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INTRODUCTION

In Search of Masterpieces

I’ve discovered a curious fact about myself and a few other anthologists
who also write fiction. We are naturally pleased when someone expresses a
favorable opinion of one of our novels or short stories, but we are even
more flattered by praise for the anthologies we edit. At first glance, this
may seem puzzling. Shouldn’t one’s own literary effusions be dearer than
mere gatherings of other writers’ work?

The answer is no. Every anthology puts the editor’s taste squarely on the
line. Everything he chooses, everything he leaves out, is a testament to and
indictment of his education, sensitivity, sophistication and I suppose even
his IQ. One may conceal the darkest personal secrets in the labyrinth of
character and plot that comprises a novel, but those who assay to edit a
collection of any size and scope run the risk of exposing themselves in
public. It is, therefore, perhaps excusable if an anthologist attempts to
justify his intentions before streaking naked through Parnassus.

When 1 edited Ghosts: A Treasury of Chilling Tales Old and New (Dou-
bleday, 1981), I attempted to gather together sufficient materials in one
volume to effectively define the folklore of ghosthood. In so doing, I of-
fered several stories perhaps less artfully written but necessary because of
some essential bit of ghost-myth embodied in the plot. This method, how-
ever, is inappropriate in the present collection since the title clearly states
that the contents consists of “masterpieces.”

Let me, however, beg the issue. What /s a masterpiece? A tale that time
has not buried, that still speaks to us long after its author is dead? That is
assuredly the best test, but how may it be applied to contemporary fiction?
If you peruse the table of contents, you will note the names of quite a few
living writers—Robert Bloch, Stanley Ellin, Ed Hoch, Richard Matheson,
to name a few. Clearly, the criterion of time cannot be applied in their
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cases. Then what act of hubris permits me to call their stories master-
pieces?

Frankly, I don’t know. I may very well be wrong about the enduring
potential of some of the tales in the pages to come. The word “master-
pieces” is employed with some trepidation, on the same theory that if I
ever owned a ship I’d call it the Pansy or the Pitifully Insignificant because
Poseidon seems to have it in for sea vessels with grandiose names like the
Titanic.

Nevertheless, I am meekly prepared to defend my choices on the ground
of personal memorability. Any story that gave my jaded spine a chill
seemed to present proper credentials for membership in the club. As a
further test, I allowed some time to lapse before making up my mind on
certain tales. Aickman’s “The Hospice,” for instance. I deleted it from my
ghost anthology in 1981 because I found it puzzlingly obscure. Maybe, but
I’ve been mulling it over ever since. A story that hangs around that long in
the subconscious must have something potent to recommend it.

As in my other anthologies, I have limited each author to a single entry
and have tried to avoid any tale too often anthologized. In a few cases, I
waived this point when conscience would not permit me to omit a key
work, but most of what follows should serve, I hope, as a complement
rather than as a repeat of other collections on the market or in secondhand
bookshops.

Some of the stories you will find herein are gentle excursions into the
occult, and one or two items are provided for comic relief, but let the
reader be warned . . . most of this collection is devoted to varying de-
grees of terror, horror and what the French call the conte cruelle. The
publisher offers no guarantees against nightmares, and the cautious cus-
tomer will do well to nibble sparingly at the mushrooms lest they turn out
to be toadstools.

In Quest of Terror

In spite of their common confusion in the media, the terms *“horror”
and “terror” are not interchangeable. Boris Karloff once delineated be-
tween them by dismissing horror as mere insistence on the gory and other-
wise repugnant—the numbingly banal atrocities seen on the Six O’Clock
News (and in Hollywood’s dreary splatter films). Terror, according to
Karloff, is rooted in cosmic fear of the unknown. It is the more dreadful
experience by far, but its very profundity makes it more difficult to achieve



INTRODUCTION Xv

artistically. That is surely why most of our contemporary horror writers
are nothing more than horror writers. The liberal use of ghastly murders
and decaying corpses is the stuff of pornography. The psychology of terror,
like true erotica, demands far more technique to comprehend and employ.

In his cornerstone essay, Supernatural Horror in Literature, H. P.
Lovecraft makes much the same point, though he switches the terms. But
the distinction remains, and Lovecraft devotes a good deal of space recom-
mending tales and novels that sound the note of cosmic fear. It is this dark
music which I have sought to bring you in Masterpieces of Terror and the
Supernatural. Sometimes it sounds too softly for every listener to hear (see
“Oshidori” by Lafcadio Hearn or Stephen Crane’s “The Upturned Face”),
while in other instances such as Isaac Bashevis Singer’s “The Black Wed-
ding,” you’d have to be tone-deaf to miss it. Even such horrific exercises as
Richard Matheson’s “Graveyard Shift” were not chosen for their ines-
capable bloodiness, but rather for their icy insights into human nature at
its inexplicable worst.

For a more extended discussion of terror, as well as miscellaneous notes
on a few of the stories in this book, see the “Afterword.” A modest bibliog-
raphy of other recommended reading is also included for those of you who
crave still more punishment.

MARVIN KAYE
Manhattan, August 1984.
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FIENDS AND CREATURES

In the following tales, agents of Hell hobnob with various kinds of beasties.
You will meet a distinguished vampire, giant snails, a tiny but thoroughly
nasty demon, some dragons and no less illustrious a clan than Satan him-
self, his granddaughter and his grandmother (even His Nibs doesn’t know
why he never had a mother).

The promise and threat of power looms over these stories. The diaboli-
cal representatives quest for human lives, blood, souls. Some of them—the
Erl-King, for instance—simply take what they’re after; others, such as
Stevenson’s Bottle Imp, make offers we ought to refuse. Then there are the
monsters—Highsmith’s claveringi, Hoch’s thing in the ooze—embodi-
ments of unbridled brute force with no moral law to satisfy but their own
appetites.

Nietzsche stated that the will to power leads the spiritually superior
being to perform acts of great benevolence, but the evil brood awaiting you
in this section are obviously untutored in philosophy.
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Our first story is distinguished by a guest appearance by none other than Count
Dracula himself. (See the “Afterword” for details.) BRAM STOKER, born in Dublin
in 1847, left behind a number of uncollected fantasy tales, so his widow gathered
some of them into volume form in 1914 and added the following excised episode
Jrom her husband’s most popular literary work. “Dracula’s Guest” surely must have
been the opening chapter of the book, and its narrator is Jonathan Harker, en route
to Transylvania to sell the Count some property in England. (Indeed, the novel itself
opens with the words “Left Munich at 8:35 .M., on Ist May . . .”) Some canny
publisher ought to restore it in some future edition of the great vampire novel; it
makes an excellent prologue to the horrors to come.

Dracula’s Guest
BY BRAM STOKER

When we started for our drive the sun was shining brightly on Munich,
and the air was full of the joyousness of early summer. Just as we were
about to depart, Herr Delbriick (the maitre d’hotel of the Quatre Saisons,
where 1 was staying) came down, bareheaded, to the carriage and, after
wishing me a pleasant drive, said to the coachman, still holding his hand
on the handle of the carriage door:

“Remember you are back by nightfall. The sky looks bright but there is
a shiver in the north wind that says there may be a sudden storm. But I am
sure you will not be late.” Here he smiled, and added, “for you know what
night it is.”

Johann answered with an emphatic, *“Ja, mein Herr,” and, touching his
hat, drove off quickly. When we had cleared the town, I said, after signal-
ling to him to stop:

“Tell me, Johann, what is to-night?”

He crossed himself, as he answered laconically: “Walpurgis nacht.”
Then he took out his watch, a great, old-fashioned German silver thing as
big as a turnip, and looked at it, with his eyebrows gathered together and a
little impatient shrug of his shoulders. I realised that this was his way of
respectfully protesting against the unnecessary delay, and sank back in the
carriage, merely motioning him to proceed. He started off rapidly, as if to
make up for lost time. Every now and then the horses seemed to throw up
their heads and sniffed the air suspiciously. On such occasions I often
looked round in alarm. The road was pretty bleak, for we were traversing a
sort of high, wind-swept plateau. As we drove, I saw a road that looked
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but little used, and which seemed to dip through a little, winding valley. It
looked so inviting that, even at the risk of offending him, I called Johann
to stop—and when he had pulled up, I told him I would like to drive down
that road. He made all sorts of excuses, and frequently crossed himself as
he spoke. This somewhat piqued my curiosity, so I asked him various
questions. He answered fencingly, and repeatedly looked at his watch in
protest. Finally I said:

“Well, Johann, I want to go down this road. I shall not ask you to come
unless you like; but tell me why you do not like to go, that is all I ask.” For
answer he seemed to throw himself off the box, so quickly did he reach the
ground. Then he stretched out his hands appealingly to me, and implored
me not to go. There was just enough of English mixed with the German
for me to understand the drift of his talk. He seemed always just about to
tell me something—the very idea of which evidently frightened him; but
each time he pulled himself up, saying, as he crossed himself: “Walpurgis
nacht!’

I tried to argue with him, but it was difficult to argue with a man when I
did not know his language. The advantage certainly rested with him, for
although he began to speak in English, of a very crude and broken kind, he
always got excited and broke into his native tongue—and every time he
did so, he looked at his watch. Then the horses became restless and sniffed
the air. At this he grew very pale, and, looking around in a frightened way,
he suddenly jumped forward, took them by the bridles and led them on
some twenty feet. I followed, and asked why he had done this. For answer
he crossed himself, pointed to the spot we had left and drew his carriage in
the direction of the other road, indicating a cross, and said, first in Ger-
man, then in English: “Buried him—him what killed themselves.”

I remembered the old custom of burying suicides at cross-roads: “Ah! I
see, a suicide. How interesting!”” But for the life of me I could not make out
why the horses were frightened.

Whilst we were talking, we heard a sort of sound between a yelp and a
bark. It was far away; but the horses got very restless, and it took Johann
all his time to quiet them. He was pale, and said: “It sounds like a wolf—
but yet there are no wolves here now.”

“No?” I said, questioning him; “isn’t it long since the wolves were so
near the city?”

“Long, long,” he answered, “in the spring and summer; but with the
snow the wolves have been here not so long.”

Whilst he was petting the horses and trying to quiet them, dark clouds
drifted rapidly across the sky. The sunshine passed away, and a breath of
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cold wind seemed to drift past us. It was only a breath, however, and more
in the nature of a warning than a fact, for the sun came out brightly again.
Johann looked under his lifted hand at the horizon and said:

*“The storm of snow, he comes before long time.” Then he looked at his
watch again, and, straightway holding his reins firmly—for the horses
were still pawing the ground restlessly and shaking their heads—he
climbed to his box as though the time had come for proceeding on our
journey.

I felt a little obstinate and did not at once get into the carriage.

“Tell me,” I said, “‘about this place where the road leads,” and I pointed
down.

Again he crossed himself and mumbled a prayer, before he answered:
“It is unholy.”

“What is unholy?” I enquired.

“The village.”

“Then there is a village?”

“No, no. No one lives there hundreds of years.” My curiosity was
piqued: “But you said there was a village.”

“There was.”

“Where is it now?”

Whereupon he burst out into a long story in German and English, so
mixed up that I could not quite understand exactly what he said, but
roughly I gathered that long ago, hundreds of years, men had died there
and been buried in their graves; and sounds were heard under the clay, and
when the graves were opened, men and women were found rosy with life,
and their mouths red with blood. And so, in haste to save their lives (aye,
and their soulsl—and here he crossed himself) those who were left fled
away to other places, where the living lived, and the dead were dead and
not—not something. He was evidently afraid to speak the last words. As
he proceeded with his narration, he grew more and more excited. It
seemed as if his imagination had got hold of him, and he ended in a perfect
paroxysm of fear—white-faced, perspiring, trembling and looking round
him, as if expecting that some dreadful presence would manifest itself
there in the bright sunshine on the open plain. Finally, in an agony of
desperation, he cried:

“Walpurgis nacht!” and pointed to the carriage for me to get in. All my
English blood rose at this, and, standing back, I said:

“You are afraid, Johann—you are afraid. Go home; I shall return alone;
the walk will do me good.” The carriage door was open. I took from the
seat my oak walking-stick—which I always carry on my holiday excur-
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sions—and closed the door, pointing back to Munich, and said, “Go
home, Johann—Walpurgis nacht doesn’t concern Englishmen.”

