. Much of her time she spent sit-
ting on a sofa, on the landing outside her bedroom,
with Prescott’s Conquest of Mexico open on her lap.
She read either exceptionally slowly or not at all, for
to my knowledge she carried the first volume about
with her for eleven years. Hers, I think, was the con-
templative type of mind.

The curious, and from my point of view the unfor-
tunate, aspect of my uncle’s patriotic gesture was the
gradually increasing affection with which he came to
regard this unlovable creature. Although, or more
probably because, he saw her only at meals, when her
features were rather more animated than at other
times, his attitude toward her passed from the de-
tached to the courteous, and from the courteous to the
paternal. At the end of the war there was no question
of her return to Belgium, and one day in 1919 I heard
with pardonable mortification that my uncle had
legally adopted her, and was altering his will in her
favor.

Time, however, reconciled me to being disinherited
by a being who, between meals, could scarcely be de-
scribed as sentient. I continued to pay an annual visit
to Fleer, and to ride with my uncle after his big-boned
Welsh hounds over the sullen, dark-gray hill country
in which—since its possession was no longer assured to
me—]I now began to see a powerful, though elusive,
beauty.

I came down here three days ago, intending to stay
for a week. I found my uncle, who is a tall, fine-look-
ing man with a beard, in his usual unassailable good
health. The Belgian, as always, gave me the impression
of being impervious to disease, to emotion, or indeed
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to anything short of an act of God. She had been put-
ting on weight since she came to live with my uncle,
and was now a very considerable figure of a woman,
though not, as yet, unwieldy.

It was at dinner, on the evening of my arrival, that
I first noticed a certain malaise behind my uncle’s
brusque, laconic manner. There was evidently some-
thing on his mind. After dinner he asked me to come
into his study. I detected, in the delivery of the invita-
tion, the first hint of embarrassment I had known him
to betray.

The walls of the study were hung with maps and the
extremities of foxes. The room was littered with bills,
catalogues, old gloves, fossils, rat-traps, cartridges, and
feathers which had been used to clean his pipe—a stale
diversity of jetsam which somehow managed to pro-
duce an impression of relevance and continuity, like
the débris in an animal’s lair. I had never been in the
study before.

“Paul,” said my uncle as soon as I had shut the
door, “I am very much disturbed.”

I assumed an air of sympathetic inquiry.

“Yesterday,” my uncle went on, “one of my tenants
came to see me. He is a decent man, who farms a strip
of land outside the park wall, to the northward. He
said that he had lost two sheep in a manner for which
he was wholly unable to account. He said he thought
they had been killed by some wild animal.”

My uncle paused. The gravity of his manner was
really portentous.

“Dogs?” 1 suggested, with the slightly patronizing
diffidence of one who has probability on his side.

My uncle shook his head judiciously. “This man
had often seen sheep which had been killed by dogs.
He said that they were always badly torn—nipped
about the legs, driven into a corner, worried to death:
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it was never a clean piece of work. These two sheep
had not been killed like that. I went down to see them
for myself. Their throats had been torn out. They were
not bitten, or nuzzled. They had both died in the
open, not in a corner. Whatever did it was an animal
more powerful and more cunning than a dog.

I said, “It couldn’t have been something that had
escaped from a traveling menagerie, I suppose?”

“They don’t come into this part of the country,” re-
plied my uncle. “There are no fairs.”

We were both silent for a moment. It was hard not
to show more curiosity than sympathy as I waited on
some further revelation to stake out my uncle’s claim
on the latter emotion. I could put no interpretation
on those two dead sheep wild enough to account for
his evident distress.

He spoke again, but with obvious reluctance.

“Another was killed early this morning,” he said in
a low voice, “on the Home Farm. In the same way.”

For lack of any better comment, I suggested beating
the nearby coverts. There might be some—

“We've scoured the woods,” interrupted my uncle
brusquely.

“And found nothing?”

“Nothing. . . . Except some tracks.”

“What sort of tracks?”

My uncle’s eyes were suddenly evasive. He turned
his head away.

“They were a man’s tracks,” he said slowly.

A log fell over in the fireplace.

Again a silence. The interview appeared to be caus-
ing him pain rather than relief. I decided that the situ-
ation could lose nothing through the frank expression
of my curiosity. Plucking up courage, I asked him
roundly what cause he had to be upset? Three sheep,
the property of his tenants, had died deaths which,
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though certainly unusual, were unlikely to remain for
long mysterious. Their destroyer, whatever it was,
would inevitably be caught, killed, or driven away in
the course of the next few days. The loss of another
sheep or two was the worst he had to fear.

When 1 had finished, my uncle gave me an anxious,
almost a guilty look. I was suddenly aware that he had
a confession to make. ‘

“Sit down,” he said. “I wish to tell you something.”

This is what he told me:

A quarter of a century ago, my uncle had had occa-
sion to engage a new housekeeper. With the blend of
fatalism and sloth which is the foundation of the
bachelor’s attitude to the servant problem, he took on
the first applicant. She was a tall, black, slant-eyed
woman from the Welsh border, aged about 30. My
uncle said nothing about her character, but described
her as having “powers.” When she had been at Fleer
some months, my uncle began to notice her, instead of
taking her for granted. She was not averse to being
noticed.

One day she came and told my uncle that she was
with child by him. He took it calmly enough till he
found that she expected him to marry her; or pre-
tended to expect it. Then he flew into a rage, called
her a whore, and told her she must leave the house as
soon as the child was born. Instead of breaking down,
or continuing the scene, she began to croon to herself
in Welsh, looking at him sideways with a certain
amusement. This frightened him. He forbade her to
come near him again, had her things moved into an
unused wing of the castle, and engaged another house-
keeper.

A child was born, and they came and told my uncle
that the woman was going to die; she asked for him
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continually, they said. As much frightened as dis-
tressed, he went through passages long unfamiliar to
her room. When the woman saw him, she began to
gabble in a preoccupied kind of way, looking at him
all the time, as if she were repeating a lesson. Then she
stopped, and asked that he should be shown the child.

It was a boy. The midwife, my uncle noticed, han-
dled it with a reluctance almost amounting to disgust.

“That is your heir,” said the dying woman, in a
harsh, unstable voice. “I have told him what he is to
do. He will be a good son to me, and jealous of his
birthright.” And she went off, my uncle said, into a
wild yet cogent rigmarole about a curse, embodied in
the child, which would fall on any whom he made his
heir over the bastard’s head. At last her voice trailed
away and she fell back, exhausted and staring.

As my uncle turned to go, the midwife whispered to
him to look at the child’s hands. Gently unclasping
the podgy, futile little fists, she showed him that on
each hand the third finger was longer than the sec-
ond....

Here I interrupted. The story had a certain queer
force behind it, perhaps from its obvious effect on the
teller. My uncle feared and hated the things he was
saying.

“What did that mean?” I asked; “—the third finger
longer than the second?”

“It took me a long time to discover,” replied my
uncle. “My own servants, when they saw I did not
know, would not tell me. But at last I found out
through the doctor, who had it from an old woman in
the village. People born with their third finger longer
than their second become werewolves. At least”’—he
made a perfunctory effort at amused indulgence—*that
is what the common people here think.”

“And what does that—what is that supposed to



The Kill 79

mean?” I too, found myself throwing rather hasty sops
to skepticism. I was growing strangely credulous.

“A werewolf,” said my uncle, dabbing in improba-
bility without self-consciousness, “is a human being
who becomes, at intervals, to all intents and purposes
a wolf. The transformation—or the supposed transfor-
mation—takes place at night. The werewolf kills men
and animals and is supposed to drink their blood. Its
preference is for men. All through the Middle Ages,
down to the seventeenth century, there were innumer-
able cases (especially in France) of men and women
being legally tried for offenses which they had com-
mitted as animals. Like the witches, they were rarely
acquitted, but, unlike the witches, they seem seldom
to have been unjustly condemned.” My uncle paused.
“I have been reading the old books,” he explained. “I
wrote to a man in London who is interested in these
things when I heard what was believed about the
child.”

“What became of the child?” I asked.

“The wife of one of my keepers took it in,” said my
uncle. “She was a stolid woman from the North who,
I think, welcomed the opportunity to show what little
store she set by the local superstitions. The boy lived
with them till he was ten. Then he ran away. I had
not heard of him since then till’—my uncle glanced
at me almost apologetically “—till yesterday.”

We sat for a moment in silence, looking at the fire.
My imagination had betrayed my reason in its full
surrender to the story. I had not got it in me to dispel
his fears with a parade of sanity. I was a little fright-
ened myself.

“You think it is your son, the werewolf, who is kill-
ing the sheep?” I said at length.

“Yes. For a boast, or for a warning, or perhaps out
of spite, at a night’s hunting wasted.”
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“Wasted?”

My uncle looked at me with troubled eyes. “His
business is not with sheep,” he said uneasily.

For the first time I realized the implications of the
Welshwoman’s curse. The hunt was up. The quarry
was the heir to Fleer. I was glad to have been disin-
herited.

“I have told Germaine not to go out after dusk,”
said my uncle, coming in pat on my train of thought.

The Belgian was called Germaine; her other name
was Vom.

I confess I spent no very tranquil night. My uncle’s
story had not wholly worked in me that ‘“‘suspension
of disbelief” which someone speaks of as being the
prime requisite of good drama. But I have a powerful
imagination. Neither fatigue nor common sense could
quite banish the vision of that metamorphosed malig-
nancy ranging, with design, the black and silver si-
lences outside my window. I found myself listening for
the sound of loping footfalls on a frost-baked crust of
beech-leaves. . . .

Whether it was in my dream that I heard, once, the
sound of howling I do not know. But the next morn-
ing I saw, as I dressed, a man walking quickly up the
drive. He looked like a shepherd. There was a dog at
his heels, trotting with a noticeable lack of assurance.
At breakfast my uncle told me that another sheep had
been killed, almost under the noses of the watchers.
His voice shook a little. Solicitude sat oddly on his fea-
tures as he looked at Germaine. She was eating por-
ridge, as if for a wager.

After breakfast we decided on a campaign. I will not
weary you with the details of its launching and its
failure. All day we quartered the woods with 30 men,
mounted and on foot. Near the scene of the kill our
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dogs picked up a scent which they followed for two
miles and more, only to lose it on the railway line. But
the ground was too hard for tracks, and the men said
it could only have been a fox or a polecat, so surely
and readily did the dogs follow it.

The exercise and the occupation were good for our
nerves. But late in the afternoon my uncle grew
anxious; twilight was closing in swiftly under a sky
heavy with clouds, and we were some distance from
Fleer. He gave final instructions for the penning of
the sheep by night, and we turned our horses’ heads
for home.

We approached the castle by the back drive, which
was little used: a dank, unholy alley, running the
gauntlet of a belt of firs and laurels. Beneath our
horses’ hoofs flints chinked remotely under a thick car-
pet of moss. Each consecutive cloud from their nostrils
hung with an air of permanency as if bequeathed to
the unmoving air.

We were perhaps 300 yards from the tall gates lead-
ing to the stable yard when both horses stopped dead,
simultaneously. Their heads were turned toward the
trees on our right, beyond which, I knew, the sweep
of the main drive converged on ours.

My uncle gave a short, inarticulate cry in which
premonition stood aghast at the foreseen. At the same
moment, something howled on the other side of the
trees. There was relish, and a kind of sobbing laugh-
ter, in that hateful sound. It rose and fell luxuriously,
and rose and fell again, fouling the night. Then it
died away, fawning on satiety in a throaty whimper.

The forces of silence fell unavailingly on its rear; its
filthy echoes still went reeling through our heads. We
were aware that feet went loping lightly down the
iron-hard drive—two feet.
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My uncle flung himself off his horse and dashed
through the trees. I followed. We scrambled down a
bank and out into the open. The only figure in sight
was motionless.

Germaine Vom lay doubled up in the drive, a solid,
black mark against the shifting values of the dusk. We
ran forward. ...

To me she had always been an improbable cipher
rather than a real person. I could not help reflecting
that she died, as she had lived, in the livestock tradi-
tion. Her throat had been torn out.

The young man leaned back in his chair, a little
dizzy from talking and from the heat of the stove. The
inconvenient realities of the waiting room, forgotten
in his narrative, closed in on him again. He sighed,
and smiled rather apologetically at the stranger.

“It is a wild and improbable story,” he said. “I do
not expect you to believe the whole of it. For me, per-
haps, the reality of its implications has obscured its
almost ludicrous lack of verisimilitude. You see, by
the death of the Belgian I am heir to Fleer.”

The stranger smiled: a slow, but no longer an ab-
stracted smile. His honey-colored eyes were bright.
Under his long black overcoat his body seemed to be
stretching itself in sensual anticipation. He rose si-
lently to his feet.

The other found a sharp, cold fear drilling into his
vitals. Something behind those shining eyes threatened
him with appalling immediacy, like a sword at his
heart. He was sweating. He dared not move.

The stranger’s smile was now a grin, a ravening con-
vulsion of the face. His eyes blazed with a hard and
purposeful delight. A thread of saliva dangled from
the corner of his mouth.



The Kill 83

Very slowly he lifted one hand and removed his

bowler hat. Of the fingers crooked about its brim, the

young man saw that the third was longer than the
second.

F. Marion Crawford
The Upper Berth

Somebody asked for the cigars. We had talked long,
and the conversation was beginning to languish; the
tobacco smoke had got into the heavy curtains, the
wine had got into those brains which were liable to be-
come heavy, and it was already perfectly evident that,
unless somebody did something to rouse our oppressed
spirits, the meeting would soon come to its natural
conclusion, and we, the guests, would speedily go
home to bed, and most certainly to sleep.

No one had said anything very remarkable; it may
be that no one had anything very remarkable to say.

Jones had given us every particular of his last hunt-
ing adventure in Yorkshire. Mr. Tompkins, of Boston,
had explained at elaborate length those working prin-
ciples, by the due and careful maintenance of which
the Atchison, Topeka, and Santa Fe Railroad not only
extended its territory, increased its departmental in-
fluence, and transported livestock without starving
them to death before the day of actual delivery, but
also had for years succeeded in deceiving those passen-
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gers who bought its tickets into the fallacious belief
that the corporation aforesaid was really able to trans-
port human life without destroying it.

Signor Tombola had endeavored to persuade us, by
arguments which we took no trouble to oppose, that
the unity of his country in no way resembled the aver-
age modern torpedo, carefully planned, constructed
with all the skill of the greatest European arsenals,
but, when constructed, destined to be directed by fee-
ble hands into a region where it must undoubtedly
explode, unseen, unfeared, and unheard, into the
illimitable wastes of political chaos.

It is unnecessary to go into further details. The con-
versation had assumed proportions which would have
bored Prometheus on his rock, which would have
driven Tantalus to distraction, and which would have
impelled Ixion to seek relaxation in the simple but
instructive dialogues of Herr Ollendorff, rather than
submit to the greater evil of listening to our talk. We
had sat at table for hours; we were bored, we were
tired, and nobody showed signs of moving.

Somebody called for cigars. We all instinctively
looked toward the speaker.

Brisbane was a man of five-and-thirty years of age,
and remarkable for those gifts which chiefly attract
the attention of men. He was a strong man. The ex-
ternal proportions of his figure presented nothing ex-
traordinary to the common eye, though his size was
above the average. He was a little over six feet in
height, and moderately broad in the shoulder. He did
not appear to be stout, but, on the other hand, he was
certainly not thin. His small head was supported by
a strong and sinewy neck. His broad, muscular hands
appeared to possess a peculiar skill in breaking walnuts
without the assistance of the ordinary cracker, and,
seeing him in profile, one could not help remarking
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the extraordinary breadth of his sleeves, and the un-
usual thickness of his chest. He was one of those men
who are commonly spoken of among men as deceptive;
that is to say, that though he looked exceedingly
strong he was in reality very much stronger than he
looked. Of his features I need say little. His head is
small, his hair is thin, his eyes are blue, his nose is
large, he has a small mustache, and a square jaw.
Everybody knows Brisbane, and when he asked for a
cigar everybody looked at him.

“It is a very singular thing,” said Brisbane.

Everybody stopped talking. Brisbane’s voice was not
loud, but possessed a peculiar quality of penetrating
general conversation, and cutting it like a knife.
Everybody listened. Brisbane, perceiving that he had
attracted their general attention, lit his cigar with
great equanimity.

“It is very singular,” he continued, “that thing
about ghosts. People are always asking whether any-
body has seen a ghost. I have.”

“Bosh! What, you?” “You don’t mean to say so,
Brisbane?” “Well, for a man of his intelligence!”

A chorus of exclamations greeted Brisbane’s remark-
able statement. Everybody called for cigars, and
Stubbs, the butler, suddenly appeared from the depths
of nowhere with a fresh bottle of dry champagne. The
situation was saved; Brisbane was going to tell a story.

I am an old sailor, said Brisbane, and as I have to
cross the Atlantic pretty often, I have my favorites.
Most men have their favorites. I have seen a man wait
in a Broadway bar for three-quarters of an hour for a
particular car which he liked. I believe the barkeeper
made at least one-third of his living by that man’s pref-
erence. I have a habit of waiting for certain ships
when I am obliged to cross that duck-pond. It may be
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a prejudice, but I was never cheated out of a good
passage but once in my life.

I remember it very well. It was a warm morning in
June, and the Custom House officials, who were hang-
ing about waiting for a steamer already on her way up
from the Quarantine, presented a peculiarly hazy and
thoughtful appearance. I had not much luggage—I
never have. I mingled with the crowd of passengers,
porters, and officious individuals in blue coats and
brass buttons, who seemed to spring up like mush-
rooms from the deck of a moored steamer to obtrude
their unnecessary services upon the independent pas-
senger. I have often noticed with a certain interest the
spontaneous evolution of these fellows. They are not
there when you arrive; five minutes after the pilot has
called “Go ahead!” they, or at least their blue coats
and brass buttons, have disappeared from deck and
gangway as completely as though they had been con-
signed to that locker which tradition unanimously
ascribes to Davy Jones. But, at the moment of starting,
they are there, clean shaved, blue-coated, and ravenous
for fees.

I hastened on board. The Kamtschatka was one of
my favorite ships. I say was, because she emphatically
no longer is. I cannot conceive of any inducement
which could entice me to make another voyage in her.
Yes, I know what you are going to say. She is uncom-
monly clean in the run aft, she has enough bluffing
off in the bows to keep her dry, and the lower berths
are most of them double. She has a lot of advantages,
but I won’t cross in her again.

Excuse the digression. I got on board. I hailed a
steward, whose red nose and redder whiskers were
equally familiar to me.

“One hundred and five, lower berth,” said I, in the
businesslike tone peculiar to men who think no more
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at downtown Delmonico’s.

The steward took my portmanteau, greatcoat, and
rug. I shall never forget the expression of his face. Not
that he turned pale. It is maintained by the most
eminent divines that even miracles cannot change the
course of nature. I have no hesitation in saying that
he did not turn pale; but, from his expression, I
judged that he was either about to shed tears, to
sneeze, or to drop my portmanteau. As the latter con-
tained two bottles of particularly fine old sherry pre-
sented to me for my voyage by my old friend Sniggin-
son van Pickyns, I felt extremely nervous. But the
steward did none of these things.

“Well, I'm damned!” said he in a low voice, and led
the way.

I supposed my Hermes, as he led me to the lower
regions, had had a little grog, but I said nothing, and
followed him. One hundred and five was on the port
side, well aft. There was nothing remarkable about
the stateroom. The lower berth, like most of those
upon the Kamtschatka, was double. There was plenty
of room; there was the usual washing apparatus, cal-
culated to convey an idea of luxury to the mind of a
North American Indian; there were the usual ineffi-
cient racks of brown wood, in which it is more easy to
hang a large-sized umbrella than the common tooth-
brush of commerce. Upon the uninviting mattresses
were carefully folded together those blankets which a
great modern humorist has aptly compared to cold
buckwheat cakes. The question of towels was left en-
tirely to the imagination. The glass decanters were
filled with a transparent liquid faintly tinged with
brown, but from which an odor less faint, but not
more pleasing, ascended to the nostrils, like a far-off
seasick reminiscence of oily machinery. Sad-colored
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curtains half closed the upper berth. The hazy June
daylight shed a faint illumination upon the desolate
little scene. Ugh! how I hate that stateroom!

The steward deposited my traps and looked at me,
as though he wanted to get away—probably in search
of more passengers and more fees. It is always a good
plan to start in favor with those functionaries, and I
accordingly gave him certain coins there and then.

“I'll try and make yer comfortable all I can,” he re-
marked, as he put the coins in his pocket. Neverthe-
less, there was a doubtful intonation in his voice which
surprised me. Possibly his scale of fees had gone up,
and he was not satisfied; but on the whole I was in-
clined to think that, as he himself would have ex-
pressed it, he was “the better for a glass.”

I was wrong, however, and did the man injustice.

Nothing especially worthy of mention occurred dur-
ing that day. We left the pier punctually, and it was
very pleasant to be fairly under way, for the weather
was warm and sultry, and the motion of the steamer
produced a refreshing breeze. Everybody knows what
the first day at sea is like. People pace the decks and
stare at each other, and occasionally meet acquaint-
ances whom they did not know to be on board. There
is the usual uncertainty as to whether the food will
be good, bad, or indifferent, until the first two meals
have put the matter beyond a doubt; there is the usual
uncertainty about the weather, until the ship is fairly
off Fire Island. The tables are crowded at first, and
then suddenly thinned. Pale-faced people spring from
their seats and precipitate themselves toward the
door, and each old sailor breathes more freely as his
seasick neighbor rushes from his side, leaving him
plenty of elbowroom and a command over the mus-
tard.

One passage across the Atlantic is very much like
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another, and we who cross very often do not make the
voyage for the sake of novelty. Whales and icebergs
are indeed always objects of interest, but, after all, one
whale is very much like another whale, and one rarely
sees an iceberg at close quarters. To the majority of
us the most delightful moment of the day on board an
ocean steamer is when we have taken our last turn on
deck, have smoked our last cigar, and having succeeded
in tiring ourselves, feel at liberty to turn in with a clear
conscience.

On that first night of the voyage I felt particularly
lazy, and went to bed in 105 rather earlier than I usu-
ally do. As I turned in, I was amazed to see that I was
to have a companion. A portmanteau, very like my
own, lay in the opposite corner, and in the upper
berth had been deposited a neatly folded rug, with a
stick and umbrella. I had hoped to be alone, and I
was disappointed; but I wondered who my roommate
was to be, and I determined to have a look at him.

Before I had been long in bed he entered. He was,
as far as I could see, a very tall man, very thin, very
pale, with sandy hair and whiskers and colorless gray
eyes. He had about him, I thought, an air of rather
dubious fashion; the sort of man you might see in
Wall Street, without being able precisely to say what
he was doing there—the sort of man who frequents the
Café Anglais, who always seems to be alone and who
drinks champagne; you might meet him on a race-
course, but he would never appear to be doing any-
thing there either. A little overdressed—a little odd.
There are three or four of his kind on every ocean
steamer.

I made up my mind that I did not care to make his
acquaintance, and I went to sleep saying to myself that
I would study his habits, in order to avoid him. If he
rose early, I would rise late; if he went to bed late, I



90 F. Marion Crawford

would go to bed early. I did not care to know him. If
you once know people of that kind they are always
turning up. Poor fellow! I need not have taken the
trouble to come to so many decisions about him, for I
never saw him again after that first night in 105.

I was sleeping soundly when I was suddenly waked
by a loud noise. To judge from the sound, my room-
mate must have sprung with a single leap from the
upper berth to the floor. I heard him fumbling with
the latch and bolt of the door, which opened almost
immediately, and then I heard his footsteps as he ran
at full speed down the passage, leaving the door open
behind him. The ship was rolling a little, and I ex-
pected to hear him stumble or fall, but he ran as
though he were running for his life. The door swung
on its hinges with the motion of the vessel, and the
sound annoyed me. I got up and shut it, and groped
my way back to my berth in the darkness. I went to
sleep again; but I have no idea how long I slept.

When I awoke it was still quite dark, but I felt a
disagreeable sensation of cold, and it seemed to me
that the air was damp. You know the peculiar smell of
a cabin which has been wet with sea water. I covered
myself up as well as I could and dozed off again, fram-
ing complaints to be made the next day, and selecting
the most powerful epithets in the language. I could
hear my roommate turn over in the upper berth. He
had probably returned while I was asleep. Once I
thought I heard him groan, and I argued that he was
seasick. That is particularly unpleasant when one is
below. Nevertheless I dozed off and slept till early day-
light.

The ship was rolling heavily, much more than on
the previous evening, and the gray light which came
in through the porthole changed in tint with every
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movement according as the angle of the vessel’s side
turned the glass seaward or skyward. It was very cold
—unaccountably so for the month of June. I turned
my head and looked at the porthole, and saw to my
surprise that it was wide open and hooked back. I be-
lieve I swore audibly. Then I got up and shut it.

As I turned back I glanced at the upper berth. The
curtains were drawn close together; my companion
had probably felt cold as well as I. It struck me that
I had slept enough. The stateroom was uncomfortable,
though, strange to say, I could not smell the dampness
which had annoyed me in the night. My roommate was
still asleep—excellent opportunity for avoiding him, so
I dressed at once and went on deck.

The day was warm and cloudy, with an oily smell
on the water. It was seven o’clock as I came out—much
later than I had imagined. I came across the doctor,
who was taking his first sniff of the morning air. He
was a young man from the West of Ireland—a tre-
mendous fellow, with black hair and blue eyes, al-
ready inclined to be stout. He had a happy-go-lucky,
healthy look about him which was rather attractive.

“Fine morning,” I remarked, by way of introduc-
tion.

“Well,” said he, eyeing me with an air of ready in-
terest, “it’s a fine morning and it’s not a fine morning.
I don’t think it’s much of a morning.”

“Well, no—it is not so very fine,” said I.

“It’s just what I call fuggly weather,” replied the
doctor.

“It was very cold last night, I thought,” I remarked.
“However, when I looked about, I found that the
porthole was wide open. I had not noticed it when I
went to bed. And the stateroom was damp, too.”

“Damp!” said he. “Whereabouts are your”
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“One hundred and five—"

To my surprise the doctor started visibly, and stared
at me.

“What is the matter?” I asked.

“Oh—nothing,” he answered. “Only everybody has
complained of that stateroom for the last three trips.”

“I shall complain, too,” I said. “It has certainly not
been properly aired. It is a shame!”

“I don’t believe it can be helped,” answered the
doctor. “I believe there is something—well, it is not
my business to frighten passengers.”

“You need not be afraid of frightening me,” I re-
plied. “I can stand any amount of damp. If I should
get a bad cold I will come to you.”

I offered the doctor a cigar, which he took and
examined very critically.

“It is not so much the damp,” he remarked. “How-
ever, I dare say you will get on very well. Have you
a roommate?”

“Yes; a deuce of a fellow, who bolts out in the mid-
dle of the night, and leaves the door open.”

Again the doctor glanced curiously at me. Then he
lit the cigar and looked grave. “Did he come back?”
he asked.

“Yes. I was asleep, but I waked up, and heard him
moving. Then I felt cold and went to sleep again.
This morning I found the porthole open.”

“Look here,” said the doctor quietly, “I don’t care
much for this ship. I don’t care a rap for her reputa-
tion. I tell you what I will do. I have a good-sized
place up here. I will share it with you, though I don’t
know you from Adam.”

I was very much surprised at the proposition. I
could not imagine why he should take such a sudden
interest in my welfare. However, his manner as he
spoke of the ship was peculiar.
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“You are very good, doctor,” I said. “But, really, I
believe even now the cabin could be aired, or cleaned
out, or something. Why do you not care for the ship?”

“We are not superstitious in our profession, sir,”
replied the doctor, “but the sea makes people so. I
don’'t want to prejudice you, and I don’t want to
frighten you, but if you will take my advice you will
move in here. I would as soon see you overboard,” he
added earnestly, “as know that you or any other man
was to sleep in one-oh-five.”

“Good gracious! Why?” T asked.

“Just because on the last three trips the people who
have slept there actually have gone overboard,” he
answered gravely.

The intelligence was startling and exceedingly un-
pleasant, I confess. I looked hard at the doctor to see
whether he was making game of me, but he looked
perfectly serious. I thanked him warmly for his offer,
but told him I intended to be the exception to the
rule by which everyone who slept in that particular
stateroom went overboard. He did not say much, but
looked as grave as ever, and hinted that, before we got
across, I should probably reconsider his proposal.

In the course of time we went to breakfast, at which
only an inconsiderable number of passengers assem-
bled. I noticed that one or two of the officers who
breakfasted with us looked grave. After breakfast I
went into my stateroom in order to get a book. The
curtains of the upper berth were still closely drawn.
Not a word was to be heard. My roommate was prob-
ably still asleep.

As I came out I met the steward whose business it
was to look after me. He whispered that the captain
wanted to see me, and then scuttled away down the
passage as if very anxious to avoid any questions. I
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went toward the captain’s cabin, and found him wait-
ing for me.

“Sir,” said he, “I want to ask a favor of you.”

I answered that I would do anything to oblige him.

“Your roommate has disappeared,” he said. “He is
known to have turned in early last night. Did you
notice anything extraordinary in his manner?”

The question coming, as it did, in exact confirma-
tion of the fears the doctor had expressed half an hour
earlier, staggered me. “You don’t mean to say he has
gone overboard?” I asked.

“I fear he has,” answered the captain.

“This is the most extraordinary thing—" I began.

“Why?” he asked.

“He is the fourth, then?” I explained. In answer to
another question from the captain, I explained, with-
out mentioning the doctor, that I had heard the story
concerning 105. He seemed very much annoyed at
hearing that I knew it. I told him what had occurred
in the night.

“What you say,” he replied, “coincides almost ex-
actly with what was told me by the roommates of two
of the other three. They bolt out of bed and run
down the passage. Two of them were seen to go over-
board by the watch. We stopped and lowered boats,
but they were not found. Nobody, however, saw or
heard the man who was lost last night—if he is really
lost. The steward, who is a superstitious fellow, per-
haps, and expected something to go wrong, went to
look for him this morning, and found his berth empty,
but his clothes lying about, just as he had left them.
The steward was the only man on board who knew
him by sight, and he has been searching everywhere
for him. He has disappeared! Now, sir, I want to beg
you not to mention the circumstance to any of the
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passengers. I don’t want the ship to get a bad name,
and nothing hangs about an ocean-goer like stories of
suicides. You shall have your choice of any one of the
officers’ cabins you like, including my own, for the rest
of the passage. Is that a fair bargain?”

“Very,” said I, “and I am much obliged to you. But
since I am alone, and have the stateroom to myself, I
would rather not move. If the steward will take out
that unfortunate man’s things, I would as lief stay
where I am. I will not say anything about the matter,
and I think I can promise you that I will not follow
my roommate.”

The captain tried to dissuade me from my intention,
but I preferred having a stateroom alone to being the
chum of any officer on board. I do not know whether I
acted foolishly, but if I had taken his advice I should
have had nothing more to tell. There would have re-
mained the disagreeable coincidence of several sui-
cides occurring among men who had slept in the same
cabin, but that would have been all.

That was not the end of the matter, however, by
any means. I obstinately made up my mind that I
would not be disturbed by such tales, and I even went
so far as to argue the question with the captain. There
was something wrong about the stateroom, I said. It
was rather damp. The porthole had been left open
last night. My roommate might have been ill when he
came on board, and suddenly have become delirious
after he went to bed. He might even now be hiding
somewhere on board, and would be found later. The
place ought to be aired and the fastening of the port
looked to. If the captain would give me leave, I would
see that what I thought necessary was done immedi-
ately.

“éf course you have a right to stay where you are if
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you please,” he replied, rather petulantly. “But I wish
you would turn out and let me lock the place up, and
be done with it.”

I did not see it in the same light, and left the cap-
tain, after promising to be silent concerning the dis-
appearance of my companion. The latter had had no
acquaintances on board, and was not missed in the
course of the day. Toward evening I met the doctor
again, and he asked me whether I had changed my
mind. I told him I had not.

“Then you will before long,” he said very gravely.

We played whist in the evening, and I went to bed
late. I will confess now that I felt a disagreeable sensa-
tion when I entered my stateroom. I could not help
thinking of the tall man I had seen on the previous
night, who was now dead, drowned, tossing about in
the long swell, two or three hundred miles astern.
His face rose very distinctly before me as I undressed,
and I even went so far as to draw back the curtains of
the upper berth, as though to persuade myself that he
was actually gone. I also bolted the door of the state-
room. Suddenly I became aware that the porthole
was open, and fastened back.

This was more than I could stand. I hastily threw on
my dressing-gown and went in search of Robert, the
steward of my passage. I was very angry, I remember,
and when I found him I dragged him roughly to the
door of 105, and pushed him toward the open port-
hole.

“What the deuce do you mean, you scoundrel, by
leaving that port open every night? Don’t you know it
is against the regulations? Don’t you know that if the
ship heeled and the water began to come in, ten men
could not shut it? I will report you to the captain, you
blackguard, for endangering the ship!”

I was exceedingly wroth. The man trembled and
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turned pale, and then began to shut the round glass
plate with the heavy brass fittings.

“Why don’t you answer me?” I said roughly.

“If you please, sir,” faltered Robert, “there’s nobody
on board as can keep this ‘ere port shut at night. You
can try it yourself, sir. I ain’t a-going to stop hany
longer on board o’ this vessel, sir. I ain’t, indeed. But
if I was you, sir, I'd just clear out and go and sleep
with the surgeon, or something, I would. Look ’ere,
sir, is that fastened what you may call securely, or not,
sir? Try it, sir, see if it will move a hinch.”

I tried the port, and found it perfectly tight.

“Well, sir,” continued Robert triumphantly, “I
wager my reputation as a Al steward that in ’arf an
hour it will be open again; fastened back, too, sir,
that’s the horful thing—fastened back!”

I examined the great screw and the looped nut that
ran on it. “If I find it open in the night, Robert, I will
give you a sovereign. It is not possible. You may go.”

“Soverin did you say, sir? Very good, sir. Thank vye,
sir. Good night, sir. Pleasant reepose, sir, and all man-
ner of hinchantin’ dreams, sir.”

Robert scuttled away, delighted at being released.
Of course, I thought he was trying to account for his
negligence by a silly story, intended to frighten me,
and I disbelieved him. The consequence was that he
got his sovereign, and I spent a very peculiarly un-
pleasant night.

I went to bed, and five minutes after I had rolled
myself up in my blankets the inexorable Robert extin-
guished the light that burned steadily behind the
ground-glass pane near the door. I lay quite still in the
dark trying to go to sleep, but I soon found that im-
possible. It had been some satisfaction to be angry
with the steward, and the diversion had banished that
unpleasant sensation I had at first experienced when
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I thought of the drowned man who had been my
chum. But I was no longer sleepy, and I lay awake for
some time, occasionally glancing at the porthole,
which I could just see from where I lay, and which, in
the darkness, looked like a faintly luminous soup plate
suspended in blackness.

I believe I must have lain there for an hour, and, as
I remember, I was just dozing into sleep when I was
roused by a draft of cold air, and by distinctly feeling
the spray of the sea blown upon my face. I started to
my feet, and not having allowed in the dark for the
motion of the ship, I was instantly thrown violently
across the stateroom upon the couch which was placed
beneath the porthole. I recovered immediately, and
climbed upon my knees.

The porthole was again wide open and fastened
back!

Now these things are facts. I was wide awake when
I got up, and I should certainly have been waked by
the fall had I still been dozing. Moreover, I bruised
my elbows and knees badly, and the bruises were there
on the following morning to testify to the fact, if I
myself had doubted it. The porthole was wide open
and fastened back—a thing so unaccountable that I re-
member very well feeling astonishment rather than
fear when I discovered it.

I at once closed the plate again, and screwed down
the loop nut with all my strength. It was very dark in
the stateroom. I reflected that the port had certainly
been opened within an hour after Robert had at first
shut it in my presence, and I determined to watch it,
and see whether it would open again. Those brass fit-
tings are very heavy and by no means easy to move; I
could not believe that the clamp had been turned by
the shaking of the screw. I stood peering out through
the thick glass at the alternate white and gray streaks
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of the sea that foamed beneath the ship’s side. I must
have remained there a quarter of an hour.

Suddenly, as I stood, I distinctly heard something
moving behind me in one of the berths, and a moment
afterward, just as I turned instinctively to look—
though I could, of course, see nothing in the darkness
—I heard a very faint groan. I sprang across the state-
room, and tore the curtains of the upper berth aside,
thrusting in my hands to discover if there were any-
one there. There was someone.

I remember that the sensation as I put my hands
forward was as though I were plunging them into the
air of a damp cellar, and from behind the curtains
came a gust of wind that smelled horribly of stagnant
sea water. I laid hold of something that had the shape
of a man’'s arm, but was smooth, and wet, and icy
cold. But suddenly, as I pulled, the creature sprang
violently forward against me, a clammy, oozy mass, as
it seemed to me, heavy and wet, yet endowed with a
sort of supernatural strength. I reeled across the state-
room, and in an instant the door opened and the thing
rushed out.

I had not had time to be frightened, and quickly
recovering myself, I sprang through the door and gave
chase at the top of my speed, but I was too late. Ten
yards before me I could see—I am sure I saw it—a dark
shadow moving in the dimly lighted passage, quickly
as the shadow of a fast horse thrown before a dogcart
by the lamp on a dark night. But in a moment it had
disappeared, and I found myself holding on to the
polished rail that ran along the bulkhead where the
passage turned toward the companion. My hair stood
on end, and the cold perspiration rolled down my face.
I am not ashamed of it in the least: I was very badly
frightened.

Still I doubted my senses, and pulled myself to-
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gether. It was absurd, I thought. The Welsh rarebit I
had eaten had disagreed with me. I had been in a
nightmare.

I made my way back to my stateroom, and entered
it with an effort. The whole place smelled of stagnant
sea water, as it had when I had waked on the previous
evening. It required my utmost strength to go in, and
grope among my things for a box of wax lights. As I
lighted a railway reading lantern which I always carry
in case I want to read after the lamps are out, I per-
ceived that the porthole was again open, and a sort of
creeping horror began to take possession of me which
I never felt before, nor wish to feel again. But I got a
light and proceeded to examine the upper berth, ex-
pecting to find it drenched with sea water.

But I was disappointed. The bed had been slept in,
and the smell of the sea was strong; but the bedding
was as dry as a bone. I fancied that Robert had not
had the courage to make the bed after the accident of
the previous night—it had all been a hideous dream. I
drew the curtains back as far as I could and examined
the place very carefully. It was perfectly dry.

But the porthole was open again. With a sort of dull
bewilderment of horror I closed it and screwed it
down, and thrusting my heavy stick through the brass
loop, wrenched it with all my might, till the thick
metal began to bend under the pressure. Then I
hooked my reading lamp into the red velvet at the
head of the couch, and sat down to recover my senses
if I could. I sat there all night, unable to think of rest
—hardly able to think at all. But the porthole re-
mained closed, and I did not believe it would now
open again without the application of force.

The morning dawned at last, and I dressed myself
slowly, thinking over all that had happened in the
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night. It was a beautiful day and I went on deck, glad
to get out into the early, pure sunshine, and to smell
the breeze from the blue water, so different from the
noisome, stagnant odor of my stateroom. Instinctively
I turned aft, toward the surgeon’s cabin. There he
stood, with a pipe in his mouth, taking his morning
airing precisely as on the preceding day.

“Good morning,” said he quietly, but looking at me
with evident curiosity.

“Doctor, you were quite right,” said I. “There is
something wrong about that place.”

“I thought you would change your mind,” he an-
swered, rather triumphantly. “You have had a bad
night, eh? Shall I make you a pick-me-up? I have a
capital recipe.”

“No, thanks,” I cried. “But I would like to tell you
what happened.”

I then tried to explain as clearly as possible precisely
what had occurred, not omitting to state that I had
been scared as I had never been scared in my whole
life before. I dwelt particularly on the phenomenon
of the porthole, which was a fact to which I could
testify, even if the rest had been an illusion. I had
closed it twice in the night, and the second time I had
actually bent the brass wrenching it with my stick. I
believe I insisted a good deal on this point.

“You seem to think I am likely to doubt the story,”
said the doctor, smiling at the detailed account of the
state of the porthole. “I do not doubt it in the least. I
renew my invitation to you. Bring your traps here, and
take half my cabin.”

“Come and take half of mine for one night,” I said.
“Help me to get at the bottom of this thing.”

“You will get to the bottom of something else if
you try,” answered the doctor.



102 F. Marion Crawford

“What?” I asked.

“The bottom of the sea. I am going to leave this
ship. It is not canny.”

“Then you will not help me to find out—"

“Not I,” said the doctor quickly. “It is my business
to keep my wits about me—not to go fiddling about
with ghosts and things.”

“Do you really believe it is a ghost?” I inquired,
rather contemptuously. But as I spoke I remembered
very well the horrible sensation of the supernatural
which had got possession of me during the night.

The doctor turned sharply on me. “Have you any
reasonable explanation of these things to offer?” he
asked. “No; you have not. Well, you say you will find
an explanation. I say you won't, sir, because there is
not any.”

“But, my dear sir,” I retorted, “do you, a man of
science, mean to tell me that such things cannot be
explained?”

“I do,” he answered stoutly. “And, if they could, I
would not be concerned in the explanation.”

I did not care to spend another night alone in the
stateroom, and yet I was obstinately determined to get
at the root of the disturbances. I do not believe there
are many men who would have slept there alone, after
passing two such nights. But I made up my mind to
try it, if I could not get anyone to share a watch with
me.

The doctor was evidently not inclined for such an
experiment. He said he was a surgeon, and that in case
any accident occurred on board he must be always in
readiness. He could not afford to have his nerves un-
settled. Perhaps he was quite right, but I am inclined
to think that his precaution was prompted by his in-
clination. On inquiry, he informed me that there was
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no one on board who would be likely to join me in my
investigations, and after a little more conversation I
left him.

A little later I met the captain, and told him my
story. I said that, if no one would spend the night
with me, I would ask leave to have the light burning
all night, and would try it alone.

“Look here,” said he, “I will tell you what I will
do. I will share your watch myself, and we will see
what happens. It is my belief that we can find out be-
tween us. There may be some fellow skulking on
board, who steals a passage by frightening the passen-
gers. It is just possible that there may be something
queer in the carpentering of that berth.”

I suggested taking the ship’s carpenter below and
examining the place; but I was overjoyed at the cap-
tain’s offer to spend the night with me. He accord-
ingly sent for the workman and ordered him to do
anything I required.

We went below at once. I had all the bedding
cleared out of the upper berth, and we examined the
place thoroughly to see if there was a board loose any-
where, or a panel which could be opened or pushed
aside. We tried the planks everywhere, tapped the
flooring, unscrewed the fittings of the lower berth and
took it to pieces—in short, there was not a square inch
of the stateroom which was not searched and tested.
Everything was in perfect order, and we put every-
thing back in its place. As we were finishing our work,
Robert came to the door and looked in.

“Well, sir—find anything, sir?” he asked, with a
ghastly grin.

“You were right about the porthole, Robert,” I
said, and I gave him the promised sovereign.

The carpenter did his work silently and skillfully,
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following my directions. When he had done he spoke.

“I'm a plain man, sir,” he said. “But_it’s my be-
lief you had better just turn out your things, and let
me run half a dozen four-inch screws through the door
of this cabin. There’s no good never came o’ this
cabin yet, sir, and that’s all about it. There’s been
four lives lost out o' here to my own remembrance,
and that in four trips. Better give it up, sir—better
give it up!”

“I will try it for one night more,” I said.

“Better give it up, sir—better give it up! It’s a pre-
cious bad job,” repeated the workman, putting his
tools in his bag and leaving the cabin.

But my spirits had risen considerably at the prospect
of having the captain’s company, and I made up my
mind not to be prevented from going to the end of the
strange business. I abstained from Welsh rarebits and
grog that evening, and did not even join in the cus-
tomary game of whist. I wanted to be quite sure of
my nerves, and my vanity made me anxious to make a
good figure in the captain’s eyes.