The horses were now more restive than ever, and Johann was trying to
hold them in, while excitedly imploring me not to do anything so foolish. I
pitied the poor fellow, he was so deeply in earnest; but all the same I could
not help laughing. His English was quite gone now. In his anxiety he had
forgotten that his only means of making me understand was to talk my
language, so he jabbered away in his native German. It began to be a little
tedious. After giving the direction, “Home!” I turned to go down the
cross-road into the valley.

With a despairing gesture, Johann turned his horses towards Munich. I
leaned on my stick and looked after him. He went slowly along the road
for a while: then there came over the crest of the hill a man tall and thin. I
could see so much in the distance. When he drew near the horses, they
began to jump and kick about, then to scream with terror. Johann could
not hold them in; they bolted down the road, running away madly. I
watched them out of sight, then looked for the stranger, but I found that
he, too, was gone.

With a light heart I turned down the side road through the deepening
valley to which Johann had objected. There was not the slightest reason,
that I could see, for his objection; and I daresay I tramped for a couple of
hours without thinking of time or distance, and certainly without seeing a
person or a house. So far as the place was concerned, it was desolation
itself. But I did not notice this particularly till, on turning a bend in the
road, I came upon a scattered fringe of wood; then I recognised that I had
been impressed unconsciously by the desolation of the region through
which I had passed.

I sat down to rest myself, and began to look around. It struck me that it
was considerably colder than it had been at the commencement of my
walk—a sort of sighing sound seemed to be around me, with, now and
then, high overhead, a sort of muffled roar. Looking upwards I noticed
that great thick clouds were drifting rapidly across the sky from North to
South at a great height. There were signs of coming storm in some lofty
stratum of the air. I was a little chilly, and, thinking that it was the sitting
still after the exercise of walking, I resumed my journey.

The ground I passed over was now much more picturesque. There were
no striking objects that the eye might single out; but in all there was a
charm of beauty. I took little heed of time and it was only when the
deepening twilight forced itself upon me that I began to think of how I
should find my way home. The brightness of the day had gone. The air was
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cold, and the drifting of clouds high overhead was more marked. They
were accompanied by a sort of far-away rushing sound, through which
seemed to come at intervals that mysterious cry which the driver had said
came from a wolf. For a while I hesitated. I had said I would see the
deserted village, so on I went, and presently came on a wide stretch of
open country, shut in by hills all around. Their sides were covered with
trees which spread down to the plain, dotting, in clumps, the gentler slopes
and hollows which showed here and there. I followed with my eye the
winding of the road, and saw that it curved close to one of the densest of
these clumps and was lost behind it.

As I looked there came a cold shiver in the air, and the snow began to
fall. I thought of the miles and miles of bleak country I had passed, and
then hurried on to seek the shelter of the wood in front. Darker and darker
grew the sky, and faster and heavier fell the snow, till the earth before and
around me was a glistening white carpet the further edge of which was lost
in misty vagueness. The road was here but crude, and when on the level its
boundaries were not so marked, as when it passed through the cuttings;
and in a little while I found that I must have strayed from it, for I missed
underfoot the hard surface, and my feet sank deeper in the grass and moss.
Then the wind grew stronger and blew with ever increasing force, till I was
fain to run before it. The air became icy-cold, and in spite of my exercise I
began to suffer. The snow was now falling so thickly and whirling around
me in such rapid eddies that I could hardly keep my eyes open. Every now
and then the heavens were torn asunder by vivid lightning, and in the
flashes I could see ahead of me a great mass of trees, chiefly yew and
cypress all heavily coated with snow.

I was soon amongst the shelter of the trees, and there, in comparative
silence, I could hear the rush of the wind high overhead. Presently the
blackness of the storm had become merged in the darkness of the night.
By-and-by the storm seemed to be passing away: it now only came in fierce
puffs or blasts. At such moments the weird sound of the wolf appeared to
be echoed by many similar sounds around me.

Now and again, through the black mass of drifting cloud, came a strag-
gling ray of moonlight, which lit up the expanse, and showed me that I
was at the edge of a dense mass of cypress and yew trees. As the snow had
ceased to fall, I walked out from the shelter and began to investigate more
closely. It appeared to me that, amongst so many old foundations as I had
passed, there might be still standing a house in which, though in ruins, I
could find some sort of shelter for a while. As I skirted the edge of the
copse, I found that a low wall encircled it, and following this I presently
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found an opening. Here the cypresses formed an alley leading up to a
square mass of some kind of building. Just as I caught sight of this, how-
ever, the drifting clouds obscured the moon, and I passed up the path in
darkness. The wind must have grown colder, for I felt myself shiver as I
walked; but there was hope of shelter, and I groped my way blindly on.

I stopped, for there was a sudden stillness. The storm had passed; and,
perhaps in sympathy with nature’s silence, my heart seemed to cease to
beat. But this was only momentarily; for suddenly the moonlight broke
through the clouds, showing me that I was in a graveyard, and that the
square object before me was a great massive tomb of marble, as white as
the snow that lay on and all around it. With the moonlight there came a
fierce sigh of the storm, which appeared to resume its course with a long,
low howl, as of many dogs or wolves. I was awed and shocked, and felt the
cold perceptibly grow upon me till it seemed to grip me by the heart. Then
while the flood of moonlight still fell on the marble tomb, the storm gave
further evidence of renewing, as though it was returning on its track.
Impelled by some sort of fascination, I approached the sepulchre to see
what it was, and why such a thing stood alone in such a place. I walked
around it, and read, over the Doric door, in German—

COUNTESS DOLINGEN OF GRATZ
IN STYRIA
SOUGHT AND FOUND DEATH.
1801.

On the top of the tomb, seemingly driven through the solid marble—for
the structure was composed of a few vast blocks of stone—was a great iron
spike or stake. On going to the back I saw, graven in great Russian letters:

“The dead travel fast.”

There was something so weird and uncanny about the whole thing that
it gave me a turn and made me feel quite faint. I began to wish, for the first
time, that I had taken Johann’s advice. Here a thought struck me, which
came under almost mysterious circumstances and with a terrible shock.
This was Walpurgis Night!

Walpurgis Night, when, according to the belief of millions of people, the
devil was abroad—when the graves were opened and the dead came forth
and walked. When all evil things of earth and air and water held revel.
This very place the driver had specially shunned. This was the depopulated
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village of centuries ago. This was where the suicide lay; and this was the
place where I was alone—unmanned, shivering with cold in a shroud of
snow with a wild storm gathering again upon me! It took all my philoso-
phy, all the religion I had been taught, all my courage, not to collapse in a
paroxysm of fright.

And now a perfect tornado burst upon me. The ground shook as though
thousands of horses thundered across it; and this time the storm bore on
its icy wings, not snow, but great hailstones which drove with such vio-
lence that they might have come from the thongs of Balearic slingers—
hailstones that beat down leaf and branch and made the shelter of the
cypresses of no more avail than though their stems were standing-corn. At
the first I had rushed to the nearest tree; but I was soon fain to leave it and
seek the only spot that seemed to afford refuge, the deep Doric doorway of
the marble tomb. There, crouching against the massive bronze-door, I
gained a certain amount of protection from the beating of the hail-stones,
for now they only drove against me as they ricochetted from the ground
and the side of the marble.

As I leaned against the door, it moved slightly and opened inwards. The
shelter of even a tomb was welcome in that pitiless tempest, and 1 was
about to enter it when there came a flash of forked-lightning that lit up the
whole expanse of the heavens. In the instant, as I am a living man, I saw,
as my eyes were turned into the darkness of the tomb, a beautiful woman,
with rounded cheeks and red lips, seemingly sleeping on a bier. As the
thunder broke overhead, I was grasped as by the hand of a giant and
hurled out into the storm. The whole thing was so sudden that, before I
could realize the shock, moral as well as physical, I found the hailstones
beating me down. At the same time I had a strange, dominating feeling
that I was not alone. I looked towards the tomb. Just then there came
another blinding flash, which seemed to strike the iron stake that sur-
mounted the tomb and to pour through to the earth, blasting and crum-
bling the marble, as in a burst of flame. The dead woman rose for a
moment of agony, while she was lapped in the flame, and her bitter scream
of pain was drowned in the thundercrash. The last thing I heard was this
mingling of dreadful sound, as again I was seized in the giant-grasp and
dragged away, while the hailstones beat on me, and the air around seemed
reverberant with the howling of wolves. The last sight that I remembered
was a vague, white, moving mass, as if all the graves around me had sent
out the phantoms of their sheeted-dead, and that they were closing in on
me through the white cloudiness of the driving hail.
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Gradually there came a sort of vague beginning of consciousness; then a
sense of weariness that was dreadful. For a time I remembered nothing;
but slowly my senses returned. My feet seemed positively racked with
pain, yet I could not move them. They seemed to be numbed. There was an
icy feeling at the back of my neck and all down my spine, and my ears, like
my feet, were dead, yet in torment; but there was in my breast a sense of
warmth which was, by comparison, delicious. It was as a nightmare—a
physical nightmare, if one may use such an expression; for some heavy
weight on my chest made it difficult for me to breathe.

This period of semi-lethargy seemed to remain a long time, and as it
faded away I must have slept or swooned. Then came a sort of loathing,
like the first stage of sea-sickness, and a wild desire to be free from some-
thing—I knew not what. A vast stillness enveloped me, as though all the
world were asleep or dead—only broken by the low panting as of some
animal close to me. I felt a warm rasping at my throat, then came a
consciousness of the awful truth, which chilled me to the heart and sent
the blood surging up through my brain. Some great animal was lying on
me and now licking my throat. I feared to stir, for some instinct of pru-
dence bade me lie still; but the brute seemed to realize that there was now
some change in me, for it raised its head. Through my eyelashes I saw
above me the two great flaming eyes of a gigantic wolf. Its sharp white
teeth gleamed in the gaping red mouth, and I could feel its hot breath
fierce and acrid upon me.

For another spell of time I remembered no more. Then I became con-
scious of a low growl, followed by a yelp, renewed again and again. Then,
seemingly very far away, I heard a “Holloa! holloa!” as of many voices
calling in unison. Cautiously I raised my head and looked in the direction
whence the sound came; but the cemetery blocked my view. The wolf still
continued to yelp in a strange way, and a red glare began to move round
the grove of cypresses, as though following the sound. As the voices drew
closer, the wolf yelped faster and louder. I feared to make either sound or
motion. Nearer came the red glow, over the white pall which stretched
into the darkness around me. Then all at once from beyond the trees there
came at a trot a troop of horsemen bearing torches. The wolf rose from my
breast and made for the cemetery. I saw one of the horsemen (soldiers by
their caps and their long military cloaks) raise his carbine and take aim. A
companion knocked up his arm, and I heard the ball whizz over my head.
He had evidently taken my body for that of the wolf. Another sighted the
animal as it slunk away, and a shot followed. Then, at a gallop, the troop
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rode forward—some towards me, others following the wolf as it disap-
peared amongst the snow-clad cypresses.

As they drew nearer I tried to move, but was powerless, although I
could see and hear all that went on around me. Two or three of the
soldiers jumped from their horses and knelt beside me. One of them raised
my head, and placed his hand over my heart.

“Good news, comrades!” he cried. ““His heart still beats!”

Then some brandy was poured down my throat; it put vigour into me,
and I was able to open my eyes fully and look around. Lights and shadows
were moving among the trees, and I heard men call to one another. They
drew together, uttering frightened exclamations; and the lights flashed as
the others came pouring out of the cemetery pell-mell, like men possessed.
When the further ones came close to us, those who were around me asked
them eagerly:

“Well, have you found him?”

The reply rang out hurriedly:

“No! no! Come away quick—quick! This is no place to stay, and on this
of all nights!”