The captain was one of those splendidly tough and
cheerful specimens of seafaring humanity whose com-
bined courage, hardihood, and calmness in difficulty
leads them naturally into high positions of trust. He
was not the man to be led away by an idle tale, and
the mere fact that he was willing to join me in the in-
vestigation was proof that he thought there was some-
thing seriously wrong, which could not be accounted
for on ordinary theories, nor laughed down as a com-
mon superstition. To some extent, too, his reputation
was at stake, as well as the reputation of the ship. It is
no light thing to lose passengers overboard, and he
knew it.

About ten o’clock that evening, as I was smoking a
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last cigar, he came up to me, and drew me aside from
the beat of the other passengers who were patrolling
the deck in the warm darkness.

“This is a serious matter, Mr. Brisbane,” he said.
“We must make up our minds either way—to be dis-
appointed or to have a pretty rough time of it. You
see I cannot afford to laugh at the affair, and I will
ask you to sign your name to a statement of whatever
occurs. If nothing happens tonight we will try it
again tomorrow and next day. Are you ready?”

So we went below, and entered the stateroom. As we
went in I could see Robert the steward, who stood a
little farther down the passage, watching us, with his
usual grin, as though certain that something dreadful
was about to happen. The captain closed the door be-
hind us and bolted it.

“Supposing we put your portmanteau before the
door,” he suggested. “One of us can sit on it. Nothing
can get out then. Is the port screwed down?”

I found it as I had left it in the morning. Indeed,
without using a lever, as I had done, no one could
have opened it. I drew back the curtains of the upper
berth so that I could see well into it. By the captain’s
advice I lighted my reading lantern, and placed it so
that it shone upon the white sheets above. He insisted
upon sitting on the portmanteau, declaring that he
wished to be able to swear that he had sat before the
door.

Then he requested me to search the stateroom thor-
oughly, an operation very soon accomplished, as it
consisted merely in looking beneath the lower berth
and under the couch below the porthole. The spaces
were empty.

“It is impossible for any human being to get in,” I
said, “or for any human being to open the port.”
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“Very good,” said the captain calmly. “If we see any-
thing now, it must be either imagination or something
supernatural.”

I sat down on the edge of the lower berth.

“The first time it happened,” said the captain, cross-
ing his legs and leaning back against the door, “was in
March. The passenger who slept here, in the upper
berth, turned out to have been a lunatic—at all events,
he was known to have been a little touched, and he
had taken his passage without the knowledge of his
friends. He rushed out in the middle of the night and
threw himself overboard, before the officer who had
the watch could stop him. We stopped and lowered a
boat. It was a quiet night, just before that heavy
weather came on, but we could not find him. Of
course, his suicide was afterward accounted for on the
ground of his insanity.”

“I suppose that often happens?” I remarked.

“Not often—no,” said the captain; “never before in
my experience, though I have heard of it happening
on board of other ships. Well, as I was saying, that
occurred in March. On the very next trip— What are
you looking at?” he asked, stopping suddenly in his
narration.

I believe I gave no answer. My eyes were riveted
upon the porthole. It seemed to me that the brass
loop-nut was beginning to turn very slowly upon the
screw—so slowly, however, that I was not sure it
moved at all. I watched it intently, fixing its position
in my mind, and trying to ascertain whether it
changed. Seeing where I was looking, the captain
looked, too.

“It moves!” he exclaimed, in a tone of conviction.
“No, it does not,” he added, after a minute.

“If it were the jarring of the screw,” said I, “it
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would have opened during the day, but I found it this
evening jammed tight as I left it this morning.”

I rose and tried the nut. It was certainly loosened,
for by an effort I could move it with my hands.

“The queer thing,” said the captain, “is that the
second man who was lost is supposed to have got
through that very port. We had a terrible time over
it. It was in the middle of the night, and the weather
was very heavy. There was an alarm that one of the
ports was open and the sea running in. I came below
and found everything flooded, the water pouring in
every time she rolled, and the whole port swinging
from the top bolts—not the porthole in the middle.
Well, we managed to shut it, but the water did some
damage. Ever since that the place smells of sea water
from time to time. We supposed the passenger had
thrown himself out, though the Lord only knows how
he did it. The steward kept telling me that he cannot
keep anything shut here. Upon my word—I can smell
it now, cannot you?” he inquired, sniffing the air
suspiciously.

“Yes—distinctly,” I said, and I shuddered as that
same odor of stagnant sea water grew stronger in the
cabin. “Now, to smell like this, the place must be
damp,” I continued, “and yet when I examined it with
the carpenter this morning everything was perfectly
dry. It is most extraordinary—hallo!”

My reading lantern, which had been placed in the
upper berth, was suddenly extinguished. There was
still a good deal of light from the pane of ground glass
near the door, behind which loomed the regulation
lamp. The ship rolled heavily, and the curtain of the
upper berth swung far out into the stateroom and
back again.

I rose quickly from my seat on the edge of the bed,
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and the captain at the same moment started to his feet
with a loud cry of surprise. I had turned with the in-
tention of taking down the lantern to examine it,
when I heard his exclamation, and immediately after-
ward his call for help. I sprang toward him. He was
wrestling with all his might with the brass loop of the
port. It seemed to turn against his hands in spite of all
his efforts. I caught up my cane, a heavy oak stick I
always used to carry, and thrust it through the ring
and bore on it with all my strength. But the strong
wood snapped suddenly and I fell upon the couch.

When I rose again the port was wide open, and the
captain was standing with his back against the door,
pale to the lips.

“There is something in that berth!” he cried, in a
strange voice, his eyes almost starting from his head.
“Hold the door, while I look—it shall not escape us,
whatever it is!”

But instead of taking his place, I sprang upon the
lower bed, and seized something which lay in the
upper berth.

It was something ghostly, horrible beyond words,
and it moved in my grip. It was like the body of a
man long drowned, and yet it moved, and had the
strength of ten men living. But I gripped it with all
my might—the slippery, oozy, horrible thing—the dead
white eyes seemed to stare at me out of the dusk. The
putrid odor of rank sea water was about it, and its
shiny hair hung in foul wet curls over its dead face. I
wrestled with the dead thing; it thrust itself upon me
and forced me back and nearly broke my arms. It
wound its corpse’s arms about my neck, the living
death, and overpowered me, so that I, at last, cried
aloud and fell, and left my hold.

As I fell the thing sprang across me, and seemed to
throw itself upon the captain. When I last saw him on
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his feet his face was white and his lips set. It seemed
to me that he struck a violent blow at the dead being,
and then he, too, fell forward upon his face, with an
inarticulate cry of horror.

The thing paused an instant, seeming to hover over
his prostrate body, and I could have screamed again
for very fright, but I had no voice left. The thing van-
ished suddenly, and it seemed to my disturbed senses
that it made its exit through the open port, though
how that was possible, considering the smallness of the
aperture, is more than anyone can tell.

I lay a long time upon the floor, and the captain lay
beside me. At last I partially recovered my senses and
moved, and instantly I knew that my arm was broken
—the small bone of the left forearm near the wrist.

I got upon my feet somehow, and with my remain-
ing hand I tried to raise the captain. He groaned and
moved, and at last came to himself. He was not hurt,
but he seemed badly stunned.

Well, do you want to hear any more? There is noth-
ing more. That is the end of my story. The carpenter
carried out his scheme of running half a dozen four-
inch screws through the door of 105; and if ever you
take passage in the Kamtschatka, you may ask for a
berth in that stateroom. You will be told that it is en-
gaged—yes—it is engaged by that dead thing.

I finished the trip in the surgeon’s cabin. He doc-
tored my broken arm, and advised me not to “fiddle
about with ghosts and things” any more. The captain
was very silent, and never sailed again in that ship,
though it is still running. And I will not sail in her
either. It was a very disagreeable experience, and I was
very badly frightened, which is a thing I do not like.
That is all. That is how I saw a ghost—if it was a ghost.
It was dead, anyhow.



Alfred Noyes
Midnight Express

It was a battered old book, bound in red buckram. He
found it, when he was twelve years old, on an upper
shelf in his father’s library; and, against all the rules,
he took it to his bedroom to read by candlelight, when
the rest of the rambling old Elizabethan house was
flooded with darkness. That was how young Mortimer
always thought of it. His own room was a little isolated
cell, in which, with stolen candle ends, he could keep
the surrounding darkness at bay, while everyone else
had surrendered to sleep and allowed the outer night
to come flooding in. By contrast with those uncon-
scious ones, his elders, it made him feel intensely alive
in every nerve and fiber of his young brain. The tick-
ing of the grandfather clock in the hall below, the
beating of his own heart; the long-drawn rhythmical
“ah” of the sea on the distant coast, all filled him with
a sense of overwhelming mystery; and, as he read, the
soft thud of a blinded moth, striking the wall above
the candle, would make him start and listen like a
creature of the woods at the sound of a cracking twig.
The battered old book had the strangest fascination
for him, though he never quite grasped the thread of
the story. It was called The Midnight Express, and
there was one illustration, on the 50th page, at which
he could never bear to look. It frightened him.
Young Mortimer never understood the effect of
that picture on him. He was an imaginative, but not
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a neurotic youngster; and he avoided the 50th page
as he might have hurried past a dark corner on the
stairs when he was six years old, or as the grown man
on the lonely road, in the Ancient Mariner, who, hav-
ing once looked round, walks on, and turns no more
his head. There was nothing in the picture—appar-
ently—to account for this haunting dread. Darkness,
indeed, was almost its chief characteristic. It showed
an empty railway platform—at night—lit by a single
dreary lamp; an empty railway platform that sug-
gested a deserted and lonely junction in some remote
part of the country. There was only one figure on the
platform: the dark figure of a man, standing almost
directly under the lamp, with his face turned away
toward the black mouth of a tunnel, which—for some
strange reason—plunged the imagination of the child
into a pit of horror. The man seemed to be listening.
His attitude was tense, expectant, as though he were
awaiting some fearful tragedy. There was nothing in
the text, so far as the child read, and could under-
stand, to account for this waking nightmare. He could
neither resist the fascination of the book, nor face that
picture in the stillness and loneliness of the night. He
pinned it down to the page facing it with two long
pins, so that he should not come upon it by accident.
Then he determined to read the whole story through.
But, always, before he came to page 50, he fell asleep;
and the outlines of what he had read were blurred;
and the next night he had to begin again; and again,
before he came to the 50th page, he fell asleep.

He grew up, and forgot all about the book and the
picture. But halfway through his life, at that strange
and critical time when Dante entered the dark wood,
leaving the direct path behind him, he found himself,
a little before midnight, waiting for a train at a lonely
junction; and, as the station-clock began to strike 12,
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he remembered; remembered like a man awakening
from a long dream—

There, under the single dreary lamp, on the long
glimmering platform, was the dark and solitary figure
that he knew. Its face was turned away from him to-
ward the black mouth of the tunnel. It seemed to be
listening, tense, expectant, just as it had been 38 years
ago.

But he was not frightened now, as he had been in
childhood. He would go up to that solitary figure, con-
front it, and see the face that had so long been hidden,
so long averted from him. He would walk up quietly,
and make some excuse for speaking to it: he would
ask it, for instance, if the train was going to be
late. It should be easy for a grown man to do this; but
his hands were clenched, when he took the first step,
as if he, too, were tense and expectant. Quietly, but
with the old vague instincts awaking, he went toward
the dark figure under the lamp, passed it, swung round
abruptly to speak to it; and saw—without speaking,
without being able to speak—

It was himself—staring back at himself—as in some
mocking mirror, his own eyes alive in his own white
face, looking into his own eyes, alive—

The nerves of his heart tingled as though their own
electric currents would paralyze it. A wave of panic
went through him. He turned, gasped, stumbled,
broke into a blind run, out through the deserted and
echoing ticket-office, on to the long moonlit road be-
hind the station. The whole countryside seemed to be
utterly deserted. The moonbeams flooded it with the
loneliness of their own deserted satellite.

He paused for a moment, and heard, like the echo
of his own footsteps, the stumbling run of something
that followed over the wooden floor within the ticket-
office. Then he abandoned himself shamelessly to his
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fear; and ran, sweating like a terrified beast, down the
long white road between the two endless lines of
ghostly poplars each answering another, into what
seemed an infinite distance. On one side of the road
there was a long straight canal, in which one of the
lines of poplars was again endlessly reflected. He heard
the footsteps echoing behind him. They seemed to be
slowly, but steadily, gaining upon him. A quarter of a
mile away, he saw a small white cottage by the road-
side, a white cottage with two dark windows and a
door that somehow suggested a human face. He
thought to himself that, if he could reach it in time,
he might find shelter and security—escape.

The thin implacable footsteps, echoing his own,
were still some way off when he lurched, gasping, into
the little porch; rattled the latch, thrust at the door,
and found it locked against him. There was no bell
or knocker. He pounded on the wood with his fists
until his knuckles bled. The response was horribly
slow. At last, he heard heavier footsteps within the
cottage. Slowly they descended the creaking stair.
Slowly the door was unlocked. A tall shadowy figure
stood before him, holding a lighted candle, in such a
way that he could see little either of the holder’s face
or form; but to his dumb horror there seemed to be
a cerecloth wrapped round the face.

No words passed between them. The figure beck-
oned him in; and, as he obeyed, it locked the door be-
hind him. Then, beckoning him again, without a
word, the figure went before him up the crooked stair,
with the ghostly candle casting huge and grotesque
shadows on the whitewashed walls and ceiling.

They entered an upper room, in which there was a
bright fire burning, with an armchair on either side of
it, and a small oak table, on which there lay a battered
old book, bound in dark red buckram. It seemed as
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though the guest had been long expected and all
things were prepared.

The figure pointed to one of the armchairs, placed
the candlestick on the table by the book (for there was
no other light but that of the fire) and withdrew with-
out a word, locking the door behind him.

Mortimer looked at the candlestick. It seemed fa-
miliar. The smell of the guttering wax brought back
the little room in the old Elizabethan house. He
picked up the book with trembling fingers. He recog-
nized it at once, though he had long forgotten every-
thing about the story. He remembered the ink stain
on the title page; and then, with a shock of recollec-
tion, he came on the 50th page, which he had pinned
down in childhood. The pins were still there. He
touched them again—the very pins which his trembling
childish fingers had used so long ago.

He turned back to the beginning. He was deter-
mined to read it to the end now, and discover what it
all was about. He felt that it must all be set down
there, in print; and, though in childhood he could
not understand it, he would be able to fathom it now.

It was called The Midnight Express; and, as he read
the first paragraph, it began to dawn upon him slowly,
fearfully, inevitably.

It was the story of a man who, in childhood, long
ago, had chanced upon a book, in which there was a
picture that frightened him. He had grown up and for-
gotten it, and one night, upon a lonely railway plat-
form, he had found himself in the remembered scene
of the picture; he had confronted the solitary figure
under the lamp; recognized it, and fled in panic. He
had taken shelter in a wayside cottage; had been led to
an upper room, found the book awaiting him and had
begun to read it right through, to the very end, at
last.—And this book, too, was called The Midnight Ex-
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press. And it was the story of a man who, in child-
hood— It would go on thus, forever and forever, and
forever. There was no escape.

But when the story came to the wayside cottage, for
the third time, a deeper suspicion began to dawn upon
him, slowly, fearfully, inevitably.—Although there was
no escape, he could at least try to grasp more clearly
the details of the strange circle, the fearful wheel, in
which he was moving.

There was nothing new about the details. They had
been there all the time; but he had not grasped their
significance. That was all. The strange and dreadful
being that had led him up the crooked stair—who and
what was That?

The story mentioned something that had escaped
him. The strange host, who had given him shelter,
was about his own height. Could it be that he also—
and was this why the face was hidden?

At the very moment when he asked himself that
question, he heard the click of the key in the locked
door.

The strange host was entering—moving toward him
from behind—casting a grotesque shadow, larger than
human, on the white walls in the guttering candle-
light.

It was there, seated on the other side of the fire,
facing him. With a horrible nonchalance, as a woman
might prepare to remove a veil, it raised its hands to
unwind the cerecloth from its face. He knew to whom
it would belong. But would it be dead or living?

There was no way out but one. As Mortimer
plunged forward and seized the tormentor by the
throat, his own throat was gripped with the same bru-
tal force. The echoes of their strangled cry were indis-
tinguishable; and when the last confused sounds died
out together, the stillness of the room was so deep that
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you might have heard—the ticking of the old grand-
father clock, and the long-drawn rhythmical “ah” of
the sea, on a distant coast, 38 years ago.

But Mortimer had escaped at last. Perhaps, after
all, he had caught the midnight express.

It was a battered old book, bound in red buck-
ram...

Ambrose Bierce

The Damned Thing

ONE DOES NOT ALWAYS EAT WHAT IS ON THE TABLE

By the light of a tallow candle which had been placed
on one end of a rough table a man was reading some-
thing written in a book. It was an old account book,
greatly worn; and the writing was not, apparently,
very legible, for the man sometimes held the page close
to the flame of the candle to get a stronger light on it.
The shadow of the book would then throw into ob-
scurity a half of the room, darkening the number of
faces and figures; for besides the reader, eight other
men were present. Seven of them sat against the rough
log walls, silent, motionless, and the room being small,
not very far from the table. By extending an arm any
one of them could have touched the eighth man, who
lay on the table, face upward, partly covered by a
sheet, his arms at his sides. He was dead.

The man with the book was not reading aloud, and
no one spoke; all seemed to be waiting for something
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to occur; the dead man only was without expectation.
From the blank darkness outside came in, through the
aperture that served for a window, all the ever unfa-
miliar noises of night in the wilderness—the long
nameless note of a distant coyote; the stilly pulsing
trill of tireless insects in trees; strange cries of night
birds, so different from those of the birds of day; the
drone of great blundering beetles, and all that myste-
rious chorus of small sounds that seem always to have
been but half heard when they had suddenly ceased, as
if conscious of an indiscretion. But nothing of all this
was noted in that company; its members were not over-
much addicted to idle interest in matters of no prac-
tical importance. They were evidently men of the
vicinity—farmers and woodsmen.

The person reading was a trifle different; one would
have said of him that he was of the world, worldly,
albeit there was that in his attire which attested a cer-
tain fellowship with the organisms of his environment.
His coat would hardly have passed muster in San
Francisco; his footgear was not of urban origin, and
the hat that lay by him on the floor (he was the only
one uncovered) was such that if one had considered it
as an article of mere personal adornment he would
have missed its meaning. In countenance the man was
rather prepossessing, with just a hint of sternness;
though that he may have assumed or cultivated, as
appropriate to one in authority. For he was a coroner.
It was by virtue of his office that he had possession of
the book in which he was reading; it had been found
among the dead man’s effects—in his cabin, where the
inquest was now taking place.

When the coroner had finished reading he put the
book into his breast pocket. At that moment the door
was pushed open and a young man entered. He,
clearly, was not of mountain birth and breeding: he



118 Ambrose Bierce

was clad as those who dwell in cities. His clothing was
dusty, however, as from travel. He had, in fact, been
riding hard to attend the inquest. The coroner nod-
ded; no one else greeted him.

“We have waited for you,” said the coroner. “It is
necessary to have done with this business tonight.”

The young man smiled. “I am sorry to have kept
you,” he said. “I went away, not to evade your sum-
mons, but to post to my newspaper an account of what
I suppose I am called back to relate.”

The coroner smiled. “The account that you posted
to your newspapers,” he said, “differs, probably, from
that which you will give here under oath.”

“That,” replied the other, rather hotly and with a
visible flush, “is as you please. I used manifold paper
and have a copy of what I sent. It was not written as
news, for it is incredible, but as fiction. It may go as a
part of my testimony under oath.”

“But you say it is incredible.”

“That is nothing to you, sir, if I also swear that it is
true.”

The coroner was silent for a time, his eyes upon the
floor. The men about the sides of the cabin talked in
whispers, but seldom withdrew their gaze from the
face of the corpse. Presently the corner lifted his eyes
and said, “We will resume the inquest.”

The men removed their hats. The witness was
sworn.

“What is your name?” the coroner asked. “And
age?”

“William Harker. Twenty-seven.”

“You knew the deceased, Hugh Morgan?”

“Yes.”

“You were with him when he died?”

“Near him.”

“How did that happen—your presence, I mean?”
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“I was visiting him at this place to shoot and fish. A
part of my purpose, however, was to study him and his
odd, solitary way of life. He seemed a good model for
a character in fiction. I sometimes write stories.”

“I sometimes read them.”

“Thank you.”

“Stories in general—not yours.”

Some of the jurors laughed. Against a somber back-
ground humor shows high lights. Soldiers in the inter-
vals of battle laugh easily, and a jest in the death
chamber conquers by surprise.

“Relate the circumstances of this man’s death,” said
the coroner. “You may use any notes that you please.”

The witness understood. Pulling a manuscript
from his pocket he held it near the candle and turn-
ing the leaves until he found the passage that he
wanted began to read.

WHAT MAY HAPPEN IN A FIELD OF WILD OATS

“. .. The sun had hardly risen when we left the
house. We were looking for quail, each with a shot-
gun, but we had only one dog. Morgan said that our
best ground was beyond a certain ridge that he pointed
out, and we crossed it by a trail through the chapar-
ral. On the other side was comparatively level ground,
thickly covered with wild oats. As we emerged from
the chaparral Morgan was but a few yards in advance.
Suddenly we heard, at a little distance to our right and
partly in front, a noise as of some animal thrashing
about in the bushes, which we could see were violently
agitated.

“‘We've started a deer,’ I said. ‘I wish we had a
rifle.’

‘““Morgan, who had stopped and was intently watch-
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ing the agitated chaparral, said nothing, but had
cocked both barrels of his gun and was holding it in
readiness to aim. I thought him a trifle excited, which
surprised me, for he had a reputation for coolness,
even in moments of sudden and imminent peril.

*“‘Oh, come,” I said. ‘You are not going to fill up a
deer with quail-shot, are you?’

“Still he did not reply; but catching a sight of his
face as he turned it slightly toward me I was struck by
the intensity of his look. Then I understood that we
had serious business in hand and my first conjecture
was that we had ‘jumped’ a grizzly. I advanced to Mor-
gan’s side, cocking my piece as I moved.