“What was it?” was the question, asked in all manner of keys. The
answer came variously and all indefinitely as though the men were moved
by some common impulse to speak, yet were restrained by some common
fear from giving their thoughts.

“It—it—indeed!” gibbered one, whose wits had plainly given out for the
moment.

“A wolf—and yet not a wolf!” another put in shudderingly.

“No use trying for him without the sacred bullet,” a third remarked in a
more ordinary manner.

“Serve us right for coming out on this night! Truly we have earned our
thousand marks!” were the ejaculations of a fourth.

“There was blood on the broken marble,” another said after a pause—
“the lightning never brought that there. And for him—is he safe? Look at
his throat! See, comrades, the wolf has been lying on him and keeping his
blood warm.”

The officer looked at my throat and replied:

“He is all right; the skin is not pierced. What does it all mean? We
should never have found him but for the yelping of the wolf.”

“What became of it?” asked the man who was holding up my head, and
who seemed the least panic-stricken of the party, for his hands were steady
and without tremor. On his sleeve was the chevron of a petty officer.

“It went to its home,” answered the man, whose long face was pallid,
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and who actually shook with terror as he glanced around him fearfully.
“There are graves enough there in which it may lie. Come, comrades—
come quickly! Let us leave this cursed spot.”

The officer raised me to a sitting posture, as he uttered a word of com-
mand; then several men placed me upon a horse. He sprang to the saddle
behind me, took me in his arms, gave the word to advance; and, turning
our faces away from the cypresses, we rode away in swift, military order.

As yet my tongue refused its office, and I was perforce silent. I must
have fallen asleep; for the next thing I remembered was finding myself
standing up, supported by a soldier on each side of me. It was almost
broad daylight, and to the north a red streak of sunlight was reflected, like
a path of blood, over the waste of snow. The officer was telling the men to
say nothing of what they had seen, except that they found an English
stranger, guarded by a large dog.

“Dog! that was no dog,” cut in the man who had exhibited such fear. “I
think I know a wolf when I see one.”

The young officer answered calmly: “I said a dog.”

“Dog!” reiterated the other ironically. It was evident that his courage
was rising with the sun; and, pointing to me, he said, “Look at his throat.
Is that the work of a dog, master?”

Instinctively I raised my hand to my throat, and as I touched it I cried
out in pain. The men crowded round to look, some stooping down from
their saddles; and again there came the calm voice of the young officer:

“A dog, as I said. If aught else were said we should only be laughed at.”

I was then mounted behind a trooper, and we rode on into the suburbs
of Munich. Here we came across a stray carriage, into which I was lifted,
and it was driven off to the Quatre Saisons—the young officer accompany-
ing me, whilst a trooper followed with his horse, and the others rode off to
their barracks.

When we arrived, Herr Delbriick rushed so quickly down the steps to
meet me, that it was apparent he had been watching within. Taking me by
both hands he solicitously led me in. The officer saluted me and was turn-
ing to withdraw, when I recognized his purpose, and insisted that he
should come to my rooms. Over a glass of wine I warmly thanked him and
his brave comrades for saving me. He replied simply that he was more
than glad, and that Herr Delbriick had at the first taken steps to make all
the searching party pleased; at which ambiguous utterance the maitre
d’hotel smiled, while the officer pleaded duty and withdrew.

“But Herr Delbriick,” I enquired, “how and why was it that the soldiers
searched for me?”
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He shrugged his shoulders, as if in depreciation of his own deed, as he
replied:

“I was so fortunate as to obtain leave from the commander of the regi-
ment in which I served, to ask for volunteers.”

“But how did you know I was lost?” I asked.

“The driver came hither with the remains of his carriage, which had
been upset when the horses ran away.”

“But surely you would not send a search-party of soldiers merely on this
account?”

“Oh, no!” he answered; “but even before the coachman arrived, I had
this telegram from the Boyar whose guest you are,” and he took from his
pocket a telegram which he handed to me, and I read:

BISTRITZ.
“Be careful of my guest—his safety is most precious to me. Should aught happen
to him, or if he be missed, spare nothing to find him and ensure his safety. He is
English and therefore adventurous. There are often dangers from snow and wolves
and night. Lose not a moment if you suspect harm to him. I answer your zeal with
my fortune.—Dracula.”

As I held the telegram in my hand, the room seemed to whirl around
me; and, if the attentive maitre d’hotel had not caught me, I think I should
have fallen. There was something so strange in all this, something so weird
and impossible to imagine, that there grew on me a sense of my being in
some way the sport of opposite forces—the mere vague idea of which
seemed in a way to paralyse me. I was certainly under some form of
mysterious protection. From a distant country had come, in the very nick
of time, a message that took me out of the danger of the snow-sleep and
the jaws of the wolf.
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The Professor’s Teddy Bear

BY THEODORE STURGEON

“Sleep,” said the monster. It spoke with its ear, with little lips writhing
deep within the folds of flesh, because its mouth was full of blood.

“I don’t want to sleep now. I’'m having a dream,” said Jeremy. “When I
sleep, all my dreams go away. Or they’re just pretend dreams. I’'m having a
real dream now.”

“What are you dreaming now?” asked the monster.

“I am dreaming that I'm grown up—"

“Seven feet tall and very fat,” said the monster.

“You’re silly,” said Jeremy. “I will be five feet, six and three-eighth
inches tall. I will be bald on top and will wear eyeglasses like little thick
ashtrays. I will give lectures to young things about human destiny and the
metempsychosis of Plato.”

“What’s a metempsychosis?” asked the monster hungrily.

Jeremy was four and could afford to be patient. “A metempsychosis is a
thing that happens when a person moves from one house to another.”

“Like when your daddy moved here from Monroe Street?”

“Sort of. But not that kind of a house, with shingles and sewers and
things. This kind of a house,” he said, and smote his little chest.

“Oh,” said the monster. It moved up and crouched on Jeremy’s throat,
looking more like a teddy bear than ever. “Now?” it begged. It was not
very heavy.

“Not now,” said Jeremy petulantly. “It’ll make me sleep. I want to
watch my dream some more. There’s a girl who’s not listening to my
lecture. She’s thinking about her hair.”

“What about her hair?”’ asked the monster.

“It’s brown,” said Jeremy. “It’s shiny, too. She wishes it were golden.”

S‘why?!’

“Somebody named Bert likes golden hair.”
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“Go ahead and make it golden then.”

“I can’t! What would the other young ones say?”’

“Does that matter?”

“Maybe not. Could I make her hair golden?”

“Who is she?” countered the monster.

“She is a girl who will be born here in about twenty years,” said Jeremy.

The monster snuggled closer to his neck.

“If she is to be born here, then of course you can change her hair. Hurry
and do it and go to sleep.”

Jeremy laughed delightedly.

“What happened?” asked the monster.

“I changed it,” said Jeremy. “The girl behind her squeaked like the
mouse with its leg caught. Then she jumped up. It’s a big lecture-room,
you know, built up and away from the speaker-place. It has steep aisles.
Her foot slipped on the hard step.

He burst into joyous laughter.

“Now what?”

“She broke her neck. She’s dead.”

The monster sniggered. “That’s a very funny dream. Now change the
other girl’s hair back again. Nobody else saw it, except you?”

“Nobody else saw,” said Jeremy. “There! It’s changed back again. She
never even knew she had golden hair for a little while.”

“That’s fine. Does that end the dream?”

“I s’pose it does,” said Jeremy regretfully. “It ends the lecture, anyhow.
The young people are all crowding around the girl with the broken neck.
The young men all have sweat under their noses. The girls are all trying to
put their fists into their mouths. You can go ahead.”

The monster made a happy sound and pressed its mouth hard against
Jeremy’s neck. Jeremy closed his eyes.

The door opened. “Jeremy, darling,” said Mummy. She had a tired, soft
face and smiling eyes. “I heard you laugh.”

Jeremy opened his eyes slowly. His lashes were so long that when they
swung up, there seemed to be a tiny wind, as if they were dark weather
fans. He smiled, and three of his teeth peeped out and smiled too. “I told
Fuzzy a story, Mummy,” he said sleepily, “‘and he liked it.”

“You darling,” she murmured. She came to him and tucked the covers
around his chin. He put up his hand and kept the monster tight against his
neck.

*“Is Fuzzy sleeping?” asked Mummy, her voice crooning with whimsy.
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“No,” said Jeremy. “‘He’s hungering himself.”

“How does he do that?”

“When I eat, the—the hungry goes away. Fuzzy’s different.”

She looked at him, loving him so much that she did not—could not
think. “You’re a strange child,” she whispered, “‘and you have the pinkest
cheeks in the whole wide world.”

“Sure I have,” he said.

“What a funny little laugh!” she said, paling.

“That wasn’t me. That was Fuzzy. He thinks you’re funny.”

Mummy stood over the crib, looking down at him. It seemed to be the
frown that looked at him, while the eyes looked past. Finally she wet her
lips and patted his head. ““Good night, baby.”

“Good night, Mummy.” He closed his eyes. Mummy tiptoed out. The
monster kept right on doing it.

It was nap-time the next day, and for the hundredth time Mummy had
kissed him and said, ‘“You’re so good about your nap, Jeremy!” Well, he
was. He always went straight up to bed at nap-time, as he did at bedtime.
Mummy didn’t know why, of course. Perhaps Jeremy did not know. Fuzzy
knew.

Jeremy opened the toy-chest and took Fuzzy out. ‘“You’re hungry, I
bet,” he said.

“Yes. Let’s hurry.”

Jeremy climbed into the crib and hugged the teddy bear close. “I keep
thinking about that girl,” he said.

“What girl?”

“The one whose hair I changed.”

“Maybe because it’s the first time you’ve changed a person.”

It is not! What about the man who fell into the subway hole?”

“You moved the hat. The one that blew off. You moved it under his feet
so that he stepped on the brim with one foot and caught his toe in the
crown, and tumbled in.”

“Well, what about the little girl I threw in front of the truck?”

“You didn’t touch her,” said the monster equably. “She was on roller
skates. You broke something in one wheel so it couldn’t turn. So she fell
right in front of the truck.”

Jeremy thought carefully. “Why didn’t I ever touch a person before?”

“I don’t know,” said Fuzzy. “It has something to do with being born in
this house, I think.”

“I guess maybe,” said Jeremy doubtfully.
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“I’'m hungry,” said the monster, settling itself on Jeremy’s stomach as
he turned on his back.

“Oh, all right,” Jeremy said. “The next lecture?”

“Yes,” said Fuzzy eagerly. “Dream bright, now. The big things that you
say, lecturing. Those are what I want. Never mind the people there. Never
mind you, lecturing. The things you say.”

The strange blood flowed as Jeremy relaxed. He looked up to the ceiling,
found the hairline crack that he always stared at while he dreamed real,
and began to talk.

“There I am. There’s the—the room, yes, and the—yes, it’s all there,
again. There’s the girl. The one who has the brown, shiny hair. The seat
behind her is empty. This must be after that other girl broke her neck.”

“Never mind that,” said the monster impatiently. “What do you say?”’

“I—" Jeremy was quiet. Finally Fuzzy nudged him. “Oh. It’s all about
yesterday’s unfortunate occurrence, but, like the show of legend, our stud-
ies must go on.”

“Go on with it then,” panted the monster.

“All right, all right,” said Jeremy impatiently. “Here it is. We come now
to the Gymnosophists, whose ascetic school has had no recorded equal in
its extremism. Those strange gentry regarded clothing and even food as
detrimental to purity of thought. The Greeks also called them Hylobioi, a
term our more erudite students will notice as analogous to the Sanskrit
Vana-Prasthas. 1t is evident that they were a profound influence on Dioge-
nes Laértius, the Elisian founder of pure skepticism. . . .”

And so he droned on and on. Fuzzy crouched on his body, its soft ears
making small masticating motions; and sometimes when stimulated by
some particularly choice nugget of esoterica, the ears drooled.

At the end of nearly an hour, Jeremy’s soft voice trailed off, and he was
quiet. Fuzzy shifted in irritation. “What is it?”