“The bushes were now quiet and the sounds had
ceased, but Morgan was as attentive to the place as
before.

“ ‘What is it? What the devil is it?’ I asked.

“ ‘“That Damned Thing!’ he replied, without turn-
ing his head. His voice was unnatural. He trembled
visibly.

“I was about to speak further, when I observed the
wild oats near the place of the disturbance moving in
the most inexplicable way. I 'can hardly describe it.
It seemed as if stirred by a streak of wind, which not
only bent it, but pressed it down—crushed it so that
it did not rise; and this movement was slowly prolong-
ing itself directly toward us.

“Nothing that I had ever seen had affected me so
strangely as this unfamiliar and unaccountable phe-
nomenon, yet I am unable to recall any sense of fear.
I remember—and tell it here because, singularly
enough, I recollected it then—that once in looking
carelessly out of an open window I momentarily mis-
took a small tree close at hand for one of a group of
larger trees at a little distance away. It looked the
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same size as the others, but being more distinctly and
sharply defined in mass and detail seemed out of har-
mony with them. It was a mere falsification of the
law of aérial perspective, but it startled, almost terri-
fied me. We so rely upon the orderly operation of fa-
miliar natural laws that any seeming suspension of
them is noted as a menace to our safety, a warning of
unthinkable calamity. So now the apparently cause-
less movement of the herbage and the slow, undevi-
ating approach of the line of disturbances were dis-
tinctly disquieting. My companion appeared actually
frightened, and I could hardly credit my senses when
I saw him suddenly throw his gun to his shoulder and
fire both barrels at the agitated grain! Before the
smoke of the discharge had cleared away I heard a
loud savage cry—a scream like that of a wild animal—
and flinging his gun upon the ground Morgan sprang
away and ran swiftly from the spot. At the same in-
stant I was thrown violently to the ground by the
impact of something unseen in the smoke—some soft,
heavy substance that seemed thrown against me with
great force.

“Before I could get upon my feet and recover my
gun, which seemed to have been struck from my hands,
I heard Morgan crying out as if in mortal agony, and
mingling with his cries were such hoarse, savage
sounds as one hears from fighting dogs. Inexpressibly
terrified, I struggled to my feet and looked in the direc-
tion of Morgan’s retreat; and may Heaven in mercy
spare me from another sight like that! At a distance of
less than thirty yards was my friend, down upon one
knee, his head thrown back at a frightful angle, hat-
less, his long hair in disorder and his whole body in
violent movement from side to side, backward and
forward. His right arm was lifted and seemed to lack
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the hand—at least, I could see none. The other, arm
was invisible. At times, as my memory now reports this
extraordinary scene, I could discern but a part of his
body; it was as if he had been partly blotted out—I
cannot otherwise express it—then a shifting of his posi-
tion would bring it all into view again.

“All this must have occurred within a few seconds,
yet in that time Morgan assumed all the postures of a
determined wrestler vanquished by superior weight
and strength. I saw nothing but him, and him not al-
ways distinctly. During the entire incident his shouts
and curses were heard, as if through an enveloping
uproar of such sounds of rage and fury as I had never
heard from the throat of man or brutel

“For a moment only I stood irresolute, then throw-
ing down my gun I ran forward to my friend’s as-
sistance. I had a vague belief that he was suffering
from a fit, or some form of convulsion. Before I could
reach his side he was down and quiet. All sounds had
ceased, but with a feeling of such terror as even these
awful events had not inspired I now saw again the
mysterious movement of the wild oats, prolonging
itself from the trampled area about the prostrate man
toward the edge of a wood. It was only when it had
reached the wood that I was able to withdraw my eyes
and look at my companion. He was dead.”

A MAN THOUGH NAKED MAY BE IN RAGS

The coroner rose from his seat and stood beside the
dead man. Lifting an edge of the sheet he pulled it
away, exposing the entire body, altogether naked and
showing in the candlelight a claylike yellow. It had,
however, broad maculations of bluish black, obviously
caused by extravasated blood from contusions. The
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chest and sides looked as if they had been beaten with
a bludgeon. There were dreadful lacerations; the skin
was torn in strips and shreds.

The coroner moved round to the end of the table
and undid a silk handkerchief which had been passed
under the chin and knotted on the top of the head.
When the handkerchief was drawn away it exposed
what had been the throat. Some of the jurors who had
risen to get a better view repented their curiosity and
turned away their faces. Witness Harker went to the
open window and leaned out across the sill, faint and
sick. Dropping the handkerchief upon the dead man’s
neck the coroner stepped to an angle of the room and
from a pile of clothing produced one garment after
another, each of which he held up a moment for in-
spection. All were torn, and stiff with blood. The ju-
rors did not make a closer inspection. They seemed
rather uninterested. They had, in truth, seen all this
before; the only thing that was new to them being
Harker’s testimony.

“Gentlemen,” the coroner said, “we have no more
evidence, I think. Your duty has been already ex-
plained to you; if there is nothing you wish to ask you
may go outside and consider your verdict.”

The foreman rose—a tall, bearded man of sixty,
coarsely clad. “I should like to ask one question, Mr.
Coroner,” he said. “What asylum did this yer last wit-
ness escape from?”

“Mr. Harker,” said the coroner, gravely and tran-
quilly, “from what asylum did you last escape?”

Harker flushed crimson again, but said nothing, and
the seven jurors rose and solemnly filed out of the
cabin.

“If you have done insulting me, sir,” said Harker,
as soon as he and the officer were left alone with the
dead man, “I suppose I am at liberty to go?”
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“Yes.”

Harker started to leave, but paused, with his hand
on the door latch. The habit of his profession was
strong in him—stronger than his sense of personal
dignity. He turned about and said, “The book that
you have there—I recognize it as Morgan’s diary. You
seemed greatly interested in it; you read in it while I
was testifying. May I see it? The public would like—"

“The book will cut no figure in this matter,” replied
the official, slipping it into his coat pocket; “all the
entries in it were made before the writer’s death.”

As Harker passed out of the house the jury re-
entered and stood about the table, on which the now
covered corpse showed under the sheet with sharp
definition. The foreman seated himself near the can-
dle, produced from his breast pocket a pencil and
scrap of paper and wrote rather laboriously the fol-
lowing verdict, which with various degrees of effort
all signed: We, the jury, do find that the remains come
to their death at the hands of a mountain lion, but
some of us thinks, all the same, they had fits.

AN EXPLANATION FROM THE TOMB

In the diary of the late Hugh Morgan are certain in-
teresting entries having, possibly, a scientific value as
suggestions. At the inquest upon his body the book
was not put in evidence; possibly the coroner thought
it not worth while to confuse the jury. The date of
the first of the entries mentioned cannot be ascer-
tained; the upper part of the leaf is torn away; the
part remaining follows:

“. .. would run in a half circle, keeping his head
turned always toward the center, and again he would
stand still, barking furiously. At last he ran away into
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the brush as fast as he could go. I thought at first that
he had gone mad, but on returning to the house
found no other alteration in his manner than what
was obviously due to fear of punishment.

“Can a dog see with his nose? Do odors impress
some cerebral center with images of the thing that
emitted them?...

“Sept. 2.—Looking at the stars last night as they rose
above the crest of the ridge east of the house, I ob-
served them successively disappear—from left to right.
Each was eclipsed but an instant, and only a few at
the same time, but along the entire length of the
ridge all that were within a degree or two of the crest
were blotted out. It was as if something had passed
along between me and them; but I could not see it,
and the stars were not thick enough to define its out-
line. Ugh! I don’t like this.”

Several weeks’ entries are missing, three leaves being
torn from the book.

“Sept. 27.—It has been about here again—I find evi-
dences of its presence every day. I watched again all
last night in the same cover, gun in hand, double-
charged with buckshot. In the morning the fresh foot-
prints were there, as before. Yet I would have sworn
that I did not sleep—indeed, I hardly sleep at all. It
is terrible, insupportable! If these amazing experiences
are real I shall go mad; if they are fanciful I am mad
already.

“Oct. 3.—I shall not go—it shall not drive me away.
No, this is my house, my land. God hates a coward. . ..

“Oct. 5.1 can stand it no longer; I have invited
Harker to pass a few weeks with me—he has a level
head. I can judge from his manner if he thinks me
mad.

“Oct. 7.—1 have the solution of the mystery; it came
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to me last night—suddenly, as by revelation. How sim-
ple!

“There are sounds that we cannot hear. At either
end of the scale are notes that stir no chord of that
imperfect instrument, the human ear. They are too
high or too grave. I have observed a flock of black-
birds occupying an entire treetop—the tops of several
trees—and all in full song. Suddenly—in a moment—
at absolutely the same instant—all spring into the air
and fly away. How? They could not all see one an-
other—whole treetops intervened. At no point could
a leader have been visible to all. There must have
been a signal of warning or command, high and shrill
above the din, but by me unheard. I have observed,
too, the same simultaneous flight when all were silent,
among not only blackbirds, but other birds—quail, for
example, widely separated by bushes—even on oppo-
site sides of a hill.

“It is known to seamen that a school of whales bask-
ing or sporting on the surface of the ocean, miles
apart, with the convexity of the earth between, will
sometimes dive at the same instant—all gone out of
sight in a moment. The signal has been sounded—too
grave for the ear of the sailor at the masthead and his
comrades on the deck—who nevertheless feel its vibra-
tions in the ship as the stones of a cathedral are stirred
by the bass of the organ.

“As with sounds, so with colors. At each end of the
solar spectrum the chemist can detect the presence of
what are known as ‘actinic’ rays. They represent colors
—integral colors in the composition of light—which
we are unable to discern. The human eye is an im-
perfect instrument; its range is but a few octaves of the
real ‘chromatic scale.” I am not mad; there are colors
that we cannot see.
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“And, God help me! the Damned Thing is of such
a color!”

August Derleth
The Metronome

As she lay in bed, with the pleasant, concealing dark-
ness all around, her lips were half parted in a smile
that was the only expression of her relief that the
funeral was over at last. And no one had suspected
that she and the boy had not fallen into the river
accidentally, no one had guessed that she could have
saved her stepchild if she had wanted to. “Oh, poor
Mrs. Farwell, how terrible she must feell” She could
hear their words ringing faint and far away in the
close-pressing darkness of the night.

What remorse she had fleetingly felt when at last
the child had gone down, when he had disappeared
beneath the surface of the water for the last time, and
when she herself lay exhausted on the shore, had long
since passed from her. She had ceased to think how
she could have done it—she had even convinced her-
self that the river bank had caved in accidentally, that
she had forgotten how weak it was there, and how
deep the water below, and how swift the current.

In the next room her husband moved. He had sus-
pected nothing. “Now I have only you,” he had said
to her, sorrow in the worn lines of his face. It had been
difficult for her those first few days, but the definite
consignment of Jimmy’s body to the grave had less-
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ened and finally dissipated the faint doubts that
haunted her.

Still, thinking soberly, it was difficult for her to con-
ceive how she could have done it. It was certainly im-
pulsive, but irritation at the boy and hatred because
of his resemblance to his mother had fostered her
desire. And that metronome! At ten years a boy ought
to have forgotten such childish things as a metronome.
If he had played the piano and needed it to keep time
—that might have been a different thing. But as it was,
no, no—too much. Her nerves couldn’t have stood it
another day. And when she had hidden the metro-
nome, how he had enraged her by singing that absurd
little ditty which he had heard Walter Damrosch sing
in explanation of the nickname Metronome Sym-
phony for Beethoven's Eighth on one of the Friday
morning children’s hour programs! The words of it,
those absurdly childish words which Beethoven had
sent to the inventor of the metronome, ran through
her mind, ringing irritatingly in the chambers of her
memory.

How d’you do,
How d’you do,
How d’you do,
My dear, my dear
Mis-ter Mel-zo!

Or something like that. She could not be sure of
them. They rang insistently in her memory to the sec-
ond movement of the symphony, beating like the
metronome, tick-tick, tick-tick, endlessly. The metro-
nome and the song had after all crystallized her feeling
for the son of Farwell’s first wife.

She thrust the song from her memory.

Then abruptly she began to wonder where she had
hidden the metronome. It was rather a pretty thing,
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quite modern, with a heavy silver base, and a little
hammer on a grooved steel rod extending upward
against the background of a curved triangle of silver.
She had not yielded to her first impulse to destroy it
because she had thought that after the boy was gone
it would make a lovely ornament, even though it had
belonged to Jimmy’s mother. For a moment she
thought of Margot, who ought to be glad that she had
sent Jimmy to his mother—provided there was a place
beyond. She remembered that Margot had believed.

Could she have put the thing on one of the shelves
in her closet? Perhaps. It was odd that she could not
remember something which still stood out as one of her
most important acts in the few days immediately pre-
ceding Jimmy’s drowning. She lay thinking about it,
thinking how attractive it would look on the grand
piano, just that single ornament, silver against the
piano’s brownish black.

And then suddenly the ticking of the metronome
broke into her ruminations. How odd, she thought,
that it should sound just now, while her thoughts
dwelt upon it! The sound came quite clearly, tick-tick,
tick-tick, tick-tick. But when she tried to ascertain its
direction, she could not do so. It seemed to swell, grow-
ing louder, and fading away again, which was most
unusual. She reflected that she had never known it to
do that before in all the time that Jimmy had plagued
her with its ticking. She became more alert, listening
more intently.

Abruptly she thought of something that sent an
arresting thrill coursing through her. For a moment
she held her breath, suspended her faculties. Didn’t she
hide the metronome after Jimmy had given it to her
to wind? Unless her memory failed her, she did. Then
it could not now be ticking, for it had been run down,
and it had not been wound up again. For a fleeting
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moment she wondered whether Armold had found it
and wound it for a joke and set it going at this hour.
She glanced at her wrist watch. A quarter of one. It
required a far stretch of the imagination to believe
Arnold capable of such a joke. More likely he would
confront her with his find and say, “Look here, I
thought you told me Jimmy'd lost this, and here I
find it on your shelf; he couldn’t possibly have reached
there.” The thought reminded her that she had hid-
den it somewhere above Jimmy’s reach.

She listened.

Tick-tick, tick-tick, tick-tick . ..

Did Arnold hear that? she wondered. Probably not.
He slept quite soundly always.

After a moment of hesitation, she got up, groped
about in the dark for her electric candle, and went to
the closet. She opened the door, thrust her hand and
the candle into the yawning maw of dark, and lis-
tened. No, the metronome was not there. Yet she could
not help pulling one or two hatboxes aside to be sure.
She almost always hid things there.

She withdrew from the closet and stood leaning
against its closed door, her brow marred by a frown
of irritation. Good heaven! was she destined to hear
that infernal ticking even after Jimmy’s death? She
moved resolutely to the door of her room.

But suddenly a new sound struck into her conscious-
ness.

Someone was walking about beyond the door some-
where, padding about on soft, muffled feet.

Her first thought was naturally enough of Arnold,
but even as the thought occurred to her she heard his
bed creak. She wanted to imagine that for some reason
the maid or the cook had returned to the house, but
she could not accept the absurdity of the thought of
their returning for anything at one o’clock in the



The Metronome 131

morning. And burglars were out of the question.

Her hand hesitated on the knob. Then she opened
the door almost angrily and looked into the hall, hold-
ing the electric candle high above her. There was
nothing there. She recognized instantly that she would
have preferred to see someone there. How too absurd!
she thought, apprehensively irritated.

At the same moment she heard the footsteps again,
slight and far away now, sounding faintly from down-
stairs. The ticking of the metronome had become
more insistent; so loud it was that for a frantic instant
she was afraid it might wake Arnold.

And then came a sound that flooded her being with
icy terror, the sound of a boy’s voice singing in a far
place,

How d’you do,
How d’you do,
How d’you do,
My dear, my dear
Mis-ter Mel-zo!

She fell back against the doorjamb, and clung there
with her free hand. Her mind was in turmoil. But in
a moment the voice faded and died away, and the tick-
ing of the metronome sounded louder than ever. She
felt only relief as she heard its sound superseding that
other.

She stood for a few moments pulling herself to-
gether. Then she tightened her fingers about the elec-
tric candle and went slowly along the corridor, press-
ing herself close to the wall. As she approached the
top of the stairs she clasped her other hand about the
small tube of light, so that whatever was below might
not see. She descended the stairs, apprehensive lest
they creak and betray her presence.

There was nothing in the hall below, but there was
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a sound from the library. Gently she pushed the door
open, and the ticking of the metronome welled out
and engulfed her. She did not at once see beyond the
threshold. Only after she had stepped into the room
did her eyes catch sight of the vague little shadow
against the opposite wall, an indistinct thing wander-
ing along the line of the wall, peering behind furni-
ture, looking upward at the bookcases, reaching phan-
tom hands into corners—Jimmy, looking for his metro-
nome.

She stood immobile, her very breath held within
her by some impending horror. Jimmy, dead Jimmy,
whom she had seen buried that morning—only the
strength of her will saved her from pitching forward
in a faint.

On came the spectral child. Toward her it came,
and past her it went, searching, prying into every nook
where the metronome might be hidden. Around again
and again.

With a great effort she found her voice. “Go away,”
she whispered harshly. “Oh, go away.”

But the child did not hear. It continued its phan-
tom quest, futilely covering the same ground it had
already covered many times. And the insistent tick-
tick, tick-tick of the metronome continued to sound
like the strokes of a hammer in the oppressive night-
haunted room.

Her hand slipped nervelessly from the tube of light
just as the child passed her. She saw its face, turned
up toward her, its eyes, usually so kind, now malevo-
lent, its mouth petulant and angry, its little hands
clenched. Frantically she turned to escape, but the
door would not open.

After three futile attempts to wrench it open, she
looked for some obstacle to force its movement. The
child was at her side, holding its hand lightly against
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the door, its touch enough to keep the door immov-
able. She tried once again. The knob turned in her
hand, as before, but the door refused to budge. The
expression on the child’s face had become so malig-
nant that she dropped the electric candle in sudden
fright and fled toward the window directly opposite
the door. But the child was there before her.

She tried to raise the window, slipping the lock with
her free hand. It would not move. Even before she
looked, she felt the child’s hand holding down the
window. There it was, vaguely white, transparent,
leaning lightly against the glass.

It was the same with the only other window the
room contained. When she tried to raise her hand to
break the glass, she found that the child had only to
stand before the window and her hand could not even
penetrate through the air to the glass.

Then she turned and slipped into the dark corner
behind the grand piano, sobbing in terror.

Presently the child was at her side. She felt it
emanating a ghastly cold that penetrated her thin
night clothes.

“Go away, go away,” she sobbed.

She felt the child’s face pressing close to her, its
eyes seeking hers, its eyes accusing her, its phantom
fingers reaching out to touch her.

With a wild cry of terror she fled. Once more she
made for the door, but the child was there before her
hand fell upon the knob. And she knew without turn-
ing the knob that her effort was in vain. Then she
tried to snap on the light, but the same influence that
had prevented her from breaking the window was
again at work.

Once more she sought the comparative safety of a
dark corner, and again the child found her out and
nuzzled close to her, like an animal seeking warmth.
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Then suddenly the gates of her mind pressed in-
ward and collapsed, and she felt a deeper, more mad-
dening fear invading her reason. She began to beat at
the enclosed walls with her clenched fists. Then she
found her voice and screamed to release the malefic
horror that hemmed her in.

The last thing she knew was the pulling of the
child’s spectral hands at her waist. Then she coltapsed
in a heap against the wall. Something struck her a
sharp blow against the temple, and at the same in-
stant the clammy frigidity of the child’s phantom body
pressed down upon her face. The waiting darkness
advanced and engulfed her.

Armnold Farwell found his wife lying against the wall
near the grand piano. He came to his knees at her
side. He had had enough medical training to suspect
that his wife had been suffocated by something wet,
for there was still a dampness on her features. He did
not understand the strong smell of the river in the
room. Looking upward, he saw an enormous landscape
painting hanging awry above her body, but certainly
this could not have made the wound in her temple.

Then abruptly he saw what had struck his wife in
falling from behind the landscape, where it had been
hidden. It was the metronome.

Martin Armstrong

The Pipe-Smoker

I don’t usually mind walking in the rain, but on this
occasion the rain was coming down in torrents and I
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had still ten miles to go. That was why I stopped at
the first house, a house about a mile from the village
ahead of me, and looked over the garden gate. The
house didn’t look promising, for I saw at once that it
was empty. All the windows were shut, and not one
of them had a blind or a curtain. Through one on the
ground floor I saw bare walls, a bare mantelpiece, and
an empty grate. The garden too was wild, the beds full
of weeds; you would hardly have known it for a gar-
den but for the fence, the vestiges of straight paths,
and the lilac bushes which were in full bloom and sent
showers of water to the grass every time the wind
tossed them.

You can imagine, then, that I was surprised when a
man strolled out from the lilacs and came slowly to-
ward me down the path. What was surprising was not
merely that he was there, but that he was strolling
aimlessly about, bareheaded and without a mackin-
tosh, in the drenching rain. He was rather a fat man
and dressed as a clergyman, gray-haired, bald, clean-
shaven, with that swollen-headed and over-intense
look which one sees in portraits of William Blake. I
noticed at once how his arms hung limply at his sides.
His clothes and—what made him still stranger—his
face were streaming with water! He didn’t seem to be
in the least aware of the rain. But I was. It was begin-
ning to trickle through my hair and down my neck,
and I said:

“Excuse me, sir, but may I come in and shelter?”

He started and raised puzzled eyes to mine. “Shel-
ter?” he said.

“Yes,” I replied, “from the rain.”

“Ah, from the rain. Yes, sir, by all means. Pray come
in” >

I opened the garden gate and followed him down a
path toward the front door, where he stood aside with
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a slight bow to let me pass in first. “I fear you won't
find it very comfortable,” he said when we were in the
hall. “However, come in, sir; in here, first door on the
left.”

The room, which was a large one with a bow win-
dow divided into five lights, was empty, except for a
deal table and bench and a smaller table in a corner
near the door with an unlighted lamp on it.

“Pray sit down, sir,” he said, pointing to the bench
with another slight bow. There was an old-fashioned
politeness in his manner and language. He himself
did not sit down, but walked to the window and stood
looking out at the streaming garden, his arms still
hanging idly at his sides.