“That girl,” said Jeremy. “I keep looking back to that girl while I'm
talking.”

“Well, stop doing it. I’'m not finished.”

“There isn’t any more, Fuzzy. I keep looking and looking back to that
girl until I can’t lecture any more. Now I’'m saying all that about the pages
in the book and the assignment. The lecture is over.”

Fuzzy’s mouth was almost full of blood. From its ears, it sighed. “That
wasn’t any too much. But if that’s all, then it’s all. You can sleep now if
you want to.”

“I want to watch for a while.”
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The monster puffed out its cheeks. The pressure inside was not great.
“Go on, then.” It scrabbled off Jeremy’s body and curled up in a sulky
huddle.

The strange blood moved steadily through Jeremy’s brain. With his eyes
wide and fixed, he watched himself as he would be, a slight, balding profes-
sor of philosophy.

He sat in the hall, watching the students tumbling up the steep aisles,
wondering at the strange compulsion he had to look at that girl, Miss—
Miss—what was it?

Oh. “Miss Patchell!”

He started, astonished at himself. He had certainly not meant to call out
her name. He clasped his hands tightly, regaining the dry stiffness which
was his closest approach to dignity.

The girl came slowly down the aisle steps, her wideset eyes wondering.
There were books tucked under her arm, and her hair shone. “Yes, Profes-
sor?”’

“]—" He stopped and cleared his throat. “I know it’s the last class
today, and you are no doubt meeting someone. I shan’t keep you very long

. . and if I do,” he added, and was again astonished at himself, “you can
see Bert tomorrow.”

“Bert? Oh!” She colored prettily. “I didn’t know you knew about—how
could you know?”

He shrugged. “Miss Patchell,” he said. “You’ll forgive an old—ah—
middle-aged man’s rambling, I hope. There is something about you that—
that—"

“Yes?” Caution, and an iota of fright were in her eyes. She glanced up
and back at the now empty hall.

Abruptly he pounded the table. “I will not let this go on for another
instant without finding out about it. Miss Patchell, you are becoming
afraid of me, and you are wrong.”

“I th-think I’d better . . .” she said timidly, and began backing off.

“Sit down!” he thundered. It was the very first time in his entire life that
he had thundered at anyone, and her shock was not one whit greater than
his. She shrank back and into a front-row seat, looking a good deal smaller
than she actually was, except about the eyes, which were much larger.

The professor shook his head in vexation. He rose, stepped down off the
dais, and crossed to her, sitting in the next seat.

“Now be quiet and listen to me.” The shadow of a smile twitched his
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lips and he said, “I really don’t know what I am going to say. Listen, and
be patient. It couldn’t be more important.”

He sat a while, thinking, chasing vague pictures around in his mind. He
heard, or was conscious of, the rapid but slowing beat of her frightened
heart.

“Miss Patchell,” he said, turning to her, his voice gentle, “I have not at
any time looked into your records. Until—ah—yesterday, you were simply
another face in the class, another source of quiz papers to be graded. I
have not consulted the registrar’s files for information about you. And, to
my almost certain knowledge, this is the first time I have spoken with
you.”

“That’s right, sir,” she said quietly.

“Very good, then.” He wet his lips. “You are twenty-three years old. The
house in which you were born was a two-story affair, quite old, with a
leaded bay window at the turn of the stairs. The small bedroom, or nurs-
ery, was directly over the kitchen. You could hear the clatter of dishes
below you when the house was quiet. The address was 191 Bucyrus
Road.”

“How—oh yes! How did you know?”

He shook his head, and then put it between his hands. “I don’t know. I
don’t know. I lived in that house, too, as a child. I don’t know how I knew
that you did. There are things in here—" He rapped his head, shook it
again. “I thought perhaps you could help.”

She looked at him. He was a small man, brilliant, tired, getting old
swiftly. She put a hand on his arm. “I wish I could,” she said warmly. “I
do wish I could.”

“Thank you, child.”

“Maybe if you told me more—"

“Perhaps. Some of it is—ugly. All of it is cloudy, long ago, barely re-
membered. And yet—"

“Please go on.”

“T remember,” he half whispered, “things that happened long ago that
way, and recent things I remember—twice. One memory is sharp and
clear, and one is old and misty. And I remember, in the same misty way,
what is happening now and—and what wi// happen!”

“I don’t understand.”

“That girl. That Miss Symes. She—died here yesterday.”

“She was sitting right behind me,” said Miss Patchell.

“T know it! I knew what was going to happen to her. I knew it mistily,
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like an old memory. That’s what I mean. I don’t know what I could have
done to stop it. I don’t think I could have done anything. And yet, down
deep I have the feeling that it’s my fault—that she slipped and fell because
of something I did.”

“Oh, no!”

He touched her arm in mute gratitude for the sympathy in her tone, and
grimaced miserably. “It’s happened before,” he said. “Time and time and
time again. As a boy, as a youth, I was plagued with accidents. I led a
quiet life. I was not very strong and books were always more my line than
baseball. And yet I witnessed a dozen or more violent, useless deaths—
automobile accidents, drownings, falls, and one or two—" his voice shook
—“which I won’t mention. And there were countless minor ones—broken
bones, maimings, stabbings . . . and every time, in some way, it was my
fault, like the one yesterday . . . and I—I—"

“Don’t,” she whispered. “Please don’t. You were nowhere near Elaine
Symes when she fell.”

“I was nowhere near any of them! That never mattered. It never took
away the burden of guilt. Miss Patchell—"

“Catherine.”

“Catherine. Thank you so much! There are people called by insurance
actuaries, ‘accident prone.” Most of these are involved in accidents through
their own negligence, or through some psychological quirk which causes
them to defy the world, or to demand attention, by getting hurt. But some
are simply present at accidents, without being involved at all—catalysts of
death, if you’ll pardon a flamboyant phrase. I am, apparently, one of
these.”

“Then—how could you feel guilty?”

“It was—" He broke off suddenly, and looked at her. She had a gentle
face, and her eyes were filled with compassion. He shrugged. “I’ve said so
much,” he said. “More would sound no more fantastic, and do me no
more damage.”

“There’ll be no damage from anything you tell me,” she said, with a
sparkle of decisiveness.

He smiled his thanks this time, sobered, and said, “These horrors—the
maimings, the deaths—they were funny, once, long ago. I must have been
a child, a baby. Something taught me, then, that the agony and death of
others was to be promoted and enjoyed. I remember, I—almost remember
when that stopped. There was a—a toy, a—a—"
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Jeremy blinked. He had been staring at the fine crack in the ceiling for
so long that his eyes hurt.

“What are you doing?” asked the monster.

“Dreaming real,” said Jeremy. “I am grown up and sitting in the big
empty lecture place, talking to the girl with the brown hair that shines.
Her name’s Catherine.”

“What are you talking about?”

“QOh, all the funny dreams. Only—"

“Well?”

“They’re not so funny.”

The monster scurried over to him and pounced on his chest. “Time to
sleep now. And I want to—"

“No,” said Jeremy. He put his hands over his throat. “I have enough
now. Wait until I see some more of this real-dream.”

“What do you want to see?”

“Oh, I don’t know. There’s something . . .”

“Let’s have some fun,” said the monster. “This is the girl you can
change, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“Go ahead. Give her an elephant’s trunk. Make her grow a beard. Stop
her nostrils up. Go on. You can do anything.” Jeremy grinned briefly, and
then said, “I don’t want to.”

“Oh, go on. Just see how funny. . . .”

“A toy,” said the professor. “But more than a toy. It could talk, I think.
If I could only remember more clearly!”

“Don’t try so hard. Maybe it will come,” she said. She took his hand
impulsively. “Go ahead.”

“It was—something—"" the professor said haltingly, “—something soft

and not too large. I don’t recall . . .”
“Was it smooth?”
“No. Hairy—fuzzy. Fuzzy! I'm beginning to get it. Wait, now. . . . A

thing like a teddy bear. It talked. It—why, of course! It was alive!”

“A pet, then. Not a toy.”

“Oh, no,” said the professor, and shuddered. “It was a toy, all right. My
mother thought it was, anyway. It made me—dream real.”

“You mean, like Peter Ibbetson?”’

“No, no. Not like that.” He leaned back, rolled his eyes up. “I used to
see myself as I would be later, when I was grown. And before. Oh. Oh—I
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think it was then— Yes! It must have been then that I began to see all those
terrible accidents. It was! It was!”

“Steady,” said Catherine. “Tell me quietly.”

He relaxed. “Fuzzy. The demon—the monster. I know what it did, the
devil. Somehow it made me see myself as I grew. It made me repeat what I
had learned. It—it ate knowledge! It did; it ate knowledge. It had some
strange affinity for me, for something about me. It could absorb knowledge
that I gave out. And it—it changed the knowledge into blood, the way a
plant changes sunlight and water into cellulose!”

“I don’t understand,” she said again.

“You don’t? How could you? How can I? I know that that’s what it did,
though. It made me—why, I was spouting my lectures here to the beast
when I was four years old! The words of them, the sense of them, came
from me now to me then. And I gave it to the monster, and it ate the
knowledge and spiced it with the things it made me do in my real-dreams.
It made me trip a man up on a hat, of all absurd things, and fall into a
subway excavation. And when I was in my teens, I was right by the
excavation to see it happen. And that’s the way with all of them! All the
horrible accidents I have witnessed, I have half-remembered before they
happened. There’s no stopping any of them. What am I going to do?”

There were tears in her eyes. ‘“What about me?”’ she whispered—more,
probably to get his mind away from his despair than for any other reason.

“You. There’s something about you, if only I could remember. Some-
thing about what happened to that—that toy, that beast. You were in the
same environment as I, as that devil. Somehow, you are vulnerable to it
and—Catherine, Catherine, I think that something was done to you
that—"

He broke off. His eyes widened in horror. The girl sat beside him, help-
ing him, pitying him, and her expression did not change. But—everything
else about her did.

Her face shrank, shrivelled. Her eyes lengthened. Her ears grew long,
grew until they were like donkey’s ears, like rabbit’s ears, like horrible,
long hairy spider’s legs. Her teeth lengthened into tusks. Her arms shriv-
elled into jointed straws, and her body thickened.

It smelled like rotten meat.

There were filthy claws scattering out of her polished open-toed shoes.
There were bright sores. There were—other things. And all the while she
—it—held his hand and looked at him with pity and friendliness.

The professor—
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Jeremy sat up and flung the monster away. “It isn’t funny!’ he
screamed. “It isn’t funny, it isn’t, it isn’t, it isn’z/”

The monster sat up and looked at him with its soft, bland, teddy-bear
expression. “Be quiet,” it said. “Let’s make her all squashy now, like soft-
soap. And hornets in her stomach. And we can put her—"

Jeremy clapped his hands over his ears and screwed his eyes shut. The
monster talked on. Jeremy burst into tears, leapt from the crib and, hurl-
ing the monster to the floor, kicked it. It grunted. “That’s funny!”
screamed the child. “Ha ha!” he cried, as he planted both feet in its yield-
ing stomach. He picked up the twitching mass and hurled it across the
room. It struck the nursery clock. Clock and monster struck the floor
together in a flurry of glass, metal, and blood. Jeremy stamped it all into a
jagged, pulpy mass, blood from his feet mixing with blood from the mon-
ster, the same strange blood which the monster had pumped into his
neck. . . .

Mummy all but fainted when she ran in and saw him. She screamed, but
he laughed, screaming. The doctor gave him sedatives until he slept, and
cured his feet. He was never very strong after that. They saved him, to live
his life and to see his real-dreams; funny dreams, and to die finally in a
lecture room, with his eyes distended in horror while horror froze his
heart, and a terrified young woman ran crying, crying for help.
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Bubnoff and the Devil

BY IVAN TURGENEV

Twilight was falling. The old women who owned the three houses lining
the half-mile country road closed up the shutters for the night; the chick-
ens were already asleep in their sheds.