‘“Apparently you don’t mind rain as much as I do,
sir,” I said, in an attempt to be amiable.

He turned around, and I had the impression that
he could not turn his head and so had to turn his
whole body in order to look at me. “No, no, no!” he
replied. “Not at all. In point of fact, I hadn’t observed
it till you pointed it out.”

“But you must be very wet,” I said. “Wouldn’t it be
wiser to change?”

“To change?” His gaze became searching and suspi-
cious at the question.

“To change your wet clothes.”

“Change my clothes?” he said. “Oh, no! Oh, dear
me, no, sir! If they’re wet, doubtless they'll dry in
course of time. It isn’t raining in here, I take it?”

I looked at his face. He really was asking for infor-
mation. “No,” I replied, “it isn’t raining in here,
thank goodness.”

“I fear I can’t offer you anything,” he said politely.
“A woman comes from the village in the morning and
evening, but meanwhile I'm quite helpless.” He
opened and closed his hanging hands. “Unless,” he
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added, “you would care to go to the kitchen and make
yourself a cup of tea, if you understand such things.”

I refused, but asked leave to smoke a cigarette.

“Pray do,” he said. “I fear I have none to offer you.
The other, my predecessor, used to smoke cigarettes,
but I'm a pipe-smoker.” He brought a pipe and pouch
from his pocket: it was a relief to see him use his arms
and hands.

When we had both lit up, I spoke again: I was con-
scious all the while that the responsibility for conver-
sation was mine; that, if I had not spoken, my strange
host would have made no attempt to break the silence,
but would have stood with his arms at his sides look-
ing straight in front of him either at the garden or at
me.

I glanced round the bare room. “You’re just moving
in, I suppose?” I said.

“Moving in?” He shifted slightly and turned his in-
tense, uncomfortable gaze on me again.

“Moving into this house, I mean.”

“Oh, no,” he said. “Oh, dear me, no, sir. I've been
here for several years; or rather, I myself have been
here for nearly a year, and the other, my predecessor,
was here for five years before that. Yes, it must be seven
months now since he passed away. No doubt, sir’—
a melancholy, wistful smile unexpectedly transformed
his face—"no doubt you won’t believe me—Mrs. Bel-
lows wouldn’t—when I tell you I've been here only
seven months, there or thereabouts.”

“If you say so, sir,” I replied, “why should I disbe-
lieve you?”

He took a few steps toward me and lifted his right
hand. Reluctantly I took it, a thick, limp, cold hand
that gave me an unpleasant thrill. “Thank you, sir,”
he said, “thank you. You're the first, absolutely the
first—!"
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I dropped the hand and he did not finish the phrase.
He had fallen, apparently, into a reverie. Then he be-
gan again. “No doubt all would have been well if only
my—that is, my predecessor’s old cousin had not left
him this house. He was better off where he was. He
was a clergyman, you know.” He opened his hands,
exhibiting himself. ‘““These are his clothes.”

Again he absented himself, fell into a reverie, while
his body in its clergyman’s clothes stood before me.
Suddenly he asked me, “Do you believe in confession?”

“In confession?” I said. “You mean in the religious
sense of the term?”

He took a step closer. He was almost touching me
now. “What I mean is,” he said, lowering his voice and
looking at me intensely, “do you believe that to con-
fess, to confess a sin or a—a crime, brings relief?”

What was he going to tell me? I should have liked
to say no, to discourage any confession from the poor
old creature, but he had put his question so appeal-
ingly that I could not find it in my heart to repulse
him. “Yes,” I said, “I think that by speaking of it one
can often rid oneself of a weight on the mind.”

“You have been so sympathetic, sir,” he said with
one of his polite bows, “that I feel tempted to tres-
pass—!”” He lifted one of his heavy hands in a perfunc-
tory gesture and dropped it again. “Would you have
the patience to listen?”

He stood beside me as if he had been a tailor’s
dummy that had been placed there. His leg touched
my knee. I felt strongly repelled by his closeness.
“Won'’t you sit down there?” I said, pointing to the
other end of the bench on which I was sitting. “I
should find it easier to listen.”

He turned his body and gazed earnestly at the
bench, then sat.down on it, facing me, a leg on either
side of it, leaning toward me. He was about to speak,



The Pipe-Smoker 139

but he checked himself and glanced at the window
and the door. Then he took his pipe from his mouth
and laid it on the table, and his eyes returned to me.
“My secret, my terrible secret,” he said, “is that I'm a
murderer.”

His statement horrified me, as well it might; and
yet, I think, it hardly surprised me. His extreme
strangeness had prepared me, to some extent, for some-
thing rather grim. I caught my breath and stared at
him, and he, with horror in his eyes, stared back at me.
He seemed to be waiting for me to speak, but at first I
could not speak. What, in the name of sanity, could I
say? What I did say at last was something fantastically
inadequate. “And this,” I said, “weighs on your
mind?”

“It haunts me,” he said, suddenly clenching his
heavy, limp hands that lay on the bench in front of
him. “Would you have the patience—?”

I nodded. “Tell me about it,” I said.

“If it hadn’t been for the legacy of this house,” he
began, “nothing would have happened. The other, my
predecessor, would have stayed in his rectory, and I-I
should never have come on the scene at all. Although
it must be confessed that he, my predecessor, was not
happy in his rectory. He met with unfriendliness, sus-
picion. That was why he first came to this house—just
as a trial, you see. It was bequeathed to him empty:
simply the house—no furniture, no money—and he
came and put in one or two things—this table, this
bench, a few kitchen things, a folding bed upstairs.
He wanted, you see, to try it, first. Its remoteness ap-
pealed to him, but he wanted to be sure about it in
other ways. Some houses, you see, are safe, and some
are not, and he wanted to make sure that this was a
safe house before moving into it.” He paused and
then said very earnestly, “Let me advise you, my
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friend, always to do that when you contemplate mov-
ing into a strange house—because some houses are very
unsafe.”

I nodded. “Quite sol” I said. “Damp walls, bad
drainage, and so on.”

He shook his head. “No,” he said, “not that. Some-
thing much more serious than that. I mean the spirit
of the house. Don’t you feel’—his gaze grew more
piercing than ever—“that this is a dangerous house?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Empty houses are always
a little queer,” I said.

He reflected on this statement. “And you have no-
ticed,” he inquired at last, “the queerness of this one?”

I did, as he asked me the question, feel that the
house was queer; but it was his queerness, I knew well
enough, and the grim suggestiveness of his talk, that
made it so, and I replied, “Not queerer than other
empty houses, sir.”

He gazed at me incredulously. “Strange!” he said.
“Strange that you shouldn’t feel it. Though it’s true
that—that the other, my predecessor, didn’t feel it at
first. Even this room—for this room, sir, is the danger-
ous room—didn’t seem strange to him at first; no, even
in spite of a very peculiar thing about it.”

If it had been fine, I should have ended the conver-
sation and left him, for the old man’s talk and manner
were making me feel more and more uncomfortable.
But it was not fine: it was raining as hard as ever and
was becoming very dark. Evidently we were in for a
thunderstorm.

The old man got up from the bench. “I think I can
show you, now,” he said, “the peculiar thing about the
room. It is visible only after dark, but I think it is dark
enough now.”

He went to the little table in the corner and began
to light the lamp. When it was alight and he had re-
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placed the frosted glass globe, he brought it to the
larger table and set it down to my left. “Now,” he said,
“sit square to the table.”

I did so. Before me across the bare room was the cur-
tainless five-lighted bow window.

“You are sitting now,” he said, laying a heavy hand
on my shoulder, “where the other, my predecessor,
used to sit and take his meals.”

I could not restrain a start, nor resist the impulse to
turn and face him. It made me uneasy to have him
standing over me, behind me, out of sight. He ap-
peared surprised. “Pray don’t be alarmed, sir,” he said,
“but turn back and tell me what you see.”

I obeyed. “I see the window,” I said.

“Is that all?” he asked.

I stared at the window. “No,” I said. “I also see five
reflections of myself, one in each light of the window.”

“Just so,” said the old man, “just sol That is what
the other saw when he took his meals alone. He saw
the five other selves each eating its lonely meal. When
he poured out some water, each of them poured out
water: when he lit a cigarette, each of them lit a ciga-
rette.”

“Of course,” I said. “And that alarmed your friend,
the clergyman?”

“The Reverend James Baxter,” said the old man;
“that was his name. Be sure not to forget it, my friend;
and if people ask you who lives here, remember to say
the Reverend James Baxter. Nobody knows, you see,
that—that—1"

“Nobody knows what you told me. I understand.”

“Exactly!” he said, suddenly dropping his voice.
“Nobody knows. Not a soul. You're the first person
I've mentioned it to.” N

“And you’ve had no inquiries?” I asked. “This Mr.
Baxter was not missed?”
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He shook his head. “No,” he said. “Even Mrs. Bel-
lows, who looked after him from the start, is not aware
of what happened.”

I turned round and faced him incredulously. “Not
aWware, you mean to say—?"

“Not aware that I'm not he. You see,” he explained,
“we were very much alike. Quite remarkably so! I can
show you a photograph of him before you go and
you'll see for yourself.”

I now decided that, rain or no rain, I would go;
there did not seem much reason, beyond the rain, for
my staying. I stood up. “Well, sir,” I said, “I can only
hope that you will feel the benefit of having relieved
your mind of your—secret.”

The old gentleman became very much agitated. He
clasped and unclasped his two limp hands. “Oh, but
you must not go yet. You haven’t heard half of it. You
haven’t heard how it happened. I had hoped, sir—you
have been so kind—that you’d have the patience and
the kindness to—!"

I sat down again on the bench. “By all means,” I
said, “if you have more to say.”

“I had just told you, hadn’t 1,” the old gentleman
went on, “that I—that the other—that my predecessor
used to sit here at his meals and see his five other selves
mimicking him? When he lit his cigarette he saw five
other cigarettes lighted simultaneously—!"

“Naturally,” I said.

“Yes, naturally,” said the old boy; “it was all per-
fectly natural, as you say; perfectly natural till one
night, one terrible night.” He stopped and stared at
me with horror in his eyes.

“And then?” I said.

“Then a strange, a dreadful thing happened. When
he, my predecessor, had lit his cigarette, watching
those other selves, as he always did, he saw that one
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of them, the one on the extreme left, had lit, not a
cigarette, but a pipe.”

I burst out laughing. “Oh, come, come, sir!”

The old man wrung his hands in agitation. “It is
comic, I know,” he said, “but it is also terrible. What
would you have thought if you had actually seen it
yourself? Wouldn’t you have been appalled?”

“Yes,” I said, “if it had actually happened. If I had
really seen such a thing, of course I should.”

“Well,” said the old fellow, “it did happen. There
was no possible mistake about it. It was appalling,
ghastly.” There was as much horror in his voice as if
he had actually seen the thing himself.

“But, my dear sir,” I said to him, “you have only
the word of this Mr.—Mr. Baxter for it.”

He stared at me, his eyes blazing with conviction. “I
know it happened,” he said; “I know it much more
certainly than if I had seen it. Listen. The thing went
on for five days: on five successive evenings my prede-
cessor watched in horror for the thing to right itself.”

“But why didn’t he go—leave the house?” I asked.

“He daren’t,” said the old man in a strained whis-
per. “He daren’t go: he had to stay and see for certain
that the thing had righted itself.”

“And it didn’t?”

“On the sixth night,” said the old man with bated
breath, “the fifth reflection, the one that had broken
away from obedience, had gone.”

“Gone?”

“Yes, gone from the window. My predecessor sat
gazing in terror at the blank pane and the other four
stared back in terror into this room. He glanced from
the empty pane to them and they stared back at him,
or at something behind him, with horror in their eyes.
Then he began to choke—to choke,” gasped the old
man, himself almost choking, “to choke, because hands
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were round his throat, clutching, throttling him.”

“You mean that the hands were the hands of the
fifth?” I asked, and it was only my horror at the old
man’s horror that prevented my smiling cynically.

“Yes,” he hissed, and he held out his thick, heavy
hands, gazing at me with staring eyes. “Yes. My
hands!”

For the first time I was really terrified. We stared
speechless at one another, he still gasping and wheez-
ing. Then, hoping to soothe him, I said as calmly as I
could, “I see. So you were the fifth reflection?”

He pointed to his pipe on the table. “Yes,” he
gasped; “I, the pipe-smoker.”

I stood up. My impulse was to hurry to the door. But
some scruple held me there still, a feeling that it would
be inhuman to leave him alone, a prey to his horrible
fantasy; and, with a vague idea of bringing him to his
senses, of easing his tortured mind, I asked, “And what
did you do with the body?”

He caught his breath, a shudder distorted his face,
and, clenching his two extended hands, he began to
beat his breast convulsively. “This,” he shouted in a
voice of agony, “this is the body.”

Samuel Hopkins Adams

The Corpse at the Table

When I first heard the story of the two blizzard-bound
men on the mountain, I assumed that it was part of
the folklore of the Adirondack region. I used it as the
background of a short story in Collier’s, some thirty-
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five years ago. At that time I thought it likely that a
definite clue to the actual facts might be brought out.
Since then, I have questioned many of my fellow
alumni of Hamilton College, where I first heard the
tale, and, though many of them recall it, none is able
to identify the origin. Therefore it may well be that
it is folklore on the imaginative rather than on the
realistic side, and that some forgotten writer set it
down in some forgotten medium. But who and where?

The October blizzard had caught the two surveyors
wholly unprepared in the heart of the Adirondacks.
They were Charles Carney and Stephen Estelow, old
working companions and close friends. Through gale
and drift they floundered doggedly all day, Estelow,
powerfully built and more youthful, giving aid to his
slender mate who was spent in body and spirit.

Now, as light was failing, Estelow gave a cry of hope.
Straight-drawn against the darkening whirl ran a feath-
ery line.

“The wire! The telegraph wire.”

“Yes; but where to?” coughed Carney. “And how
far? I'm going to burrow in and sleep.”

“No, you're not,” Estelow commanded. “This must
be the line the government survey strung last spring
from their shack to the railhead at North Creek. All we
have to do now is climb. Come on!”

He urged and dragged his weakening companion up
through the woods until, after a half hour of struggle,
they reached the cabin. They were in luck. Wood was
plentiful. Some ears of dried corn lay on the shelf. A
stormbound porcupine whimpered in a tree top. Este-
low shot it with his revolver. Starvation was a remote
threat. But by now Carney was ill, burning with fever.
After firing the stove to red heat, Estelow got him to
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bed in the inner room. In the morning he might be
better.

The telegraph was a hope. Carney could “send.”
Weak though he was after a night of pain, he stag-
gered out to the table and opened the switch.

The operator at North Creek thought himself crazy
when he received the first call from Lonely Hill. The
code was halting but intelligible. Two men marooned
on the summit, one with pneumonia. Well, God help
them! Man could not. Not yet. The blizzard raged
with mounting fury. Twenty-four hours later another
message chattered across the wire. Now it was wild
with delirium. The cabin was under siege by hideous
beasts, by white-winged angels, fiends whose fiery eyes
glowed through the storm. The Morse shivered into
incoherence.

Estelow had carried his frail companion back to bed.
Again and again in semi-lucid intervals next morning
Carney managed to crawl to the table and sit at the
key, tapping out stuttering Morse. But North Creek
no longer got the calls. The line had gone dead, borne
down by snow and wind.

Toward evening, Estelow once more tucked his
delirious companion into bed and went outdoors in
search of firewood. He returned to find Carney seated
before the transmitter. His face was composed.

“Steve,” said the sick man quietly, “Steve, I think
I'm dying. But, Steve,” Carney pleaded with burning
eyes, “don’t bury me until you're sure I'm dead. It
might be only a coma.” He gasped. “Don’t, Steve, don’t
bury me alive—" His voice trailed off in a whisper.

Estelow’s grief-stricken voice and eyes gave a solemn
promise. )

What followed in the next days Estelow faithfully
entered, item by item, in his diary. It was while he
was making a stew, that evening, with the last of the
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porcupine, that his sick friend rose, crept to his place
at the table, and there died. Testing for pulse and
breath, Estelow made sure of death.

Rigor mortis gave the heartsick survivor convincing
evidence for burial. With a fire-spade he scooped a
hole in a high drift, set the body in it, said a prayer,
and shoveled in the snow. He passed a night of grisly
dreams, waking once, chilled to the heart with what
he took to be a cold sweat.

In the morning when he crawled out of bed and
went to replenish the fire, Charles Carney was sitting
at the table, motionless, speechless, staring. . . .

All that day, his mind frozen in a stupor of horror
and incredulity, Estelow left the corpse untouched
while he tramped through the drifts outside, seeking
food. At nightfall, summoning all his mental powers
to keep a grip on reality, he returned Charles Carney’s
body to the insufficient grave. In his kit was a flask
still half full of brandy. He drank it all and went to
bed.

To force himself out in the morning demanded a
mighty effort of will. For a full minute he stood, shiv-
ering and shaking, before he could open the door to
the main room.

Charles Carney was seated there at the table as before.

“I shall try to keep my sanity to the last,” Estelow
wrote in his record. “If he comes back again, I shall
know what to do.” Again he tramped the woods all
day, wildly reasoning with himself. He was probably
suffering hallucinations. But he certainly wasn’t crazy.
Maybe it was all a vivid nightmare. He returned to
the shack, flung open the door.

There Charles Carney still sat.

After the third burial that evening Estelow was
afraid to go to bed. He sat across the table from the
empty chair and fought against sleep. Exhaustion
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overcame him. His head fell forward — — —

Gray dawn awoke him. Blurred in the gloom,
Charles Carney again sat opposite. The eyes stared at
nothingness.

God help me, Estelow wrote. It was the last entry.

The rescue party, two woodsmen, a physician, and
Clark, the North Creek telegraph operator, thrust
their snowshoed feet wearily up the last slope to the
cabin. It was without sign of life. No smoke rose from
the chimney. Human footprints formed a deep trail
from the door to a snow drift curiously hollowed out.
The doctor pushed open the door. The interior was
silent and bitingly cold. At the table sat two dead men.

Both had been shot through the head. Estelow had
slumped forward in a pool of blood, now congealed.
The revolver lay on the floor beneath his lax right
hand. Carney sat propped upright in his chair. His
eyes were open, his expression calm.

“Murder and suicide,” exclaimed the telegrapher.
“Poor devils!”

The doctor had been examining the bodies. “Not
murder,” he said. He touched Carney’s forehead. “No
blood here. The man was already dead when shot.
And, I think, frozen.”

The five rescuers exchanged looks of utter mystifica-
tion. One of the woodsmen picked up Estelow’s diary
and handed it to the doctor. He mused over it, then
went outside to study the prints in the snow. When he
returned he lighted his pipe, smoked thoughtfully, and
finally spoke.

“Friends, for the sake of the families of the dead, I
bind you all to secrecy. I am a coroner. It is my official
verdict that Charles Carney and Stephen Estelow
came to their death by cold, hunger, and privation. Is
that understood?”
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One after another the men nodded their agreement.
It was the North Creek telegrapher who spoke halt-
ingly, in a hushed tone of bewilderment.

“I'd sleep easier—if I could know—what happened.”

“And 1,” said the doctor. “The best we can do is a
guess. I think that the shock of Carney’s death and the
nervous horror of loneliness started Estelow sleep-
walking. If we find that he was a sleepwalker in child-
hood, I shall be almost sure. This is what happened,
as I read it. At night in his sleep, Estelow dug out the
body from where he had buried it and put it back in
the chair where he had last seen his friend alive. Why?
Who can know? The desperate loneliness of his posi-
tion perhaps. And a subconscious effort to comply with
his solemn assurance to Carney that he would be abso-
lutely certain of death. That, at least, would explain
the shooting. At any rate, the exhumation was re-
peated once and again. Some subtle instinct must have
tried to warn Estelow, after the second return, that he
must not lose his hold on consciousness, but nature
was too strong for him. Again he slept and the demon
of somnambulism took charge of his actions. At the
last his spirit gave way under the strain.”

Estelow’s record was destroyed and the two bodies
consigned to the depths of a mountain lake.

Wilbur Daniel Steele
The Woman at Seven Brothers

I tell you, sir, I was innocent. I didn’t know any more
about the world at 22 than some do at 12. My uncle
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and aunt in Duxbury brought me up strict; I studied
hard in high school, I worked hard after hours, and I
went to church twice on Sundays, and I can’t see it’s
right to put me in a place like this, with crazy people.
Oh, yes, I know they're crazy—you can’t tell me. As for
what they said in court about finding her with her
husband, that’s the Inspector’s lie, sir, because he’s
down on me, and wants to make it look like my fault.

No, sir, I can’t say as I thought she was handsome—
not at first. For one thing, her lips were too thin and
white, and her color bad. I'll tell you a fact, sir; that
first day I came off to the Light I was sitting on my cot
in the storeroom (that’s where the assistant keeper
sleeps at the Seven Brothers), as lonesome as I could
be, away from home for the first time, and the water
all around me, and even though it was a calm day,
pounding enough on the ledge to send a kind of
woom-woom-woom whining up through all that solid
rock of the tower. And when old Fedderson poked his
head down from the living-room with the sunshine
above making a kind of bright frame around his hair
and whiskers, to give me a cheery, “Make yourself to
home, son!” I remember I said to myself, “He’s all
right. I'll get along with him. But his wife’s enough to
sour milk.” That was queer, because she was so much
under him in age—'long about 28 or so, and him
nearer 50. But that’s what I said, sir.

Of course that feeling wore off, same as any feeling
will wear off sooner or later in a place like the Seven
Brothers. Cooped up in a place like that you come to
know folks so well that you forget what they do look
like. There was a long time I never noticed her, any
more than you'd notice the cat. We used to sit of an
evening around the table, as if you were Fedderson
there, and me here, and her somewhere back there, in
the rocker, knitting. Fedderson would be working on
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his Jacob’s-ladder, and I'd be reading. He’d been
working on that Jacob’s-ladder a year, I guess, and
every time the Inspector came off with the tender he
was so astonished to see how good that ladder was that
the old man would go to work and make it better.
That’s all he lived for.