But Lieutenant (second class) Ivan Andreivich Bubnoff did not mind the
solitude. He strolled briskly down the quiet roadway, his hands in his
pockets, and imagined what it would be like if he were Napoleon.

His reverie was disturbed by the approach of a short man, who appeared
out of the gathering dusk. The stranger affected outlandish garments, and
Bubnoff concluded that it must be Telyushkin, a wealthy local who was
reputed to dress in the manner of the Turks. But Bubnoff had never set
eyes on Telyushkin, and when the stranger spoke, the soldier immediately
realized his assumption was incorrect.

“Good evening,” the other said casually. “I would like to introduce
myself. I am the Devil.”

“Uh-oh,” thought Bubnoff. “One of us is drunk. Either way, I’'m getting
out of here.”

But the grinning stranger gestured and the lieutenant suddenly found he
could not move.

“Neither of us is drunk, my good Ivan Andreivich Bubnoff. I actually
am the Devil.”

*“One of us is crazy,” thought Ivan. “Either way, I’d better get going—"

But the other grasped the officer by his coat collar and spoke again.
“Now tell me, Bubnoff,” he said in a loud voice, ‘“what do you think it
would be like if you were Napoleon?”

When Bubnoff heard the tenor of his recent thoughts so accurately ech-
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oed, he was somewhat reassured. “After all,” he said to himself, “perhaps
this is the Devil.”

“I will convince you that I am,” the other replied. “Look at those
thistles. What would you like me to do with them? Perhaps you would
care to see them dance like Cossacks?”

With a bored gesture of his hand, the short man caused the thistles to
perform a really first-rate Cossack dance. Bubnoff was impressed, but the
Devil did not stop there. To further prove his identity, he swallowed his
hooves and brought them out through his thrcat. He merrily juggled his
eyeballs, then removed his nose and made a present of it to Ivan An-
dreivich, who put it in his jacket pocket.

“Now, lvan Andreivich Bubnoff, who am I?”

“You are the Devil, right enough!” the other exclaimed. “But what do
you want of me?”

“Nothing in particular. I was just a trifle bored, to tell the truth, and
thought I might join you for a little walk and perhaps a talk. Do you
mind?”’ :

“Not in the least!” said Bubnoff, and the two tramped along the road
like two old comrades.

*“This is what I would call an absolutely unique experience,” the lieuten-
ant said to himself. “Perhaps I am drunk after all.” He grabbed the bristles
of his mustache and yanked at them to see if he would wake. His neck
began to creak.

“I shouldn’t do that, if I were you,” said the Devil. “You might pull too
hard and yank your head from your shoulders—like this!” With that, he
grabbed a handful of Bubnoff’s hair and tugged his head straight off his
neck. It would have surprised the soldier, if he’d had time to think about
it, but a headless officer cannot command such a function by the very
nature of the experience. The Devil played ball with Ivan Andreivich’s
head, then replaced it on the soldier’s neck. As soon as he did, Bubnoff
contrived to make an appropriate remark which he thought wittily suited
to the occasion. The Devil winked and the two laughed like childhood
friends.

After a time, they came to a forest and the soldier began to grow uneasy.
“Look here,” he asked anxiously, “you aren’t planning to lead me to some
ravine where I will fall and die and be munched by buzzards, are you? I
should not much care for that, you know!”

“My, my, what a notion!” exclaimed the Devil. “What do you take me
for? 1 should never do such a thing to my good friend, Ivan Andreivich!”

As he spoke, the Devil approached the bole of a gigantic oak tree,
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withered and twisted like some malignant creature of the night. He rested
there, and Bubnoff heard an eerie croaking from somewhere above. Look-
ing up, he saw the flutter of wings and an ancient raven settled into the
branches of the oak. '

Bubnoff was not a bird fancier, so what he thought was a raven was
actually a crow. But, in truth, the crow was really one of the many chang-
ing shapes of the Devil’'s Grandma. (He did not have a mother, only a
grandmother—why, nobody knew, not even the Devil.)

“I am now going to introduce you to my Grandma,” the Devil told the
soldier, who began to protest.

“But I am not properly attired!”

“Never fear, she does not stand on such ceremony. But,” the Devil
cautioned, “I must ask you to please refrain from crossing yourself, or we
will have to part company. Now will you kindly bite my tail off? Just the
very end will do, you know.”

As he made his peculiar request, the Devil flicked his tail so that the soft
spade-tip hovered just a few inches in front of Bubnoff’s lips.

“What a disgusting idea!” cried the soldier. “I shall do no such thing!”

“And why not?”

“Well,” Bubnoff sputtered, floundering for a reason, “‘because it would
hurt you, I suppose.”

“Bah! What an idea! It would give me the greatest pleasure!”” He pushed
the appendage into Ivan Andreivich’s mouth, but the officer yanked it out
again.

“I say,” he pleaded, “is it absolutely essential that I do this?”

The Devil nodded solemnly. Bubnoff, with a sigh, grasped the tail and
raised it to his lips, then paused.

“I suppose,” he said, “your tail will taste positively awful!”

“I beg your pardon!” the other said, his feelings a trifle ruffled. “My tail
will taste exactly like whatever food you wish to taste. Go ahead, imagine
any culinary delight whatever—that is what my tail’s flavor will resem-
ble.”

“Very well,” Ivan said, after a moment’s thought, “I am partial to pick-
les and syrup.” He bit the tail . . .

The Devil did not lie. His tail tasted like pickles and syrup (with just a
trace of brimstone).

By the time Bubnoff had swallowed the tail-tip, the universe whirled
about his ears and he found himself inside a small, reasonably neat room.
An old harridan with a huge nose was sitting in a rocking chair cracking
walnuts. The Devil waved his arm in her direction.
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“Grandma, allow me to present Lieutenant (second class) Ivan An-
dreivich Bubnoff. Ivan Andreivich . . . my Grandma.”

The introductions completed, the Devil indicated a chair for the officer
and left him alone with his Grandma so he could go try on a new pair of
horns.

Bubnoff sat there in awkward silence. Not only did he not know what to
say to the old crone, but his knowledge of protocol did not extend to the
proper form of address for so venerable a personage as the grandmother of
the Devil. At length, he began to utter a polite inanity, but the old woman
immediately stopped him.

“There’s no need for empty words,” she cackled in a strange voice. As
she did, each syllable seemed to fly through the air at him in a concentric
spiral. Bubnoff’s awkwardness disappeared, but the crone simply sat there,
cracking walnuts, looking at him as if she expected him to speak. He
shrugged and kept his peace, until at last, wearied by the silence, the
Devil’s Grandma jumped up from her rocker, grasped Bubnoff by the
hands and began to dance with great speed about the room.

“Come, love, come dance with me, little Bubnoff,” she sang as they
cavorted. .

Ivan Andreivich’s head began to spin and at length he called out to the
Devil to come rescue him.

The Devil dashed in, his new horns upon his head. Catching his ances-
tor under the arms, he respectfully led her to her seat. Then he asked the
lieutenant to forgive the old woman’s whims.

“Now, Ivan Andreivich,” he added, “because I wish to be a good host to
you, I am going to let you meet my lovely little granddaughter. Her tail is
barely sprouted, for she is quite young, but I trust in your honor and know
you will not play upon her lack of experience. Bibbidibobbidibu! Please
come in!”

The Devil’s granddaughter entered from another room, curtsied before
the soldier, and shyly clung to her great-great-grandmother.

Bubnoff bowed to her. “What did you say her name was?” he asked.

“Bibbidibobbidibu,” the Devil replied.

“That doesn’t sound like a Russian name,” observed the soldier.

“We are from other parts,” the Devil answered.

Bubnoff approached the Devil’s granddaughter and bent over to kiss her
hand, noting the slight curvature of the nails as he did. It made her fingers
look like claws. As he pressed his lips to her dainty hand, he felt a tingling
in them like sparks of lightning.
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“Will you come with me to the garden for a walk?”’ she asked him in a
low voice.

“Nothing could make me happier,” Ivan Andreivich replied, although it
was evident by the way the crone eyed the Devil that she was not much in
favor of the proposed stroll. But the Devil did not object, so Bubnoff and
Bibbidibobbidibu left the room in one another’s company.

Though the Devil’s garden looked like any other garden, Bubnoff noted
uneasily that the vegetation therein was apparently in some kind of pain
since every flower, bush and shrub emitted groans of anguish.

The Devil’s granddaughter walked by the lieutenant’s side for some time
in silence. Then she looked up at Bubnoff, emitted a deep sigh and told
him that she was in love.

“With whom?”” he asked politely.

“With you, Ivan Andreivich,” she answered, her tongue flicking lightly
over her lips.

“Pray contain yourself,” he told her, remembering that his honor was at
stake.

“But how may I? For I love you, and I want you to reciprocate my
ardor,” she said cajolingly. “I will make a garland of roses for you, redder
than the blush of my cheeks. I will give you nuts to eat and the juice of
many ferns to drink, and we will be glad and good, my Bubnoff, for I love
you!”’

He stared at her, moved, and nearly spoke his love to her, but as he
looked into her eyes, it seemed they shone like some predator cat; her
nostrils flared and the tongue flicked again over her lips, which parted to
reveal the whitest and sharpest of teeth . . .

“I am sorry,” he said firmly, *“but I cannot say I love you, my child. Let
us go back to your home.”

“But where is it?” she mocked.

Bubnoff took a step, faltered, and flailed his arms about to keep balance.
He was on the pinnacle of a high column, standing on one leg only; the
other kicked in the empty air. The column was slippery with some kind of
sticky fluid and thousands of tiny demons clambered with great difficulty
towards the top, falling back, climbing again, chattering and laughing as
they tried to attain the grand prize of the slippery race—Bubnoff himself.

High in the air above his head floated Bibbidibobbidibu, tittering evilly
at his plight.

“Help!” called the lieutenant. “Devil, this is unkind of you!” He found it
hard to call out for fear of disturbing his precarious balance.
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“Bubnoff! Child! Where have you gone?” the Devil’s voice suddenly
called.

As soon as the voice rang out, the soldier found himself back in the
garden, with Bibbidibobbidibu by his side.

“For shame, my little one!” the Devil chided the girl. “Ivan Andreivich
is an honored guest. You have treated him ill. Come, my friend, let us leave
this silly urchin!”

“Silly urchin!” she snapped. “Indeed! Why, I am not so young as all
that. Already my horns are beginning to sprout.” She lowered her head,
parted her hair and showed two tiny, delicate horns to Bubnoff.

The officer, who had always been the most earthbound of mortals, sud-
denly leapt in the air, pirouetted twice and bent down to kiss the tips of
Bibbidibobbidibu’s horns. As he did, the horn swelled and punched him
smartly on the chin.

Later that evening, the family sat around the table with their guest.
Bubnoff sat to the right of the old crone who occupied the head of the
table. The Devil faced him, and Bibbidibobbidibu’s chair was at the foot of
the table.

“I wonder,” thought Bubnoff, “what we are going to have for dinner.”

Just then, a huge covered platter entered the room, bowed and hopped
up on the table by itself.

Turning to her grandson, the old woman said, “I do believe we had
better marry Lieutenant (second class) Bubnoff to our little Bibbidibob-
bidibu.”

“Positively,” nodded the Devil.

“What a notion,” thought the soldier. “I cannot marry the Devil’s
granddaughter. Just think if there were children! What rank in society
would they occupy? If I had a son by her, could he become a soldier? This
is dreadful! I should never have nibbled on the Devil’s tail!”

“Now understand,” said the Devil, “while I wish this marriage to take
place, I would not for a moment consider it without the consent of both
principals. I have too much love for my granddaughter to coerce her to
wed one she does not fancy. Likewise, I have the highest esteem for my
companion Ivan Andreivich. We shall put the matter to the question di-
rectly. My child—tell me truly—do you love my friend Bubnoff here?”

“Oh, she certainly does,” cackled the Devil’s Grandma. “Look at the
way she is licking her lips!”

It was true. Bibbidibobbidibu once more let her crimson tongue-tip flick
hungrily over the sharp teeth in her dainty little mouth . . .