If I was reading, as I say, I daren’t take my eyes off
the book, or Fedderson had me. And then he’d begin—
what the Inspector said about him. How surprised the
member of the board had been, that time, to see every-
thing so clean about the light. What the Inspector had
said about Fedderson’s being stuck here in a second-
class light—best keeper on the coast. And so on and so
on, till either he or I had to go aloft and have a look
at the wicks.

He’d been there 23 years, all told, and he’d got used
to the feeling that he was kept down unfair—so used
to it, I guess, that he fed on it, and told himself how
folks ashore would talk when he was dead and gone—
best keeper on the coast—kept down unfair. Not that
he said that to me. No, he was far too loyal and hum-
ble and respectful, doing his duty without complaint,
as anybody could see.

And all that time, night after night, hardly ever a
word out of the woman. As I remember it, she seemed
more like a piece of furniture than anything else—not
even a very good cook, nor over and above tidy. One
day, when he and I were trimming the lamp, he passed
the remark that his first wife used to dust the lens and
take a pride in it. Not that he said a word against
Anna, though. He never said a word against any living
mortal; he was too upright.

I don’t know how it came about; or, rather, I do
know, but it was so sudden, and so far away from my
thoughts, that it shocked me, like the world turned
over. It was at prayers. That night I remembered
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Fedderson was uncommon long-winded. We’d had a
batch of newspapers out by the tender, and at such
times the old man always made a long watch out of
it, getting the world straightened out. For one thing,
the United States minister to Turkey was dead. Well,
from him and his soul, Fedderson got on to Turkey
and the Presbyterian college there, and from that to
heathen in general. He rambled on and on, like the
surf on the ledge, woom-woom-woom, never coming
to an end.

You know how you’ll be at prayers sometimes. My
mind strayed. I counted the canes in the chair seat
where I was kneeling; I plaited a corner of the table-
cloth between my fingers for a spell, and by and by my
eyes went wandering up the back of the chair.

The woman, sir, was looking at me. Her chair was
back to mine, close, and both our heads were down in
the shadow under the edge of the table, with Fedder-
son clear over on the other side by the stove. And
there were her two eyes hunting mine between the
spindles in the shadow. You won'’t believe me, sir, but
I tell you I felt like jumping to my feet and running
out of the room—it was so queer.

I don’t know what her husband was praying about
after that. His voice didn’t mean anything, no more
than the seas on the ledge away down there. I went to
work to count the canes in the seat again, but all my
eyes were in the top of my head. It got so I couldn’t
stand it. We were at the Lord’s Prayer, saying it sing-
song together, when I had to look up again. And
there her two eyes were; between the spindles, hunting
mine. Just then all of us were saying, ‘“Forgive us our
trespasses—" I thought of it afterward.

When we got up she turned the other way, but I
couldn’t help seeing her cheeks were red. It was ter-
rible. I wondered if Fedderson would notice, though I
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might have known he wouldn’t—not him. He was in
too much of a hurry to get at his Jacob’s-ladder, and
then he had to tell me for the tenth time what the In-
spector said that day about getting him another light
—Kingdom Come, maybe he said.

I made some excuse or other and got away. Once in
the storeroom, I sat down on my cot and stayed there
a long time, feeling queerer than anything. I read a
chapter in the Bible, I don’t know why. After I'd got
my boots off, I sat with them in my hands for as much
as an hour, I guess, staring at the oil tank and its lop-
sided shadow on the wall. I tell you, sir, I was shocked.
I was only 22, remember, and I was shocked and hor-
rified.

And when I did turn in, finally, I didn’t sleep at all
well. Two or three times I came to, sitting straight up
in bed. Once I got up and opened the outer door to
have a look. The water was like glass, dim, without a
breath of wind, and the moon just going down. Over
on the black shore I made out two lights in a village,
like a pair of eyes watching. Lonely? My, yes! Lonely
and nervous. I had a horror of her, sir. The dinghy-
boat hung on its davits just there in front of the door,
and for a minute I had an awful hankering to climb
into it, lower away, and row off, no matter where. It
sounds foolish.

Well, it seemed foolish next morning, with the sun
shining and everything as usual—Fedderson sucking
his pen and wagging his head over his eternal “log,”
and his wife down in the rocker with her head in the
newspaper, and her breakfast work still waiting. I
guess that jarred it out of me more than anything else
—sight of her slouched down there, with her stringy,
yellow hair and her dusty apron and the pale back of
her neck, reading the Society Notes. Society Notes!
Think of it! For the first time since I came to Seven
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Brothers I wanted to laugh.

I guess I did laugh when I went aloft to clean the
lamp and found everything so free and breezy, gulls
flying high and little whitecaps making under a west-
erly. It was like feeling a big load dropped off your
shoulders. Fedderson came up with his dust-rag and
cocked his head at me.

“What's the matter, Ray?” said he.

“Nothing,” said I. And then I couldn’t help it.
“Seems kind of out of place for society notes,” said I,
“out here at Seven Brothers.”

He was the other side of the lens, and when he
looked at me he had a thousand eyes, all sober. For a
minute I thought he was going on dusting, but then
he came out and sat down on a sill.

“Sometimes,” said he, “I get to thinking it may be
a mite dull for her out here. She’s pretty young, Ray.
Not much more’'n a girl, hardly.”

“Not much more’n a girl!” It gave me a turn, sir, as
though I'd seen my aunt in short dresses.

“It’s a good home for her, though,” he went on slow.
“I've seen a lot worse ashore, Ray. Of course if I could
get a shore light—"

“Kingdom Come’s a shore light.”

He looked at me out of his deep-set eyes, and then he
turned them around the light-room, where he’d been
so long. “No,” said he, wagging his head. “It ain’t for
such as me.”

I never saw so humble a man.

“But look here,” he went on, more cheerful. “As I
was telling her just now, a month from yesterday’s our
fourth anniversary, and I'm going to take her ashore
for the day and give her a holiday—new hat and every-
thing. A girl wants a mite of excitement now and
then, Ray.”

There it was again, that “girl.” It gave me the
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fidgets, sir. I had to do something about it. It’s close
quarters for last names in a light, and I'd taken to
calling him Uncle Matt soon after I came. Now, when
I was at table that noon, I spoke over to where she was
standing by the stove, getting him another help of
chowder.

“I guess I'll have some, too, Aunt Anna,” said I,
matter-of-fact.

She never said a word nor gave a sign—just stood
there kind of round-shouldered, dipping the chowder.
And that night at prayers I hitched my chair around
the table, with its back the other way.

You get awful lazy in a lighthouse, some way. No
matter how much tinkering you’ve got, there’s still a
lot of time and there’s such a thing as too much read-
ing. The changes in weather get monotonous, too, by
and by; the light burns the same on a thick night as it
does on a fair one. Of course there’s the ships, north-
bound, southbound—windjammers, freighters, passen-
ger boats full of people. In the watches at night you
can see their lights go by, and wonder what they are,
how they’re laden, where they’ll fetch up, and all. I
used to do that almost every evening when it was my
first watch, sitting out on the walk-around up there
with my legs hanging over the edge and my chin
propped on the railing—lazy. The Boston boat was the
prettiest to see, with her three tiers of portholes lit,
like a string of pearls wrapped round and round a
woman’s neck—well away, too, for the ledge must have
made a couple of hundred fathoms off the Light, like
a white dog-tooth of a breaker, even on the darkest
night.

Well, I was lolling there one night, as I say, watch-
ing the Boston boat go by, not thinking of anything
special, when I heard the door on the other side of the
tower open and footsteps coming around to me.
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By and by I nodded toward the boat and passed the
remark that she was fetching in uncommon close to-
night. No answer. I made nothing of that, for often-
times Fedderson wouldn’t answer, and after I'd
watched the lights crawling on through the dark a
spell, just to make conversation I said I guessed there’d
be a bit of weather before long. “I've noticed,” said I,
“when there’s weather coming on, and the wind in the
northeast, you can hear the orchestra playing aboard
of her just over there. I make it out now. Do you?”

“Yes. Oh—yes—! I hear it all right!”

You can imagine I started. It wasn’t him, but her.
And there was something in the way she said that
speech, sir—something—well, unnatural. Like a hungry
animal snapping at a person’s hand.

I turned and looked at her sidewise. She was stand-
ing by the railing, leaning a little outward, the top of
her from the waist picked out bright by the lens be-
hind her. I didn’t know what in the world to say, and
yet I had a feeling I ought not to sit there mum.

“I wonder,” said I, “what that captain’s thinking of,
fetching in so handy tonight. It’s no way. I tell you, if
‘twasn’t for this light, she’d go to work and pile up on
the ledge some thick night—"’

She turned at that and stared straight into the lens.
I didn’t like the look of her face. Somehow, with its
edges cut hard all around and its two eyes closed down
to the slits, like a cat’s, it made a kind of mask.

“And then,” I went on, uneasy enough—“and then
where’d all their music be of a sudden, and their go-
ings-on and their singing—"

“And dancing!” She clipped me off so quick it took
my breath.

“D-D-Dancing?” said 1.

“That’s dance music,”
the boat again.

said she. She was looking at
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“How do you know?” I felt I had to keep on talking.

Well, sir—she laughed. I looked at her. She had a
shawl of some stuff or other that shined in the light;
she had it pulled tight around her with her two hands
in front at her breast, and I saw her shoulders swaying
in tune.

“How do I know?” she cried. Then she laughed
again, the same kind of a laugh. It was queer, sir, to see
her, and to hear her. She turned, as quick as that, and
leaned toward me. “Don’t you know how to dance,
Ray?” said she.

“N-No,” I managed, and I was going to say “Aunt
Anna,” but the thing choked in my throat.

I tell you she was looking square at me all the time
with her two eyes and moving with the music as if
she didn’t know it. By Heavens, sir, it came over me
of a sudden that she wasn’t so bad-looking, after all.
I guess I must have sounded like a fool. “You—you
see,” said I, “she’s cleared the rip there now, and the
music’s gone. You—you hear?”

“Yes,” said she, turning back slow. “There’s where
it stops every night—night after night, it stops just
there—at the rip.”

When she spoke again her voice was different. I
never heard the like of it, thin and taut as a thread. It
made me shiver, sir.

“I hate 'em!” That’s what she said. “I hate ’em all.
I'd like to see ’em dead. I'd love to see ’em torn apart
on the rocks, night after night. I could bathe my hands
in their blood, night after night.”

And do you know, sir, I saw it with my own eyes,
her hands moving in each other above the rail. But it
was her voice, though. I didn’t know what to do, or
what to say, so I poked my head through the railing
and looked down at the water. I don’t think I'm a cow-
ard, sir, but it was like a cold—ice-cold—hand, taking
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hold of my beating heart.

When I looked up finally, she was gone. By and by I
went in and had a look at the lamp, hardly knowing
what I was about. Then, seeing by my watch it was
time for the old man to come on duty, I started to go
below. In the Seven Brothers, you understand, the stair
goes down in a spiral through a well against the south
wall, and first there’s the door to the keeper’s room
and then you come to another, and that’s the living-
room, and then down to the storeroom. And at night,
if you don’t carry a lantern, it’s as black as the pit.

Well, down I went, sliding my hand along the rail,
and as usual I stopped to give a rap on the keeper’s
door, in case he was taking a nap after supper. Some-
times he did.

I stood there, blind as a bat, with my mind still up
on the walk-around. There was no answer to my
knock. I hadn’t expected any. Just from habit, and
with my right foot already hanging down for the next
step, I reached out to give the door one more tap for
luck.

Do you know, sir, my hand didn’t fetch up on any-
thing. The door had been there a second before, and
now the door wasn’t there. My hand just went on go-
ing through the dark, on and on, and I didn’t seem
to have sense or power enough to stop it. There didn’t
seem any air in the well to breathe, and my ears were
drumming to the surf—that’s how scared I was. And
then my hand touched the flesh of a face, and some-
thing in the dark said, “Oh!” no louder than a sigh.

Next thing I knew, sir, I was down in the living-
room, warm and yellow-lit, with Fedderson cocking his
head at me across the table, where he was at that
eternal Jacob’s-ladder of his.

“What’s the matter, Ray?” said he. “Lord’s sake,
Ray!”
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“Nothing,” said I. Then I think I told him I was
sick. That night I wrote a letter to A. L. Peters, the
grain dealer in Duxbury, asking for a job—even
though it wouldn’t go ashore for a couple of weeks,
just the writing of it made me feel better.

It’s hard to tell you how those two weeks went by.
I don’t know why, but I felt like hiding in a corner
all the time. I had to come to meals, but I didn’t look
at her, though, not once, unless it was by accident. Fed-
derson thought I was still ailing and nagged me to
death with advice and so on. One thing I took care not
to do, I can tell you, and that was to knock on his
door till I'd made certain he wasn’t below in the liv-
ing-room—though I was tempted to.

Yes, sir; that’s a queer thing, and I wouldn’t tell you
if I hadn’t set out to give you the truth. Night after
night, stopping there on the landing in the black pit,
the air gone out of my lungs and the surf drumming
in my ears and sweat standing cold on my neck—and
one hand lifting up in the air—God forgive me, sir!
Maybe I did wrong not to look at her more, drooping
about her work in her gingham apron, with her hair
stringing.

When the Inspector came off with the tender, that
time I told him I was through. That’s when he took
the dislike to me, I guess, for he looked at me kind of
sneering and said, soft as I was, I'd have to put up with
it till next relief. And then, said he, there’d be a whole
housecleaning at Seven Brothers, because he’d gotten
Fedderson the berth at Kingdom Come. And with that
he slapped the old man on the back.

I wish you could have seen Fedderson, sir. He sat
down on my cot as if his knees had given way. You'd
think he’d be happy, with all his dreams come true.
Yes, he was happy, beaming all over—for a minute.
Then, sir, he began to shrivel up. It was like seeing a
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man cut down in his prime before your eyes. He began
to wag his head.

“No,” said he. “No, no; it’s not for such as me. I'm
good enough for Seven Brothers, and that’s all, Mr.
Bayliss. That’s alll”

And for all the Inspector could say, that’s what he
stuck to. He’d figured himself a martyr so many years,
nursed that injustice like a mother with her first-born,
sir; and now in his old age, so to speak, they weren’t
to rob him of it. Fedderson was going to wear out his
life in a second-class light, and folks would talk—that
was his idea. I heard him hailing down as the tender
was casting off:

“See you tomorrow, Mr. Bayliss. Yep. Coming ashore
with the wife for a spree. Anniversary. Yep.”

But he didn’t sound much like a spree. They had
robbed him, partly, after all. I wondered what she
thought about it. I didn’t know till night. She didn’t
show up to supper, which Fedderson and I got our-
selves—had a headache, he said. It was my early watch.
I went and lit up and came back to read a spell. He
was finishing off the Jacob’s-ladder, and thoughtful,
like a man that’s lost a treasure. Once or twice I caught
him looking about the room on the sly. It was pa-
thetic, sir.

Going up the second time, I stepped out on the
walk-around to have a look at things. She was there
on the seaward side, wrapped in that silky thing. A
fair sea was running across the ledge and it was com-
ing on a little thick—not too thick. Off to the right the
Boston boat was blowing, whroom-whroom! Creeping
up on us, quarter-speed. There was another fellow
behind her, and a fisherman’s conch farther offshore.

I don’t know why, but I stopped beside her and
leaned on the rail. She didn’t appear to notice me, one
way or another. We stood and we stood, listening to
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the whistles, and the longer we stood the more it
got on my nerves, her not noticing me. I suppose she’d
been too much on my mind lately. I began to be put
out. I scraped my feet. I coughed. By and by I said out
loud, “Look here, I guess I better get out the foghorn
and give those fellows a toot.”

“Why?” said she, without moving her head—calm as
that.

“Why?” It gave me a turn, sir. For a minute I stared
at her. “Why? Because if she don’t pick up this light
before very many minutes she’ll be too close in to
wear—tide’ll have her on the rocks—that’s why!”

I couldn’t see her face, but I could see one of her
silk shoulders lift a little, like a shrug. And there I kept
on staring at her, a dumb one, sure enough. I know
what brought me to was hearing the Boston boat’s
three sharp toots as she picked up the light—mad as
anything—and swung her helm aport. I turned away
from her, sweat stringing down my face, and walked
around to the door. It was just as well, too, for the
feed-pipe was plugged in the lamp and the wicks were
popping. She’d have been out in another five minutes,
sir.

When I'd finished, I saw that woman standing in
the doorway. Her eyes were bright. I had a horror of
her, sir, a living horror. “If only the light had been
out,” said she, low and sweet.

“God forgive you,” I said. “You don’t know what
you’re saying.”

She went down the stair into the well, winding out
of sight, and as long as I could see her, her eyes were
watching mine. When I went, myself, after a few min-
utes, she was waiting for me on the first landing, stand-
ing still in the dark. She took hold of my hand, though
I tried to get it away. “Good-bye,” said she in my ear.

“Good-bye?” said I. I didn’t understand.
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“You heard what he said today—about Kingdom
Come? Be it so—on his own head. I'll never come back
here. Once I set foot ashore—I've got friends in
Brightonboro, Ray.”

I got away from her and started on down. But I
stopped. “Brightonboro?” I whispered back. “Why do
you tell me?” My throat was raw to the words, like a
sore.

“So you’d know,” said she.

Well, sir, I saw them off next morning, down that
new Jacob’s-ladder into the dinghy-boat, her in a dress
of blue velvet and him in his best cutaway and derby
—rowing away, smaller and smaller, the two of them.
And then I went back and sat on my cot, leaving the
door open and the ladder still hanging down the wall,
along with the boat falls.

I don’t know whether it was relief, or what. I sup-
pose I must have been worked up even more than I'd
thought those past few weeks, for now it was all over I
was like a rag. I got down on my knees, sir, and prayed
to God for the salvation of my soul, and when I got up
and climbed to the living-room it was half-past twelve
by the clock. There was rain on the windows and the
sea was running blue-black under the sun. I'd sat there
all that time not knowing there was a squall.

It was funny; the glass stood high, but those black
squalls kept coming and going all afternoon, while I
was at work up in the light-room. And I worked hard,
to keep myself busy. First thing I knew it was five, and
no sign of the boat yet. It began to get dim and kind of
purplish-gray over the land. The sun was down. I lit
up, made everything snug, and got out the night-
glasses to have another look for the boat. He’d said he
intended to get back before five. No sign. And then,
standing there, it came over me that of course he
wouldn’t be coming off—he’d be hunting her, poor old
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fool. It looked like I had to stand two men’s watches
that night.

Never mind. I felt myself again, even if I hadn’t had
any dinner or supper. Pride came to me that night on
the walk-around, watching the boats go by-little
boats, big boats, the Boston boat with all her pearls
and her dance music. They couldn’t see me; they
didn’t know who I was; but to the last of them, they
depended on me. They say a man must be born again.
Well, I was born again. I breathed deep in the wind.

Dawn broke hard and red as a dying coal. I put out
the light and started to go below. Born again; yes, sir.
I felt so good I whistled in the well, and when I came
to the first door on the stair I reached out in the dark
to give it a rap for luck. And then, sir, the hair
prickled all over my scalp, when I found my hand just
going on and on through the air, the same as it had
gone once before, and all of a sudden I wanted to yell,
because I thought I was going to touch flesh. It’s funny
what their just forgetting to close their door did to
me, isn’t it?

Well, I reached for the latch and pulled it to with
a bang and ran down as if a ghost was after me. I got
up some coffee and bread and bacon for breakfast. I
drank the coffee. But somehow I couldn’t eat, all along
of that open door. The light in the room was blood. I
got to thinking. I thought how she’d talked about
those men, women, and children on the rocks, and
how she’d made to bathe her hands over the rail. I al-
most jumped out of my chair then; it seemed for a
wink she was there beside the stove watching me with
that queer half-smile—really, I seemed to see her for a
flash across the red tablecloth in the red light of dawn.

“Look herel” said I to myself, sharp enough; and
then I gave myself a good laugh and went below.
There I took a look out of the door, which was still
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open, with the ladder hanging down. I made sure to
see the poor old fool come pulling around the point
before very long now.

My boots were hurting a little, and, taking them off,
I lay down on the cot to rest, and somehow I went to
sleep. I had horrible dreams. I saw her again standing
in that blood-red kitchen, and she seemed to be wash-
ing her hands, and the surf on the ledge was whining
up the tower, louder and louder all the time, and
what it whined was, “Night after night—night after
night.” What woke me was cold water in my face.

The storeroom was in gloom. That scared me at first;
I thought night had come, and remembered the light.
But then I saw the gloom was of a storm. The floor
was shining wet, and the water in my face was spray,
flung up through the open door. When I ran to close
it, it almost made me dizzy to see the gray-and-white
breakers marching past. The land was gone; the sky
shut down heavy overhead; there was a piece of wreck-
age on the back of a swell, and the Jacob’s-ladder was
carried clean away. How that sea had picked up so
quick I can’t think. I looked at my watch and it wasn’t
four in the afternoon yet.

When 1 closed the door, sir, it was almost dark in
the storeroom. I'd never been in the Light before in a
gale of wind. I wondered why I was shivering so, till
I found it was the floor below me shivering, and the
walls and stair. Horrible crunchings and grindings ran
away up the tower, and now and then there was a
great thud somewhere, like a cannon-shot in a cave. I
tell you, sir, I was alone, and I was in a mortal fright
for a minute or so. And yet I had to get myself to-
gether. There was the light up there not tended to,
and an early dark coming on and a heavy night and
all, and I had to go. And I had to pass that door.

You'll say it’s foolish, sir, maybe it was foolish.
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Maybe it was because I hadn’t eaten. But I began
thinking of that door up there the minute I set foot
on the stair, and all the way up through that howling
dark well I dreaded to pass it. I told myself I wouldn’t
stop. I didn’t stop. I felt the landing underfoot and I
went on, four steps, five—and then I couldn’t. I turned
and went back. I put out my hand and it went on into
nothing. That door, sir, was open again.

I left it be; I went on up to the light-room and set
to work. It was Bedlam there, sir, screeching Bedlam,
but I took no notice. I kept my eyes down. I trimmed
those seven wicks, sir, as neat as ever they were
trimmed; I polished the brass till it shone, and I
dusted the lens. It wasn’t till that was done that I let
myself look back to see who it was standing there, half
out of sight in the well. It was her, sir.