“She will eat me alive!” Bubnoff suddenly shouted in fear.
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“Bon appetit!” the Devil murmured.

“What?” Ivan Andreivich shouted again. “I am an officer and an hon-
ored guest! One does not eat a guest!”

“But of course we do!” the Devil argued. ““It is absolutely necessary for
us to do it—and extremely enjoyable, besides!”

“You shall not enjoy me at my expense!” the soldier angrily proclaimed,
making flamboyant gestures with his arms. “I am getting out of here. I was
a damned fool to eat the tip of your tail!”

He tried to get up, but he could not budge. His chair had turned into a
gigantic tarantula that grasped him with diabolic strength.

The Devil, the old woman and Bibbidibobbidibu all laughed at Bub-
noff’s plight. The crone’s cackle was like the bleat of a goat, and the girl
gurgled with sensual delight as the soldier squirmed helplessly.

“Let me out!”” Bubnoff protested. ““Avaunt, fiends, in the Holy name—"

“Stop him! He will cross himself!” the Devil roared.

Bibbidibobbidibu jumped up and, smiling in her predatory manner, bit
off Bubnoff’s arm at the shoulder. The giant tureen opened and the scream-
ing soldier was dumped inside and spiced with pepper and brimstone, oil
and vinegar and the scarlet juice of cranberries. Weird music sounded in
the air around the grisly supper scene as the three fiends ate the lieutenant
and picked his bones clean. Bibbidibobbidibu was awarded the prize of the
soldier’s heart, which she devoured with gusto, while the Devil almost
gagged on a trouser-button.

In the morning, Lieutenant (second class) Ivan Andreivich Bubnoff
woke face down in the middle of the lonely country road. He bounded up,
terrified, sure that he was not there, but really in pieces in the viscera of
the three demons. It took the better part of the day for him to calm down
and realize he was still alive.

Bubnoff, though he lived to a ripe old age and eventually became a
lieutenant first class, never forgot his evening with the Devil. Many times
he would assure his fellow officers that if he were Napoleon, he would
round up every single demon and murder them all on the spot!

—English adaptation by Marvin Kaye
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The Quest for Blank Claveringi

BY PATRICIA HIGHSMITH

Avery Clavering, a professor of zoology at a California university, heard of
the giant snails of Kuwa in a footnote of a book on molluscs. His sabbati-
cal had been coming up in three months when he read the few lines:

It is said by Matusas Islands natives that snails even larger than this exist on the
uninhabited island of Kuwa, twenty-five miles distant from the Matusas. The
Matusans claim that these snails have a shell diameter of twenty feet and that they
are man-eating. Dr. Wm J. Stead, now living in the Matusas, visited Kuwa in 1949
without finding any snails at all, but the legend persists.

The item aroused Professor Clavering’s interest, because he very much
wanted to discover some animal, bird, reptile or even mollusc to which he
could give his name. Something-or-other Claveringi. The professor was
forty-eight. His time, perhaps, was not growing short, but he had achieved
no particular renown. The discovery of a new species would win him
immortality in his field.

The Matusas, the professor saw on a map, were three small islands
arranged like the points of an isosceles triangle not far from Hawaii. He
wrote a letter to Dr. Stead and received the following reply, written on an
abominable typewriter, so many words pale, he could scarcely read it:

April 8th, 19—

Dear Professor Clavering:
I have long heard of the giant snails of Kuwa, but before you make a trip of such
length, I must tell you that the natives here assure me a group of them went about
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twenty years ago to Kuwa to exterminate these so-called man-eating snails which
they imagined could swim the ocean between Kuwa and the Matusas and do some
damage to the latter island. They claim to have killed off the whole community of
them except for one old fellow they could not kill. This is typical of native stories—
there’s always one that got away. I haven’t much doubt the snails were not bigger
than three feet across and that they were not **** (here a word was illegible, due
both to the pale ribbon and a squashed insect). You say you read of my effort in
1949 to find the giant snails. What the footnote did not say is that I have made
several trips since to find them. I retired to the Matusas, in fact, for that purpose. I
now believe the snails to be mere folklore, a figment of the natives’ imagination. If I
were you, I would not waste time or money on an expedition.
Yours sincerely,
Win J. Stead, M.D.

Professor Clavering had the money and the time. He detected a sourness
in Dr. Stead’s letter. Maybe Dr. Stead had just had bad luck. By post,
Professor Clavering hired a thirty-foot sail-boat with an auxiliary motor
from Hawaii. He wanted to make the trip alone from the Matusas. Blank
Claveringi. Regardless of the size, the snail was apt to be different from any
known snail, because of its isolation—if it existed. He planned to go one
month ahead of his wife and to join her and their twenty-year-old daughter
Wanda in Hawaii for a more orthodox holiday after he had visited Kuwa.
A month would give him plenty of time to find the snail, even if there were
only one, to take photographs, and make notes.

It was late June when Professor Clavering, equipped with water tanks,
tinned beef, soup and milk, biscuits, writing materials, camera, knife,
hatchet and a Winchester .22 which he hardly knew how to use, set forth
from one of the Matusas bound for Kuwa. Dr. Stead, who had been his
host for a few days, saw him off. Dr. Stead was seventy-five, he said, but he
looked older, due perhaps to the ravages of drink and the apparently aim-
less life he led now. He had not looked for the giant snail in two years, he
said.

‘T’'ve given the last third of my life to looking for this snail, you might
say,” Dr. Stead added ‘But that’s man’s fate, I suppose, the pursuit of the
non-existent. Well—good luck to you, Professor Clavering!” He waved his
old American straw hat as the Samantha left the dock under motor power.

Professor Clavering had made out to Stead that if he did find snails, he
would come back at once, get some natives to accompany him, and return
to Kuwa with materials to make crates for the snails. Stead had expressed
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doubt whether he could persuade any natives to accompany him, if the
snail or snails were really large. But then, Dr. Stead had been negative
about everything pertaining to Professor Clavering’s quest. Professor Cla-
vering was glad to get away from him.

After about an hour, Professor Clavering cut the motor and tentatively
hoisted some sail. The wind was favourable, but he knew little about sails,
and he paid close attention to his compass. At last, Kuwa came into view,
a tan hump on a sea of blue. He was quite close before he saw any green-
ery, and this was only the tops of some trees. Already, he was looking for
anything resembling a giant snail, and regretting he had not brought bin-
oculars, but the island was only three miles long and one mile broad. He
decided to aim for a small beach. He dropped anchor, two of them, in
water so clear he could see the sand under it. He stood for a few minutes
on the deck.

The only life he saw was a few birds in the tops of trees, brightly col-
oured, crested birds, making cries he had never heard before. There was no
low-lying vegetation whatsoever, none of the grass and reeds that might
have been expected on an island such as this—much like the Matusas in
the soil colour—and this augured well of the presence of snails that might
have devoured everything green within their reach. It was only a quarter
to two. Professor Clavering ate part of a papaya, two boiled eggs, and
brewed coffee on his alcohol burner, as he had had nothing to eat since 6
AM. Then with his hunting knife and hatchet in the belt of his khaki
shorts, and his camera around his neck, he lowered himself into the water.
The Samantha carried no rowboat.

He sank up to his neck, but he could walk on the bottom. He held the
camera high. He emerged panting, as he was some twenty pounds over-
weight. Professor Clavering was to regret every one of those pounds before
the day was over, but as he got his breath and looked around him, and felt
himself drying off in the warm sunlight, he was happy. He wiped his
hatchet and knife with dry sand, then walked inland, alert for the rounded
form of a snail’s shell, moving or stationary, anywhere. But as snails were
more or less nocturnal, he thought any snails might well be sleeping in
some cave or crevice with no idea of emerging until nightfall.

He decided to cross the island first, then follow the coast to right or left
and circle the island. He had not gone a quarter of a mile, when his heart
gave a leap. Ten yards before him, he saw three bent saplings with their top
leaves chewed off. The young trees were four inches in diameter at their
base. It would have taken a considerable weight to bend them down, some-
thing like a hundred pounds. The professor looked on the trees and the
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ground for the glaze left by snails, but found none. But rain could have
washed it away. A snail whose shell was three feet in diameter would not
weigh enough to bend such a tree, so Professor Clavering now hoped for
something bigger. He pushed on.

He arrived at the other side of the island. The sea had eaten a notch into
the shore, forming a mostly dry gully of a hundred yards’ length and a
depth of thirty feet. The land here was sandy but moist, and there was, he
saw, a little vegetation in the form of patchy grass. But here, the lower
branches of all the trees had been divested of their leaves, and so long ago
that the branches had dried and fallen off. All this bespoke the presence of
land snails. Professor Clavering stooped and looked down into the gulley.
He saw, just over the edge of his side of the crevice, the pink-tan curve of
something that was neither rock nor sand. If it was a snail, it was mon-
strous. Involuntarily, he took a step backward, scattering pebbles down the
gulley.

The professor ran round the gulley to have a better look. It was a snail,
and its shell was about fifteen feet high. He had a view of its left side, the
side without the spiral. It resembled a peach-coloured sail filled with wind,
and the sunlight made nacreous, silvery patches gleam and twinkle as the
great thing stirred. The little rain of pebbles had aroused it, the professor
realized. If the shell was fifteen or eighteen feet in diameter, he reckoned
that the snail’s body or foot would be something like six yards long when
extended. Rooted to the spot, the professor stood, thrilled as much by the
(as yet) empty phrase Blank Claveringi which throbbed in his head as by
the fact he was looking upon something no man had seen before, or at least
no scientist. The crate would have to be bigger than he had thought, but
the Samantha would be capable of taking it on her forward deck.

The snail was backing to pull its head from the narrow part of the
gulley. The moist body, the color of tea with milk, came into view with the
slowness of an enormous snake awakening from slumber. All was silent,
except for pebbles dropping from the snail’s underside as it lifted its head,
except for the professor’s constrained breathing. The snail’s head, facing
inland, rose higher and higher, and its antennae, with which it saw, began
to extend. Professor Clavering realized he had disturbed it from its diurnal
sleep, and a brief terror caused him to retreat again, sending more pebbles
down the slope.

The snail heard this, and slowly turned its enormous head toward him.

The professor felt paralysed. A gigantic face regarded him, a face with
drooping, scalloped cheeks or lips, with antennae six feet long now, the
eyes on the ends of them scrutinizing him at his own level and scarcely ten
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feet away, with the disdain of a Herculean lorgnette, with the unknown
potency of a pair of oversized telescopes. The snail reared so high, it had to
arch its antennae to keep him in view. Six yards long? It would be more
like eight or ten yards. The snail turned itself to move toward him.

Still, the professor did not budge. He knew about snails’ teeth, the
twenty-odd thousand pairs of them even in a small garden snail, set in
comblike structures, the upper front teeth visible, moving up and down
constantly just under transparent flesh. A snail of this size, with propor-
tionate teeth, could chew through a tree as quickly as a woodsman’s axe,
the professor thought. The snail was advancing up the bank with monu-
mental confidence. He had to stand still for a few seconds simply to admire
it. His snail! The professor opened his camera and took a picture, just as
the snail was hauling its shell over the edge of the quarry.

“You are magnificent!” Professor Clavering said in a soft and awestruck
voice. Then he took a few steps backward.

It was pleasant to think he could skip nimbly about, comparatively
speaking, observing the snail from all angles, while the snail could only
creep toward him at what seemed the rate of one yard in ten seconds. The
professor thought to watch the snail for an hour or so, then go back to the
Samantha and write some notes. He would sleep aboard the boat, take
some more photographs tomorrow morning, then start under engine
power back to the Matusas. He trotted for twenty yards, then turned to
watch the snail approach.

The snail travelled with its head lifted three feet above the ground,
keeping the professor in the focus of its eyes. It was moving faster. Profes-
sor Clavering retreated sooner than he intended, and before he could get
another picture.