“Where’d you come from?” I asked. I remember my
voice was sharp.

“Up Jacob’s-ladder,” said she, and hers was like the
syrup of flowers.

I shook my head. I was savage, sir. “The ladder’s
carried away.”

“I cast it off,” said she with a smile.

“Then,” said I, “you must have come while I was
asleep.” Another thought came on me heavy as a ton
of lead. “And where’s he?” said 1. “Where’s the boat?”

“He’s drowned,” said she, as easy as that. “And I let
the boat go adrift. You wouldn’t hear me when I
called.”

“But look here,” said I. “If you came through the
storeroom, why didn’t you wake me up? Tell me that!”
It sounds foolish enough, me standing like a lawyer in
court, trying to prove she couldn’t be there.

She didn’t answer for a moment. I guess she sighed,
though I couldn’t hear for the gale, and her eyes grew
soft, sir, so soft.
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“I couldn’t,” said she. “You looked so peaceful—
dear one.”

My cheeks and neck went hot, sir, as if a warm iron
was laid on them. I didn’t know what to say. I began
to stammer, “What do you mean—" But she was going
back down the stair, out of sight. My God, sir, and I
used not to think she was good-looking!

I started to follow her. I wanted to know what she
meant. Then I said to myself, “If I don’t go—if I wait
here—she’ll come back.” And I went to the weather
side and stood looking out of the window. Not that
there was much to see. It was growing dark, and the
Seven Brothers looked like the mane of a running
horse, a great, vast, white horse running into the wind.
The air was awelter with it. I caught one peep of a
fisherman, lying flat trying to weather the ledge, and I
said, “God help them all tonight,” and then I went
hot at the sound of that “God.”

I was right about her, though. She was back again.
I wanted her to speak first, before I turned, but she
wouldn’t. I didn’t hear her go out; I didn’t know what
she was up to till I saw her coming outside on the
walk-around, drenched wet already. I pounded on the
glass for her to come in and not be a fool; if she heard
she gave no sign of it.

There she stood, and there I stood watching her.
Lord, sir—was it just that I'd never had eyes to see? Or
are there women who bloom? Her clothes were shining
on her, like a carving, and her hair was let down like
a golden curtain tossing and streaming in the gale, and
there she stood with her lips half open, drinking, and
her eyes half closed, gazing straight away over the
Seven Brothers, and her shoulders swaying, as if in
tune with the wind and water and all the ruin. And
when I looked at her hands over the rail, sir, they
were moving in each other as if they bathed, and then
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I remembered, sir.

A cold horror took me. I knew now why she had
come back again. She wasn’t a woman—she was a devil.
I turned my back on her. I said to myself, “It’s time to
light up. You've got to light up”—like that, over and
over, but loud. My hand was shivering so I could
hardly find a match; and when I scratched it, it only
flared a second and then went out in the back draft
from the open door. She was standing in the doorway,
looking at me.

It's queer, sir, but I felt like a child caught in mis-
chief. “I—I was going to light up,” I managed to say,
finally.

“Why?” said she. No, I can’t say it as she did.

“Why?” said 1. “My God.”

She came nearer, laughing, as if with pity, low, you
know. “Your God? And who is your God? What is
God? What is anything on a night like this?”

I drew back from her. All I could say anything
about was the light.

“Why not the dark?” said she. “Dark is softer than
light—tenderer—dearer than light. From the dark up
here, away up here in the wind and storm, we can
watch the ships go by, you and 1. And you love me so.
You've loved me so long, Ray.”

“I never havel” I struck out at her. “I don’t! I
don’t!”

Her voice was lower than ever, but there was the
same laughing pity in it. “Oh, yes, you have.” And
she was near me again.

“I have?” I yelled. “I’ll show you! I'll show you if I
have!”

I got another match, sir, and scratched it on the
brass. I gave it to the first wick that’s inside all the
others. It bloomed like a yellow flower. “I have?” 1
yelled, and gave it to the next.
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Then there was a shadow, and I saw she was leaning
beside me, her two elbows on the brass, her two arms
stretched out above the wicks, her bare forearms and
wrists and hands. I gave a gasp:

“Take care! You'll burn them! For God’s sake—"

She didn’t move or speak. The match burned my fin-
gers and went out, and all I could do was stare at
those arms of hers, helpless. I'd never noticed her arms
before. They were rounded and graceful and covered
with a soft down, like a breath of gold. Then I heard
her speaking close to my ear.

“Pretty arms,” she said. ‘“Pretty arms!”

I turned. Her eyes were fixed on mine. They seemed
heavy, as if with sleep, and yet between their lids they
were two walls, deep and deep, and as if they held all
the things I'd ever thought or dreamed in them. I
looked away from them, at her lips. Her lips were red
as poppies, heavy with redness. They moved, and I
heard them speaking: “Poor boy, you love me so, and
you want to kiss me—don’t you?”

“No,” said I. But I couldn’t turn around. I looked
at her hair. I'd always thought it was stringy hair.
Some hair curls naturally with damp, they say, and
perhaps that was it, for there were pearls of wet on it,
and it was thick and shimmering around her face,
making soft shadows by the temples. There was green
in it, queer strands of green like braids.

“What is it?”’ said 1.

“Nothing but weed,” said she, with that slow, sleepy
smile.

Somehow or other I felt calmer than I had any
time. “Look here,” said I. “I'm going to light this
lamp.” I took out a match, scratched it, and touched
the third wick. The flame ran around, bigger than the
other two together. But still her arms hung there. I bit
my lip. “By God, I willl” said I to myself, and I lit



The Woman at Seven Brothers 169

the fourth.

It was fierce, sir, fiercel And yet those arms never
trembled. I had to look around at her. Her eyes were
still looking into mine, so deep, and her red lips were
still smiling with that queer, sleepy droop; the only
thing was that tears were raining down her cheeks—
big, blowing round, jewel tears. It wasn’t human, sir.
It was like a dream.

“Pretty arms,” she sighed, and then, as if those words
had broken something in her heart, there came a great
sob bursting from her lips. To hear it drove me mad.
I reached to drag her away, but she was too quick, sir;
she cringed from me and slipped out from between my
hands. It was like she faded away, sir, and went down
in a bundle, nursing her poor arms and mourning
over them with those terrible, broken sobs.

The sound of them took the manhood out of me—
you’d have been the same, sir. I knelt down beside her
on the floor and covered my face. “Pleasel” I moaned.
“Please! Pleasel” That'’s all I could say. I wanted her
to forgive me. I reached out a hand, blind, for forgive-
ness, and I couldn’t find her anywhere. I had hurt her
so, and she was afraid of me, of me, sir, who loved her
so deep it drove me crazy.

I could see her down the stair, though it was dim
and my eyes were filled with tears. I stumbled after
her, crying, “Please! Pleasel” The little wicks I'd lit
were blowing in the wind from the door and smoking
the glass beside them black. One went out. I pleaded
with them, the same as I would plead with a human
being. I said I'd be back in a second. I promised. And
I went on down the stair, crying like a baby because
I'd hurt her, and she was afraid of me—of me, sir.

She had gone into her room. The door was closed
against me and I could hear her sobbing beyond it,
brokenhearted. My heart was broken too. I beat on
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the door with my palms. I begged her to forgive me. I
told her I loved her. And all the answer was that sob-
bing in the dark.

And then I lifted the latch and went in, groping,
pleading. “Dearest—please! Because I love youl”

I heard her speak down near the floor. There wasn’t
any anger in her voice; nothing but sadness and de-
spair. “No,” said she. “You don’t love me, Ray. You
never have.”

“I do! I havel”

“No, no,” said she, as if she was tired out.

“Where are you?” I was groping for her. I thought,
and lit a match. She had got to the door and was stand-
ing there as if ready to fly. I went toward her, and she
made me stop. She took my breath away. “I hurt your
arms,” said I, in a dream.

“No,” said she, hardly moving her lips. She held
them out to the match’s light for me to look, and there
was never a scar on them—not even that soft, golden
down was singed, sir. “You can’t hurt my body,” said
she, sad as anything. “Only my heart, Ray; my poor
heart.”

I tell you again she took my breath away. I lit an-
other match. “How can you be so beautiful?” I won-
dered.

She answered in riddles—but oh, the sadness of her,
sir. “Because,” said she, “I've always so wanted to be.”

“How come your eyes so heavy?” said L.

“Because I've seen so many things I never dreamed
of,” said she.

“How come your hair so thick?”

“It’s the seaweed makes it thick,” said she, smiling
queer, queer.

“How come seaweed there?”

“Out of the bottom of the sea.” She talked in rid-
dles, but it was like poetry to hear her, or a song.
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“How come your lips so red?” said I.

“Because they’ve wanted so long to be kissed.”

Fire was on me, sir. I reached out to catch her, but
she was gone, out of the door and down the stair. I fol-
lowed, stumbling. I must have tripped on the turn, for
I remember going through the air and fetching up
with a crash, and I didn’t know anything for a spell—
how long I can’t say. When I came to, she was there,
somewhere, bending over me, crooning, “My love—my
love—" under her breath, like a song.

But then when I got up, she was not where my arms
went; she was down the stair again, just ahead of me.
I followed her. I was tottering and dizzy and full of
pain. I tried to catch up with her in the dark of the
storeroom, but she was too quick for me, sir, always a
little quick for me. Oh, she was cruel to me, sir. I kept
bumping against things, hurting myself still worse,
and it was cold and wet and a horrible noise all the
while, sir; and then, sir, I found the door was open,
and a sea had parted the hinges.

I don’t know how it all went, sir. I'd tell you if I
could, but it’s all so blurred—sometimes it seems more
like a dream. I couldn’t find her any more; I couldn’t
hear her; I went all over, everywhere. Once, I remem-
ber, I found myself hanging out of that door between
the davits, looking down into those big black seas and
crying like a baby. It’s all riddles and blur. I can’t seem
to tell you much, sir. It was all—all—I don’t know.

I was talking to somebody else—not her. It was the
Inspector. I hardly knew it was the Inspector. His face
was as gray as a blanket, and his eyes were bloodshot,
and his lips were twisted. His left wrist hung down,
awkward. It was broken coming aboard the Light in
that sea. Yes, we were in the living-room. Yes, sir, it
was daylight—gray daylight. I tell you, sir, the man
looked crazy to me. He was waving his good arm to-
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ward the weather windows, and what he was saying,
over and over, was this: “Look what you done, damn
you! Look what you done!”

And what I was saying was this: “I’ve lost her!”

I didn’t pay any attention to him, nor him to me.
By and by he did, though. He stopped his talking all
of a sudden, and his eyes looked like a devil’s eyes. He
put them up close to mine. He grabbed my arm with
his good hand, and I cried, I was so weak.

“Johnson,” said he, “is that it? By the living God—
if you got a woman out here, Johnson!”

“No,” said I. “I've lost her.”

“What do you mean—lost her?”

“It was dark,” said I—and it’s funny how my head
was clearing up—“and the door was open—the store-
room door—and I was after her—and I guess she stum-
bled, maybe—and I lost her.”

“Johnson,” said he, “what do you mean? You sound
crazy—downright crazy. Who?”

“Her,” said 1. “Fedderson’s wife.”

€« WhO?I)

“Her,” said 1. And with that he gave my arm an-
other jerk.

“Listen,” said he, like a tiger. “Don’t try that on me.
It won’t do any good—that kind of lies—not where
you’re going to. Fedderson and his wife too—the both
of 'em’s drowned deader'n a doornail.”

“I know,” said I, nodding my head. I was so calm it
made him wild.

“You're crazy! Crazy as a loon, Johnson!” And he
was chewing his lip red. “I know, because it was me
that found the old man laying on Back Water Flats
yesterday morning—me! And she’d been with him in
the boat, too, because he had a piece of her jacket tore
off, tangled in his arm.”

“I know,” said I, nodding again, like that.
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“You know what, you crazy, murdering fool?” Those
were his words to me, sir.

“I know,” said I, “what I know.”

“And I know,” said he, “what I know.”

And there you are, sir. He’s Inspector. I'm—nobody.

Margaret Irwin

The Book

On a foggy night in November, Mr. Corbett, having
guessed the murderer by the third chapter of his detec-
tive story, arose in disappointment from his bed and
went downstairs in search of something more satisfac-
tory to send him to sleep.

The fog had crept through the closed and curtained
windows of the dining-room and hung thick on the
air, in a silence that seemed as heavy and breathless
as the fog. The atmosphere was more choking than in
his room, and very chill, although the remains of a
large fire still burned in the grate.

The dining-room bookcase was the only considerable
one in the house, and held a careless, unselected col-
lection to suit all the tastes of the household, together
with a few dull and obscure old theological books that
had been left over from the sale of a learned uncle’s
library. Cheap red novels, bought on railway stalls by
Mrs. Corbett, who thought a journey the only time to
read, were thrust in like pert, undersized intruders
among the respectable 19th-century works of culture,
chastely bound in dark blue or green, which Mr. Cor-
bett had considered the right thing to buy during his



174 Margaret Irwin

Oxford days; besides these there swaggered the chil-
dren’s large, gayly bound story books and collections
of fairy tales in every color.

From among this neat, new, clothbound crowd there
towered here and there a musty sepulcher of learning,
brown with the color of dust rather than leather, with
no trace of gilded letters, however faded, on its crum-
bling back to tell what lay inside. A few of these mori-
bund survivors from the Dean’s library were inhospi-
tably fastened with rusty clasps; all remained closed,
and appeared impenetrable, their blank forbidding
backs uplifted above their frivolous surroundings with
the air of scorn that belongs to a private and concealed
knowledge. For only the worm of corruption now
bored his way through their evil-smelling pages.

It was an unusual flight of fancy for Mr. Corbett to
imagine that the vaporous and fogridden air that
seemed to hang more thickly about the bookcase was
like a dank and poisonous breath exhaled by one or
other of these slowly rotting volumes. Discomfort in
this pervasive and impalpable presence came on him
more acutely than at any time that day; in an attempt
to clear his throat of it he choked most unpleasantly.

He hurriedly chose a Dickens from the second shelf
as appropriate to a London fog, and had returned to
the foot of the stairs when he decided that his reading
tonight should by contrast be of blue Italian skies and
white statues, in beautiful rhythmic sentences. He went
back for a Walter Pater.

He found Marius the Epicurean tipped sideways
across the gap left by his withdrawal of The Old Curi-
osity Shop. It was a very wide gap to have been left by
a single volume, for the books on that shelf had been
closely wedged together. He put the Dickens back into
it and saw that there was still space for a large book.
He said to himself in careful and precise words, “This
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is nonsense. No one can possibly have gone into the
dining-room and removed a book while I was crossing
the hall. There must have been a gap before in the sec-
ond shelf.” But another part of his mind kept saying
in a hurried, tumbled torrent, “There was no gap in
the second shelf. There was no gap in the second
shelf.”

He snatched at both the Marius and The Old Curi-
osity Shop, and went to his room in a haste that was
unnecessary and absurd, since even if he believed in
ghosts, which he did not, no one had the smallest
reason for suspecting any in the modern Kensington
house wherein he and his family had lived for the last
15 years. Reading was the best thing to calm the
nerves, and Dickens a pleasant, wholesome, and robust
author.

Tonight, however, Dickens struck him in a different
light. Beneath the author’s sentimental pity for the
weak and helpless, he could discern a revolting pleas-
ure in cruelty and suffering, while the grotesque figures
of the people in Cruikshank’s illustrations revealed
too clearly the hideous distortions of their souls. What
had seemed humorous now appeared diabolic, and in
disgust at these two old favorites, he turned to Walter
Pater for the repose and dignity of a classic spirit.

But presently he wondered if this spirit were not in
itself of a marble quality, frigid and lifeless, contrary
to the purpose of nature. “I have often thought,” he
said to himself, “that there is something evil in the
austere worship of beauty for its own sake.” He had
never thought so before, but he liked to think that this
impulse of fancy was the result of mature considera-
tion, and with this satisfaction he composed himself
for sleep.

He woke two or three times in the night, an un-
usual occurrence, but he was glad of it, for each time
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he had been dreaming horribly of these blameless Vic-
torian works. Sprightly devils in whiskers and peg-top
trousers tortured a lovely maiden and leered in delight
at her anguish; the gods and heroes of classic fable
acted deeds whose naked crime and shame Mr. Corbett
had never appreciated in Latin and Greek Unseens.
When he had woken in a cold sweat from the spec-
tacle of the ravished Philomel’s torn and bleeding
tongue, he decided there was nothing for it but to go
down and get another book that would turn his
thoughts in some more pleasant direction. But his in-
creasing reluctance to do this found a hundred excuses.
The recollection of the gap in the shelf now occurred
to him with a sense of unnatural importance; in the
troubled dozes that followed, this gap between two
books seemed the most hideous deformity, like a gap
between the front teeth of some grinning monster.
But in the clear daylight of the morning Mr. Cor-
bett came down to the pleasant dining-room, its sunny
windows and smell of coffee and toast, and ate an un-
diminished breakfast with a mind chiefly occupied in
self-congratulations that the wind had blown the fog
away in time for this Saturday game of golf. Whistling
happily, he was pouring out his final cup of coffee,
when his hand remained arrested in the act of his
glance, roving across to the bookcase, noticed that
there was now no gap at all in the second shelf. He
asked who had been at the bookcase already, but nei-
ther of the girls had, nor Dicky, and Mrs. Corbett was
not yet down. The maid never touched the books.
They wanted to know what book he missed in it,
which made him look foolish, as he could not say. The
things that disturb us at midnight are negligible at
9 a. m. “I thought there was a gap in the second shelf,”
he said, “but it doesn’'t matter.”
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“There never is a gap in the second shelf,” said little
Jean brightly. “You can take out lots of books from it
and when you go back the gap’s always filled up.
Haven’t you noticed that? I have.”

Nora, the middle one in age, said Jean was always
being silly; she had been found crying over the funny
pictures in the Rose and the Ring because she said all
the people in them had such wicked faces, and the pic-
ture of a black cat had upset her because she thought
it was a witch. Mr. Corbett did not like to think of
such fancies for his Jeannie. She retaliated briskly by
saying Dicky was just as bad and he was a big boy. He
had kicked a book across the room and said, “Filthy
stuff,” just like that. Jean was a good mimic; her tone
expressed a venom of disgust, and she made the ges-
ture of dropping a book as though the very touch of it
were loathsome. Dicky, who had been making violent
signs at her, now told her she was a beastly little sneak
and he would never again take her for rides on the
step of his bicycle. Mr. Corbett was disturbed. Un-
pleasant housemaids and bad school-friends passed
through his head, as he gravely asked his son how he
had got hold of this book.

“Took it out of that bookcase, of course,” said Dicky
furiously.

It turned out to be the Boy’s Gulliver’s Travels that
granny had given him, and Dicky had at last to explain
his rage with the devil who wrote it to show that men
were worse than beasts and the human race a wash-
out. A boy who never had good school reports had no
right to be so morbidly sensitive as to penetrate to the
underlying cynicism of Swift’s delightful fable, and
that moreover in the bright and carefully expurgated
edition they bring out nowadays. Mr. Corbett could
not say he had ever noticed the cynicism himself,
though he knew from the critical books it must be
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there, and with some annoyance he advised his son to
take out a nice, bright, modern boy’s adventure story
that could not depress anybody. It appeared, however,
that Dicky was “off reading just now,” and the girls
echoed this.

Mr. Corbett soon found that he too was “off read-
ing.” Every new book seemed to him weak, tasteless,
and insipid; while his old and familiar books were de-
pressing or even, in some obscure way, disgusting. Au-
thors must all be filthy-minded; they probably wrote
what they dared not express in their lives. Stevenson
had said that literature was a morbid secretion; he
read Stevenson again to discover his peculiar mor-
bidity, and detected in his essays a self-pity masquerad-
ing as courage and in Treasure Island an invalid’s
sickly attraction to brutality.

This gave him a zest to find out what he disliked so
much, and his taste for reading revived as he explored
with relish the hidden infirmities of minds that had
been valued by fools as great and noble. He saw Jane
Austen and Charlotte Bronté as two unpleasant exam-
ples of spinsterhood; the one as a prying, sub-acid
busybody in everyone else’s flirtations, the other as a
raving, craving maenad seeking self-immolation on the
altar of her frustrated passions. He compared Words-
worth’s love of nature to the monstrous egoism of an
ancient bellwether, isolated from the flock.

These powers of penetration astonished him. With
a mind so acute and original he should have achieved
greatness, yet he was a mere solicitor, and not prosper-
ous at that. If he had but the money, he might do
something with those ivory shares, but it would be a
pure gamble and he had no luck. His natural envy of
his wealthier acquaintances now mingled with a con-
tempt for their stupidity that approached loathing.
The digestion of his lunch in the City was ruined by



The Book 179

meeting sentimental yet successful dotards whom he
had once regarded as pleasant fellows. The very sight
of them spoiled his game of golf, so that he came to
prefer reading alone in the dining-room even on sunny
afternoons. He discovered also and with a slight shock
that Mrs. Corbett had always bored him. Dicky he
began actively to dislike as an impudent blockhead,
and the two girls were as insipidly alike as white mice;
it was a relief when he abolished their tiresome habit
of coming in to say good-night.

In the now unbroken silence and seclusion of the
dining-room, he read with feverish haste as though he
were seeking for some clue to knowledge, some secret
key to existence which would quicken and inflame it,
transform it from its present dull torpor to a life
worthy of him and his powers.

He even explored the few decaying remains of his
uncle’s theological library. Bored and baffled, he yet
persisted, and had the occasional relief of an ugly
woodcut of Adam and Eve with figures like bolsters
and hair like dahlias, or a map of the Cosmos with
Hell-mouth in the corner, belching forth demons. One
of these books had diagrams and symbols in the mar-
gin which he took to be mathematical formulas of a
kind he did not know. He presently discovered that
they were drawn, not printed, and that the book was
in manuscript, in a very neat, crabbed black writing
that resembled black-letter printing. It was, moreover,
in Latin, a fact that gave Mr. Corbett a shock of un-
reasoning disappointment. For while examining the
signs in the margin, he had been filled with an extraor-
dinary exultation, as though he knew himself to be on
the edge of a discovery that should alter his whole life.
But he had forgotten his Latin.