Now Professor Clavering looked around for a mate of the snail. He was
rather glad not to see another snail, but he cautioned himself not to rule
out the possibility of a mate. It wouldn’t be pleasant to be cornered by two
snails, yet the idea excited him. Impossible to think of a situation in which
he could not escape from two slow, lumbering creatures like the—the
what? Amygdalus Persica (his mind stuck on peaches, because of the beau-
tiful colour of the shell) Carnivora (perhaps) Claveringi. That could be
improved upon, the professor thought as he walked backward, watching.

A little grove of trees gave him an idea. If he stood in the grove, the snail
could not reach him, and he would also have a close view. The professor
took a stand amid twelve or fifteen trees, all about twenty feet high. The
snail did not slacken its speed, but began to circle the grove, still watching
the professor. Finding no opening big enough between two trees, the snail
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raised its head higher, fifteen feet high, and began to creep up on the trees.
Branches cracked, and one tree snapped.

Professor Clavering ducked and retreated. He had a glimpse of a great
belly gliding unhurt over a jagged tree trunk, of a circular mouth two feet
across, open and showing the still wider upper band of teeth like shark’s
teeth, munching automatically up and down. The snail cruised gently
down over the tree tops, some of which sprang back into position as the
snail’s weight left them.

Click! went the professor’s camera.

What a sight that had been! Something like a slow hurdle. He imagined
entertaining friends with an account of it, substantiated by the photograph,
once he got back to California. Old Professor Mcllroy of the biology de-
partment had laughed at him for spending seven thousand dollars on an
effort he predicted would be futile!

Professor Clavering was tiring, so he cut directly for the Samantha. He
noticed that the snail veered also in a direction that would intercept him, if
they kept on at their steady though different speeds, and the professor
chuckled and trotted for a bit. The snail also picked up speed, and the
professor remembered the wide, upward rippling of the snail’s body as it
had hurdled the trees. It would be interesting to see how fast the snail
could go on a straight course. Such a test would have to wait for America.

He reached the water and saw his beach a few yards away to his right,
but no ship was there. He’d made a mistake, he thought, and his beach was
on the other side of the island. Then he caught sight of the Samantha half
a mile out on the ocean, drifting away.

‘Damn!’ Professor Clavering said aloud. He’d done something wrong
with the anchors. Did he dare try to swim to it? The distance frightened
him, and it was growing wider every moment.

A rattle of pebbles behind him made him turn. The snail was hardly
twenty feet away.

The professor trotted down toward the beach. There was bound to be
some slit on the coast, a cave however small, where he could be out of
reach of the snail. He wanted to rest for a while. What really annoyed him
now was the prospect of a chilly night without blankets or food. The
Matusas natives had been right: there was nothing to eat on Kuwa.

Professor Clavering stopped dead, his shoes sliding on sand and pebbles.
Before him, not fifty feet away on the beach, was another snail as big as the
one following him, and somewhat lighter in colour. Its tail was in the sea,
and its muzzle dripped water as it reared itself to get a look at him.

It was this snail, the professor realized, that had chewed through the
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hemp ropes and let the boat go free. Was there something about new hemp
ropes that appealed to snails? This question he put out of his mind for the
nonce. He had a snail before and behind him. The professor trotted on
along the shore. The only crevice of shelter he was sure existed was the
gulley on the other side of the island. He forced himself to walk at a
moderate pace for a while, to breathe normally, then he sat down and
treated himself to a rest.

The first snail was the first to appear, and as it had lost sight of him, it
lifted its head and looked slowly to right and left, though without slacken-
ing its progress. The professor sat motionless, bare head lowered, hoping
the snail would not see him. But he was not that lucky. The snail saw him
and altered course to a straight line for him. Behind it came the second
snail—it’s wife? its husband?—the professor could not tell and there was
no way of telling.

Professor Clavering had to leave his resting place. The weight of his
hatchet reminded him that he at least had a weapon. A good scare, he
thought, a minor wound might discourage them. He knew they were hun-
gry, that their teeth could tear his flesh more easily than they tore trees,
and that alive or dead, he would be eaten by these snails if he permitted it
to happen. He drew his hatchet and faced them, conscious that he cut a
not very formidable figure with his slight paunch, his pale, skinny legs, his
height of five feet seven, about a third the snails’ height, but his brows
above his glasses were set with a determination to defend his life.

The first snail reared when it was ten feet away. The professor advanced
and swung the hatchet at the projecting mantle on the snail’s left side. He
had not dared get close enough, his aim was inches short, and the weight
of the hatchet pulled the professor off balance. He staggered and fell under
the raised muzzle, and had just time to roll himself from under the de-
scending mouth before it touched the ground where he had been. Angry
now, he circled the snail and swung a blow at the nacreous shell, which
turned the blade. The hatchet took an inch-deep chip, but nothing more.
The professor swung again, higher this time and in the centre of the shell’s
posterior, trying for the lung valve beneath, but the valve was still higher,
he knew, ten feet from the ground, and once more his hatchet took only a
chip. The snail began to turn itself to face him.

The professor then confronted the second snail, rushed at it and swung
the hatchet, cutting it in the cheek. The hatchet sank up to its wooden
handle, and he had to tug to get it out, and then had to run a few yards, as
the snail put on speed and reared its head for a biting attack. Glancing
back, the professor saw that no liquid (he had not, of course, expected
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blood) came from the cut in the snail’s cheek, and in fact he couldn’t see
the cut. And the blow had certainly been no discouragement to the snail’s
advance.

Professor Clavering began to walk at a sensible pace straight for the
snails’ lair on the other side of the island. By the time he scrambled down
the side of the gulley, he was winded and his legs hurt. But he saw to his
relief that the gulley narrowed to a sharp V. Wedged in that, he would be
safe. Professor Clavering started into the V, which had an overhanging top
rather like a cave, when he saw that what he had taken for some rounded
rocks were moving—at least some of them were. They were baby snails!
They were larger than good-sized beach balls. And the professor saw, from
the way a couple of them were devouring grass blades, that they were
hungry.

A snail’s head appeared high on his left. The giant parent snail began to
descend the gulley. A crepitation, a pair of antennae against the sky on his
right, heralded the arrival of the second snail. He had nowhere to turn
except the sea, which was not a bad idea, he thought, as these were land
snails. The professor waded out and turned left, walking waist-deep in
water. It was slow going, and a snail was coming after him. He got closer
to the land and ran in thigh-deep water.

The first snail, the darker one, entered the water boldly and crept along
in a depth of several inches, showing signs of being willing to go into
deeper water when it got abreast of Professor Clavering. The professor
hoped the other snail, maybe the mother, had stayed with the young. But
it hadn’t. It was following along the land, and accelerating. The professor
plunged wildly for the shore where he would be able to move faster.

Now, thank goodness, he saw rocks. Great igneous masses of rocks
covered a sloping hill down to the sea. There was bound to be a niche,
some place there where he could take shelter. The sun was sinking into the
ocean, it would be dark soon, and there was no moon, he knew. The
professor was thirsty. When he reached the rocks, he flung himself like a
corpse into a trough made by four or five scratchy boulders, which caused
him to lie in a curve. The rocks rose two feet above his body, and the
trough was hardly a foot wide. A snail couldn’t, he reasoned, stick its head
down here and bite him.

The peachy curves of the snails’ shells appeared, and one, the second,
drew closer.

‘I’ll strike it with my hatchet if it comes!” the professor swore to himself.
‘I’ll cut its face to ribbons with my knife!” He was now reconciled to killing
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both adults, because he could take back a pair of the young ones, and in
fact more easily because they were smaller.

The snail seemed to sniff like a dog, though inaudibly as its muzzle
hovered over the professor’s hiding place. Then with majestic calm it came
down on the rocks between which the professor lay. Its slimy foot covered
the aperture and within seconds had blocked out almost all the light.

Professor Clavering drew his hunting knife in anger and panic, and
plunged it several times into the snail’s soft flesh. The snail seemed not
even to wince. A few seconds later, it stopped moving, though the profes-
sor knew that it was not only not dead, as the stabs hadn’t touched any
vital organs, but that it had fastened itself over his trench in the firmest
possible way. No slit of light showed. The professor was only grateful that
the irregularity of the rocks must afford a supply of air. Now he pressed
frantically with his palms against the snail’s body, and felt his hands slip
and scrape against rock. The firmness of the snail, his inability to budge it,
made him feel slightly sick for a moment.

An hour passed. The professor almost slept, but the experience was
more like a prolonged hallucination. He dreamed, or feared, that he was
being chewed by twenty thousand pairs of teeth into a heap of mince,
which the two giant snails shared with their offspring. To add to his mis-
ery, he was cold and hungry. The snail’s body gave no warmth, and was
even cool.

Some hours later, the professor awoke and saw stars above him. The
snail had departed. It was pitch dark. He stood up cautiously, trying not to
make a sound, and stepped out of the crevice. He was free! On a sandy
stretch of beach a few yards away, Professor Clavering lay down, pressed
against a vertical face of rock. Here he slept the remaining hours until
dawn.

He awakened just in time, and perhaps not the dawn but a sixth sense
had awakened him. The first snail was coming toward him and was only
ten feet away. The professor got up on trembling legs, and trotted inland,
up a slope. An idea came to him: if he could push a boulder of, say, five
hundred pounds—possible with a lever—on to an adult snail in the gulley,
and smash the spot below which its lung lay, then he could kill it. Other-
wise, he could think of no other means at his disposal that could inflict a
fatal injury. His gun might, but the gun was on the Samantha. He had
already estimated that it might be a week, or never, that help would come
from the Matusas. The Semantha would not necessarily float back to the
Matusas, would not necessarily be seen by any other ship for days, and
even if it was seen, would it be apparent she was drifting? And if so, would
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the spotters make a beeline for the Matusas to report it? Not necessarily.
The professor bent quickly and licked some dew from a leaf. The snails
were twenty yards behind him now.

The trouble is, I'm becoming exhausted, he said to himself.

He was even more tired at noon. Only one snail pursued him, but the
professor imagined the other resting or eating a tree top, in order to be
fresh later. The professor could trot a hundred yards, find a spot to rest in,
but he dared not shut his eyes for long, lest he sleep. And he was definitely
weak from lack of food.

So the day passed. His idea of dropping a rock down the gulley was
thwarted by two factors: the second snail was guarding the gulley now, at
the top of its V, and there was no such rock as he needed within a hundred
yards.

When dusk came, the professor could not find the hill where the igneous
rocks were. Both snails had him in their sight now. His watch said a
quarter to seven. Professor Clavering took a deep breath and faced the fact
that he must make an attempt to kill one or both snails before dark.
Almost without thinking, or planning—he was too spent for that—he
chopped down a slender tree and hacked off its branches. The leaves of
these branches were devoured by the two snails five minutes after the
branches had fallen to the ground. The professor dragged his tree several
yards inland, and sharpened one end of it with the hatchet. It was too
heavy a weapon for one hand to wield, but in two hands, it made a kind of
battering ram, or giant spear.

At once, Professor Clavering turned and attacked, running with the
spear pointed slightly upward. He aimed for the first snail’s mouth, but
struck too low, and the tree end penetrated about four inches into the
snail’s chest—or the area below its face. No vital organ here, except the
long, straight oesophagus, which in these giant snails would be set deeper
than four inches. He had nothing for his trouble but lacerated hands. His
spear hung for a few seconds in the snail’s flesh, then fell out on to the
ground. The professor retreated, pulling his hatchet from his belt. The
second snail, coming up abreast of the other, paused to chew off a few
inches of the tree stump, then joined its mate in giving attention to Profes-
sor Clavering. There was something contemptuous, something absolutely
assured, about the snails’ slow progress toward him, as if they were think-
ing, ‘Escape us a hundred, a thousand times, we shall finally reach you and
devour every trace of you.’

The professor advanced once more, circled the snail he had just hit with
the tree spear, and swung his hatchet at the rear of its shell. Desperately,
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he attacked the same spot with five or six direct hits, for now he had a
plan. His hacking operation had to be halted, because the second snail was
coming up behind him. Its snout and an antenna even brushed the profes-
sor’s legs moistly and staggered him, before he could step out of its way.
Two more hatchet blows the professor got in, and then he stopped, because
his right arm hurt. He had by no means gone through the shell, but he had
no strength for more effort with the hatchet. He went back for his spear.
His target was a small one, but he ran toward it with desperate purpose.