With a secret and guilty air which would have
looked absurd to anyone who knew his harmless pur-
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pose, he stole to the schoolroom for Dicky’s Latin dic-
tionary and grammar, and hurried back to the dining-
room, where he tried to discover what the book was
about with an anxious industry that surprised himself.
There was no name to it, nor of the author. Several
blank pages had been left at the end, and the writing
ended at the bottom of a page, with no flourish or
subscription, as though the book had been left unfin-
ished. From what sentences he could translate, it
seemed to be a work on theology rather than mathe-
matics. There were constant references to the Master,
to His wishes and injunctions, which appeared to be
of a complicated kind. Mr. Corbett began by skipping
these as mere accounts of ceremonial, but a word
caught his eye as one unlikely to occur in such an ac-
count. He read this passage attentively, looking up
each word in the dictionary, and could hardly believe
the result of his translation. “Clearly,” he decided,
“this book must be by some early missionary, and the
passage I have just read the account of some horrible
rite practiced by a savage tribe of devil-worshipers.”
Though he called it “horrible,” he reflected on it, com-
mitting each detail to memory. He then amused him-
self by copying the signs in the margin near it and
trying to discover their significance. But a sensation
of sickly cold came over him, his head swam, and he
could hardly see the figures before his eyes. He sus-
pected a sudden attack of influenza, and went to ask
his wife for medicine.

They were all in the drawing-room, Mrs. Corbett
helping Nora and Jean with a new game, Dicky playing
the pianola, and Mike, the Irish terrier, who had
lately deserted his accustomed place on the dining-
room hearthrug, stretched by the fire. Mr. Corbett had
an instant’s impression of this peaceful and cheerful
scene, before his family turned toward him and asked
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in scared tones what was the matter. He thought how
like sheep they looked and sounded; nothing in his
appearance in the mirror struck him as odd; it was
their gaping faces that were unfamiliar. He then no-
ticed the extraordinary behavior of Mike, who had
sprung from the hearthrug and was crouched in the
farthest corner, uttering no sound, but with his eyes
distended and foam round his bare teeth. Under Mr.
Corbett’s glance he slunk toward the door, whimpering
in a faint and abject manner, and then, as his master
called him, he snarled horribly, and the hair bristled
on the scruff of his neck. Dicky let him out, and they
heard him scuffling at a frantic rate down the stairs to
the kitchen, and then, again and again, a long-drawn
howl.

“What can be the matter with Mike?” asked Mrs.
Corbett.

Her question broke a silence that seemed to have
lasted a long time. Jean began to cry. Mr. Corbett said
irritably that he did not know what was the matter
with any of them. Then Nora asked, “What is that red
mark on your face?”

He looked again in the glass and could see nothing.

“It's quite clear from here,” said Dicky; “I can see
the lines in the fingerprint.”

“Yes, that’s what it is,” said Mrs. Corbett in her
brisk, staccato voice; “the print of a finger on your
forehead. Have you been writing in red ink?”

Mr. Corbett precipitately left the room for his own,
where he sent down a message that he was suffering
from headache and would have his dinner in bed. He
wanted no one fussing round him. By next morning
he was amazed at his fancies of influenza, for he had
never felt so well in his life.

No one commented on his looks at breakfast, so he
concluded that the mark had disappeared. The old
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Latin book he had been translating on the previous
night had been moved from the writing bureau, al-
though Dicky’s grammar and dictionary were still
there. The second shelf was, as always in the daytime,
closely packed; the book had, he remembered, been
in the second shelf. But this time he did not ask who
had put it back.

That day he had an unexpected stroke of luck in
a new client of the name of Crab, who intrusted him
with large sums of money: nor was he irritated by the
sight of his more prosperous acquaintance, but with
difficulty refrained from grinning in their faces, so
confident was he that this remarkable ability must
soon place him higher than any of them. At dinner
he chaffed his family with what he felt to be the gayety
of a schoolboy. But on them it had a contrary effect,
for they stared, either at him in stupid astonishment,
or at their plates, depressed and nervous. Did they
think him drunk? he wondered, and a fury came on
him at their low and bestial suspicions and heavy dull-
ness of mind. Why, he was younger than any of them.

But in spite of this new alertness, he could not at-
tend to the letters he should have written that eve-
ning, and drifted to the bookcase for a little light dis-
traction, but found that for the first time there was
nothing he wished to read. He pulled out a book from
above his head at random, and saw that it was the old
Latin book in manuscript. As he turned over its stiff
yellow pages, he noticed with pleasure the smell of
corruption that had first repelled him in these decay-
ing volumes, a smell, he now thought, of ancient and
secret knowledge.

This idea of secrecy seemed to affect him person-
ally, for on hearing a step in the hall he hastily closed
the book and put it back in its place. He went to the
schoolroom where Dicky was doing his homework and
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told him he required his Latin grammar and diction-
ary again for an old law report. To his annoyance he
stammered and put his words awkwardly; he thought
that the boy looked oddly at him and he cursed him
in his heart for a suspicious young devil, though of
what he should be suspicious he could not say. Never-
theless, when back in the dining-room, he listened at
the door and then softly turned the lock before he
opened the books on the writing bureau.

The script and Latin seemed much clearer than on
the previous evening, and he was able to read at ran-
dom a passage relating to the trial of a German mid-
wife in 1620 for the murder and dissection of 783
children. Even allowing for the opportunities afforded
by her profession, the number appeared excessive, nor
could he discover any motive for the slaughter. He
decided to translate the book from the beginning.

It appeared to be an account of some secret society
whose activities and ritual were of a nature so obscure,
and when not, so vile and terrible, that Mr. Corbett
would not at first believe that this could be a record
of any human mind, although his deep interest in it
should have conyinced him that from his humanity, at
least, it was not altogether alien.

He read until far later than his usual hour for bed,
and when at last he rose, it was with the book in his
hands. To defer his parting with it, he stood turning
over the pages until he reached the end of the writing,
and was struck by a new peculiarity.

The ink was much fresher and of a far poorer qual-
ity than the thick, rusted ink in the bulk of the book;
on close inspection he would have said that it was of
modern manufacture and written quite recently, were
it not for the fact that it was in the same crabbed, late
17th-century handwriting.

This, however, did not explain the perplexity, even
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dismay and fear, he now felt as he stared at the last
sentence. It ran: Contine te in perennibus studiis, and
he had at once recognized it as a Ciceronian tag that
had been dinned into him at school. He could not
understand how he had failed to notice it yesterday.

Then he remembered that the book had ended at
the bottom of a page. But now the last two sentences
were written at the very top of a page. However long
he looked at them, he could come to no other conclu-
sion than that they had been added since the previous
evening. He now read the sentence before the last: Re
imperfecta mortuus sum, and translated the whole as:
I died with my purpose unachieved. Continue, thou,
the never-ending studies.

With his eyes still fixed upon it, Mr. Corbett re-
placed the book on the writing bureau and stepped
back from it to the door, his hand outstretched behind
him, groping and then tugging at the door handle. As
the door failed to open, his breath came in a faint,
hardly articulate scream. Then he remembered that he
had himself locked it, and he fumbled with the key
in frantic, ineffectual movements until at last he
opened it and banged it after him as he plunged back-
ward into the hall.

For a moment he stood there looking at the door
handle; then with a stealthy, sneaking movement, his
hand crept out toward it, touched it, began to turn it,
when suddenly he pulled his hand away and went up
to his bedroom, three steps at a time.

There he behaved in a manner only comparable
with the way he had lost his head after losing his inno-
cence when a schoolboy of sixteen. He hid his face in
the pillow, he cried, he raved in meaningless words,
repeating, “Never, never, never. I will never do it
again. Help me never to do it again.” With the words
“Help me,” he noticed what he was saying, they re-
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minded him of other words, and he began to pray
aloud. But the words sounded jumbled, they persisted
in coming into his head in a reverse order, so that he
found he was saying his prayers backward, and at this
final absurdity he suddenly began to laugh very loud.
He sat up on the bed, delighted at this return to san-
ity, common sense, and humor, when the door leading
into Mrs. Corbett’s room opened, and he saw his wife
staring at him with a strange, gray, drawn face that
made her seem like the terror-stricken ghost of her
usually smug and placid self.

“It’s not burglars,” he said irritably. “I've come to
bed late, that is all, and must have waked you.”

“Henry,” said Mrs. Corbett, and he noticed that she
had not heard him. “Henry, didn’t you hear it?”

“What?”

“That laugh.”

He was silent, an instinctive caution warning him to
wait until she spoke again. And this she did, imploring
him with her eyes to reassure her.

“It was not a human laugh. It was like the laugh of
a devil.”

He checked his violent inclination to laugh again.
It was wiser not to let her know that it was only his
laughter she had heard. He told her to stop being
fanciful, and Mrs. Corbett, gradually recovering her
docility, returned to obey an impossible command,
since she could not stop being what she had never
been.

The next morning, Mr. Corbett rose before any of
the servants and crept down to the dining-room. As be-
fore, the dictionary and grammar alone remained on
the writing bureau; the book was back on the second
shelf. He opened it at the end. Two more lines had
been added, carrying the writing down to the middle
of the page. They ran: Ex auro canceris In dentem
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elephantis, which he translated as: Out of the money
of the crab Into the tooth of the elephant. From this
time on, his acquaintance in the City noticed a change
in the mediocre, rather flabby and unenterprising “old
Corbett.” His recent sour depression dropped from
him: he seemed to have grown 20 years younger,
strong, brisk and cheerful, and with a self-confidence
in business that struck them as lunacy. They waited
with a not unpleasant excitement for the inevitable
crash, but his every speculation, however wild and
hare-brained, turned out successful. He no longer
avoided them, but went out of his way to display his
consciousness of luck, daring and vigor, and to chaff
them in a manner that began to make him actively
disliked. This he welcomed with delight as a sign of
others’ envy and his superiority.

He never stayed in town for dinners or theaters, for
he was always now in a hurry to get home, where, as
soon as he was sure of being undisturbed, he would
take down the manuscript book from the second shelf
of the dining-room and turn to the last pages.

Every morning he found that a few words had been
added since the evening before, and always they
formed, as he considered, injunctions to himself.
These were at first only with regard to his money trans-
actions, giving assurance to his boldest fancies, and
since the brilliant and unforeseen success that had
attended his gamble with Mr. Crab’s money in African
ivory, he followed all such advice unhesitatingly.

But presently, interspersed with these commands,
were others of a meaningless, childish, yet revolting
character, such as might be invented by a decadent
imbecile, or, it must be admitted, by the idle fancies
of any ordinary man who permits his imagination to
wander unbridled. Mr. Corbett was startled to recog-
nize one of two such fancies of his own, which had oc-
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curred to him during his frequent boredom in church,
and which he had not thought any other mind could
conceive.

He at first paid no attention to these directions, but
found that his new speculations declined so rapidly
that he became terrified not merely for his fortune but
for his reputation and even safety, since the money of
various of his clients was involved. It was made clear
to him that he must follow the commands in the book
altogether or not at all, and he began to carry out
their puerile and grotesque blasphemies with a con-
temptuous amusement, which, however, gradually
changed to a sense of their monstrous significance.
They became more capricious and difficult of execu-
tion, but he now never hesitated to obey blindly,
urged by a fear that he could not understand, but
knew only that it was not of mere financial failure.

By now he understood the effect of this book on the
others near it, and the reason that had impelled its
mysterious agent to move the books into the second
shelf so that all in turn should come under the influ-
ence of that ancient and secret knowledge.

In respect to it, he encouraged the children, with
jeers at their stupidity, to read more, but he could not
observe that they ever now took a book from the din-
ing-room bookcase. He himself no longer needed to
read, but went to bed early and slept sound. The
things that all his life he had longed to do when he
should have enough money now seemed to him in-
sipid. His most exciting pleasure was the smell and
touch of these moldering pages, as he turned them to
find the last message inscribed to him. One evening it
was in two words only: Canem occide.

He laughed at this simple and pleasant request to
kill the dog, for he bore Mike a grudge for his change
from devotion to slinking aversion. Moreover, it could
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not have come more opportunely, since in turning out
an old desk he had just discovered some packets of rat
poison bought years ago and forgotten. No one there-
fore knew of its existence, and it would be easy to
poison Mike without any further suspicion than that
of a neighbor’s carelessness. He whistled light-heart-
edly as he ran upstairs to rummage for the packets,
and returned to empty one in the dog’s dish of water
in the hall.

That night the household was awakened by terri-
fied screams proceeding from the stairs. Mr. Corbett
was the first to hasten there, prompted by the instinc-
tive caution that was always with him these days. He
saw Jean, in her nightdress, scrambling up on to the
landing on her hands and knees, clutching at anything
that afforded support and screaming in a choking,
tearless, unnatural manner. He carried her to the
room she shared with Nora, where they were quickly
followed by Mrs. Corbett.

Nothing coherent could be got from Jean. Nora
said that she must have been having her old dream
again; when her father demanded what this was, she
said that Jean sometimes woke in the night, crying, be-
cause she had dreamed of a hand passing backward and
forward over the dining-room bookcase, until it found
a certain book and took it out of the shelf. At this point
she was always so frightened that she woke up.

On hearing this, Jean broke into fresh screams, and
Mrs. Corbett would have no more explanations. Mr.
Corbett went out on to the stairs to find what had
brought the child there from her bed. On looking
down into the lighted hall, he saw Mike’s dish over-
turned. He went down to examine it and saw that the
water he had poisoned must have been upset and ab-
sorbed by the rough doormat, which was quite wet.

He went back to the little girls’ room, told his wife
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that she was tired and must go to bed, and he would
take his turn at comforting Jean. She was now much
quieter. He took her on his knee, where at first she
shrank from him. Mr. Corbett remembered with an
angry sense of injury that she never now sat on his
knee, and would have liked to pay her out for it by
mocking and frightening her. But he had to coax her
into telling him what he wanted, and with this object
he soothed her, calling her by pet names that he
thought he had forgotten, telling her that nothing
could hurt her now he was with her.

At first his cleverness amused him; he chuckled
softly when Jean buried her head in his dressing-gown.
But presently an uncomfortable sensation came over
him, he gripped at Jean as though for her protection,
while he was so smoothly assuring her of his. With
difficulty he listened to what he had at last induced
her to tell him.

She and Nora had kept Mike with them all the eve-
ning and taken him to sleep in their room for a treat.
He had lain at the foot of Jean’s bed and they had all
gone to sleep. Then Jean began her old dream of the
hand moving over the books in the dining-room book-
case; but instead of taking out a book, it came across
the dining-room and out on to the stairs. It came up
over the banisters and to the door of their room, and
turned their door handle very softly and opened it. At
this point she jumped up wide awake and turned on
the light, calling to Nora. The door which had been
shut when they went to sleep, was wide open, and
Mike was gone.

She told Nora that she was sure something dreadful
would happen to him if she did not go and bring him
back, and ran down into the hall, where she saw him
just about to drink from his dish. She called to him
and he looked up, but did not come, so she ran to
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him and began to pull him along with her, when her
nightdress was clutched from behind and then she felt
a hand seize her arm.

She fell down, and then clambered upstairs as fast
as she could, screaming all the way.

It was now clear to Mr. Corbett that Mike’s dish
must have been upset in the scuffle. She was again cry-
ing, but this time he felt himself unable to comfort
her. He retired to his room, where he walked up and
down in an agitation he could not understand, for he
found his thoughts perpetually arguing on a point that
had never troubled him before.

“I am not a bad man,” he kept saying to himself. “I
have never done anything actually wrong. My clients
are none the worse for my speculations, only the bet-
ter. Nor have I spent my new wealth on gross and
sensual pleasures; these now have even no attraction
for me.” Presently he added, “It is not wrong to try
and kill a dog, an ill-tempered brute. It turned against
me. It might have bitten Jeannie.”

He noticed that he had thought of her as Jeannie,
which he had not done for some time; it must have
been because he had called her that tonight. He must
forbid her ever to leave her room at night, he could
not have her meddling. It would be safer for him if
she were not there at all.

Again that sick and cold sensation of fear swept over
him: he seized the bedpost as though he were falling,
and held on to it for some minutes. “I was thinking of
a boarding school,” he told himself, and then, “I must
go down and find out—find out—" He would not think
what it was he must find out.

He opened his door and listened. The house was
quiet. He crept on to the landing and along to Nora’s
and Jean’s door, where again he stood listening. There
was no sound, and at that he was again overcome with
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unreasonable terror. He imagined Jean lying very
still in her bed—too still. He hastened away from the
door, shuffling in his bedroom slippers along the pas-
sage and down the stairs.

A bright fire still burned in the dining-room grate.
A glance at the clock told him it was not yet twelve.
He stared at the bookcase. In the second shelf was a
gap which had not been there when he had left. On
the writing bureau lay a large open book. He knew
that he must cross the room and see what was written
in it. Then, as before, words that he did not intend
came sobbing and crying to his lips, muttering, “No,
no, not that. Never, never, never.” But he crossed the
room and looked down at the book. As last time, the
message was in only two words: Infantem occide.

He slipped and fell forward against the bureau. His
hands clutched at the book, lifted it as he recovered
himself, and with his finger he traced out the words
that had been written. The smell of corruption crept
into his nostrils. He told himself that he was not a
sniveling dotard, but a man stronger and wiser than
his fellows, superior to the common emotions of hu-
manity, who held in his hands the sources of ancient
and secret power.

He had known what the message would be. It was
after all the only safe and logical thing to do. Jean
had acquired dangerous knowledge. She was a spy, an
antagonist. That she was so unconsciously, that she
was eight years old, his youngest and favorite child,
were sentimental appeals that could make no differ-
ence to a man of sane reasoning power such as his own.
Jean had sided with Mike against him. “All that are
not with me are against me,” he repeated softly. He
would kill both dog and child with the white powder
that no one knew to be in his possession. It would be
quite safe.
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He laid down the book and went to the door. What
he had to do he would do quickly, for again that sen-
sation of deadly cold was sweeping over him. He
wished he had not to do it tonight; last night it would
have been easier, but tonight she had sat on his knee
and made him afraid. He imagined her lying very
still in her bed—too still. But it would be she who
would lie there, not he, so why should he be afraid?
He was protected by ancient and secret powers. He
held on to the door handle, but his fingers seemed to
have grown numb, for he could not turn it. He clung
to it, crouched and shivering, bending over it until he
knelt on the ground, his head beneath the handle
which he still clutched with upraised hands. Suddenly
the hands were loosened and flung outward with the
frantic gesture of a man falling from a great height,
and he stumbled to his feet. He seized the book and
threw it on the fire. A violent sensation of choking
overcame him, he felt he was being strangled, as in a
nightmare he tried again and again to shriek aloud,
but his breath would make no sound. His breath
would not come at all. He fell backward heavily, down
on the floor, where he lay very still.

In the morning the maid who came to open the
dining-room windows found her master dead. The
sensation caused by this was scarcely so great in the
City as that given by the simultaneous collapse of all
Mr. Corbett’s recent speculations. It was instantly as-
sumed that he must have had previous knowledge of
this and so committed suicide.

The stumbling-block of this theory was that the
medical report defined the cause of Mr. Corbett’s death
as strangulation of the wind-pipe by the pressure of a
hand which had left the marks of its fingers on his
throat.
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no, not that. Never, never, never.” But he crossed the
room and looked down at the book. As last time, the
message was in only two words: Infantem occide.

He slipped and fell forward against the bureau. His
hands clutched at the book, lifted it as he recovered
himself, and with his finger he traced out the words
that had been written. The smell of corruption crept
into his nostrils. He told himself that he was not a
sniveling dotard, but a man stronger and wiser than
his fellows, superior to the common emotions of hu-
manity, who held in his hands the sources of ancient
and secret power.

He had known what the message would be. It was
after all the only safe and logical thing to do. Jean
had acquired dangerous knowledge. She was a spy, an
antagonist. That she was so unconsciously, that she
was eight years old, his youngest and favorite child,
were sentimental appeals that could make no differ-
ence to a man of sane reasoning power such as his own.
Jean had sided with Mike against him. “All that are
not with me are against me,” he repeated softly. He
would kill both dog and child with the white powder
that no one knew to be in his possession. It would be
quite safe.
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He laid down the book and went to the door. What
he had to do he would do quickly, for again that sen-
sation of deadly cold was sweeping over him. He
wished he had not to do it tonight; last night it would
have been easier, but tonight she had sat on his knee
and made him afraid. He imagined her lying very
still in her bed—too still. But it would be she who
would lie there, not he, so why should he be afraid?
He was protected by ancient and secret powers. He
held on to the door handle, but his fingers seemed to
have grown numb, for he could not turn it. He clung
to it, crouched and shivering, bending over it until he
knelt on the ground, his head beneath the handle
which he still clutched with upraised hands. Suddenly
the hands were loosened and flung outward with the
frantic gesture of a man falling from a great height,
and he stumbled to his feet. He seized the book and
threw it on the fire. A violent sensation of choking
overcame him, he felt he was being strangled, as in a
nightmare he tried again and again to shriek aloud,
but his breath would make no sound. His breath
would not come at all. He fell backward heavily, down
on the floor, where he lay very still.

In the morning the maid who came to open the
dining-room windows found her master dead. The
sensation caused by this was scarcely so great in the
City as that given by the simultaneous collapse of all
Mr. Corbett’s recent speculations. It was instantly as-
sumed that he must have had previous knowledge of
this and so committed suicide.

The stumbling-block of this theory was that the
medical report defined the cause of Mr. Corbett’s death
as strangulation of the wind-pipe by the pressure of a
hand which had left the marks of its fingers on his
throat.



Here, selected by the master, are thirteen
superlative tales designed to keep you
frozen to your seat and written by the
world’s most ingenious creators of the
weird, the shocking, and the fantastic.

Among them:
H. G. WELLS
ALEXANDER WOOLLCOTT
DuBOSE HEYWARD
AMBROSE BIERCE
MARGARET IRWIN
SAMUEL HOPKINS ADAMS
WILBUR DANIEL STEELE
AUGUST DERLETH