The blow landed. It even broke through.

The professor’s hands were further torn, but he was oblivious of them.
His success made him as joyous as if he had killed both his enemies, as if a
rescue ship with food, water, and a bed were even then sailing into Kuwa’s
beach.

The snail was twisting and rearing up with pain.

Professor Clavering ran forward, lifted the drooping spear and pushed it
with all his might farther into the snail, pointing it upward to go as close as
possible to the lung. Whether the snail died soon or not, it was hors de
combat, the professor saw. And he himself experienced something like
physical collapse an instant after seeing the snail’s condition. He was quite
incapable of taking on the other snail in the same manner, and the other
snail was coming after him. The professor tried to walk in a straight line
away from both snails, but he weaved with fatigue and faintness. He
looked behind him. The unhurt snail was thirty feet away. The wounded
snail faced him, but was motionless, half in and half out of its shell, suffer-
ing in silence some agony of asphyxiation. Professor Clavering walked on.

Quite by accident, just as it was growing dark, he came upon his field of
rocks. Among them he took shelter for the second time. The snail’s snout
probed the trench in which he lay, but he could not quite reach him.
Would it not be better to remain in the trench tomorrow, to hope for rain
for water? He fell asleep before he could come to any decision.

Again, when the professor awakened at dawn, the snail had departed.
His hands throbbed. Their palms were encrusted with dried blood and
sand. He thought it wise to go to the sea and wash them in salt water.

The giant snail lay between him and the sea, and at his approach, the
snail very slowly began to creep toward him. Professor Clavering made a
wobbling detour and continued on his way toward the water. He dipped
his hands and moved them rapidly back and forth, at last lifted water to
his face, longed to wet his dry mouth, warned himself that he should not,
and yielded anyway, spitting out the water almost at once. Land snails
hated salt and could be killed by salt crystals. The professor angrily flung
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handfuls of water at the snail’s face. The snail only lifted its head higher,
out of the professor’s range. Its form was slender now, and it had, oddly,
the grace of a horned gazelle, of some animal of the deer family. The snail
lowered its snout, and the professor trudged away, but not quickly enough:
the snail came down on his shoulder and the suctorial mouth clamped.

The professor screamed. My God, he thought, as a piece of his shirt, a
piece of flesh and possibly bone was torn from his left shoulder, why was I
such an ass as to linger? The snail’s weight pushed him under, but it was
shallow here, and he struggled to his feet and walked toward the land.
Blood streamed hotly down his side. He could not bear to look at his
shoulder to see what had happened, and would not have been surprised if
his left arm had dropped off in the next instant. The professor walked on
aimlessly in shallow water near the land. He was still going faster than the
snail.

Then he lifted his eyes to the empty horizon, and saw a dark spot in the
water in the mid-distance. He stopped, wondering if it were real or a trick
of his eyes: but now he made out the double body of a catamaran, and he
thought he saw Dr. Stead’s straw hat. They had come from the Matusas!

‘Hello!’ the professor was shocked at the hoarseness, the feebleness of his
voice. Not a chance that he had been heard.

But with hope now, the professor’s strength increased. He headed for a
little beach—not his beach, a smaller one—and when he got there he stood
in its centre, his good arm raised, and shouted, ‘Dr. Stead! This way!'—On
the beach!” He could definitely see Dr. Stead’s hat and four dark heads.

There was no answering shout. Professor Clavering could not tell if they
had heard him or not. And the accursed snail was only thirty feet away
now! He’d lost his hatchet, he realized. And the camera that had been
under water with him was now ruined, and so were the two pictures in it.
No matter. He would live.

‘Here!’ he shouted, again lifting his arm.

The natives heard this. Suddenly all heads in the catamaran turned to
him.

Dr. Stead pointed to him and gesticulated, and dimly Professor Cla-
vering heard the good doctor urging the boatman to make for the shore.
He saw Dr. Stead half stand up in the catamaran.

The natives gave a whoop—at first Professor Clavering thought it a
whoop of joy, or of recognition, but almost at once a wild swing of the sail,
a splash of a couple of oars, told him that the natives were trying to change
their course.
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Pebbles crackled. The snail was near. And this of course was what the
natives had seen—the giant snail.

‘Please—Here!’ the professor screamed. He plunged again into the
water. ‘Pleasel’

Dr. Stead was trying, that the professor could see. But the natives were
rowing, paddling with hands even, and their sail was carrying them
obliquely away.

The snail made a splash as it entered the sea. To drown or to be eaten
alive? The professor wondered. He was waist-deep when he stumbled,
waist-deep but head under when the snail crashed down upon him, and he
realized as the thousands of pairs of teeth began to gnaw at his back, that
his fate was both to drown and to be chewed to death.



The activity and rhythms of riding dominate several poems and songs of the super-
natural, one of the most famous of which is “The Erl-King” by JOHANN WQLFGANG
VON GOETHE (1749-1843), author of the great German poem-drama, Faust. “The
Erl-King,” subject of at least one art song, probably inspired “The Demon of the
Gibbet” by Fitz-James O’Brien, but also note Biirger’s “Lenore” (both included in
this volume).

The Erl-King

BY JOHANN WOLFGANG VON GOETHE

Who spurs his steed so late this night?
A man whose son is sick with fright.
He hugs his child to keep him warm
But can’t outride the fearful storm.

“Why do you shiver, son, and cry?”

“Because the Erl-King’s drawing nigh—
I see his shroud. I hear him moan.”

“°Tis but the fog—we ride alone.”

“O, little child, come ride with me.

We’ll greet my mother merrily.

She’ll pick you flowers, and presents bring,
And dress you like a little king.”

“Q, father, help! Do you not know
The Erl-King’s voice that whispers low?”
“0, rest my son. O, peace, my child—
*Tis but the wind that blows so wild.”

“O, little child, let’s ride away.
With you my daughters wish to play.
They’ll give you gifts that you may keep.
They’ll dance. They’ll sing so you may sleep.”
“Q, father, help! O, can’t you see
The Erl-King’s daughters beckon me?”
“My son, forget these idle fears—
You see the willow weep its tears.”
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“O, little child, I love you so
That I will never let you go.”
“Q, father, help, or I'll take flight!
The Erl-King’s clutch is cold and tight!”

The shivering rider hugs his son,

Then spurs his steed into a run

That brings them home. The father cries,
For in his arms his baby dies.

English adaptation by Marvin Kaye
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The legend of the imp in a bottle is said to be traceable to folktales told in remote
German villages in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. Richard John Smith,
actor and stage manager, turned the myth into a stage play, The Bottle Imp, pro-
duced in 1828, but he based his theatre piece on a literary reworking of the same
theme published in 1826 (date approximate) and variously attributed to La Motte
Fouqué and Johann Karl August Musius. ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON, renowned
author of Treasure Island, Doctor Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, The Body Snatcher, saw
the Smith stage play and decided to create his own idiosyncratic version of the plot.
He set his story in his beloved South Seas, and here it is.

The Bottle Imp

BY ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

There was a man of the island of Hawaii, whom I shall call Keawe; for the
truth is, he still lives, and his name must be kept secret; but the place of his
birth was not far from Honaunau, where the bones of Keawe the Great lie
hidden in a cave. The man was poor, brave, and active; he could read and
write like a schoolmaster; he was a first-rate mariner besides, sailed for
some time in the island steamers, and steered a whaleboat on the Kamakua
coast. At length it came in Keawe’s mind to have a sight of the great world
and foreign cities, and he shipped on a vessel bound to San Francisco.

This is a fine town, with a fine harbour, and rich people uncountable;
and, in particular, there is one hill which is covered with palaces. Upon
this hill Keawe was one day taking a walk, with his pocket full of money,
viewing the great houses upon either hand with pleasure. “What fine
houses there are!” he was thinking, “and how happy must these people be
who dwell in them, and take no care for the morrow!” The thought was in
his mind when he came abreast of a house that was smaller than some
others, but all finished and beautified like a toy; the steps of that house
shone like silver, and the borders of the garden bloomed like garlands, and
the windows were bright like diamonds; and Keawe stopped and wondered
at the excellence of all he saw. So stopping, he was aware of a man that
looked forth upon him through a window, so clear that Keawe could see
him as you see a fish in a pool upon the reef. The man was elderly, with a
bald head and a black beard; and his face was heavy with sorrow, and he
bitterly sighed. And the truth of it is, that as Keawe looked in upon the
man, and the man looked out upon Keawe, each envied the other.
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All of a sudden the man smiled and nodded, and beckoned Keawe to
enter, and met him at the door of the house.

“This is a fine house of mine,” said the man, and bitterly sighed. “Would
you not care to view the chambers?”

So he led Keawe all over it, from the cellar to the roof, and there was
nothing there that was not perfect of its kind, and Keawe was astonished.

“Truly,” said Keawe, “this is a beautiful house; if I lived in the like of it,
I should be laughing all day long. How comes it, then, that you should be
sighing?”

“There is no reason,” said the man, “why you should not have a house
in all points similar to this, and finer, if you wish. You have some money, I
suppose?”’

“I have fifty dollars,” said Keawe; “but a house like this will cost more
than fifty dollars.”

The man made a computation. “I am sorry you have no more,” said he,
“for it may raise you trouble in the future; but it shall be yours at fifty
dollars.”

“The house?”’ asked Keawe. 1

“No, not the house,” replied the man; “but the bottle. For I must tell
you, although I appear to you so rich and fortunate, all my fortune, and
this house itself and its garden, came out of a bottle not much bigger than
a pint. This is it.”

And he opened a lockfast place, and took out a round-bellied bottle with
a long neck; the glass of it was white like milk, with changing rainbow
colours in the grain. Withinsides something obscurely moved, like a
shadow and a fire.

“This is the bottle,” said the man; and, when Keawe laughed, “You do
not believe me?” he added. “Try, then, for yourself. See if you can break
it.”

So Keawe took the bottle up and dashed it on the floor till he was weary;
but it jumped on the floor like a child’s ball, and was not injured.

“This is a strange thing,” said Keawe. “For by the touch of it, as well as
by the look, the bottle should be of glass.”

“Of glass it is,” replied the man, sighing more heavily than ever; “but
the glass of it was tempered in the flames of hell. An imp lives in it, and
that is the shadow we behold there moving; or, so I suppose. If any man
buy this bottle the imp is at his command; all that he desires—love, fame,
money, houses like this house, ay, or a city like this city—all are his at the
word uttered. Napoleon had this bottle, and by it he grew to be the king of
the world; but he sold it at the last and fell. Captain Cook had this bottle,
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and by it he found his way to so many islands; but he too sold it, and was
slain upon Hawaii. For, once it is sold, the power goes and the protection;
and unless a man remain content with what he has, ill will befall him.”

“And yet you talk of selling it yourself?”” Keawe said.

“T have all I wish, and I am growing elderly,” replied the man. “There is
one thing the imp cannot do—he cannot prolong life; and it would not be
fair to conceal from you there is a drawback to the bottle; for if a man die
before he sells it, he must burn in hell for ever.”

“To be sure, that is a drawback and no mistake,” cried Keawe. “I would
not meddle with the thing. I can do without a house, thank God; but there
is one thing I could not be doing with one particle, and that is to be
damned.”

“Dear me, you must not run away with things,” returned the man. “All
you have to do is to use the power of the imp in moderation, and then sell
it to some one else, as I do to you, and finish your life in comfort.”

“Well, I observe two things,” said Keawe. “All the time you keep sigh-
ing like a maid in love—that is one; and for the other, you sell this bottle
very cheap.”

“I have told you already why I sigh,” said the man. “It is because I fear
my health is breaking up; and, as you said yourself, to die and go to the
devil is a pity for any one. As for why I sell so cheap, I must explain to you
there is a peculiarity about the bottle. Long ago, when the devil brought it
first upon earth, it was extremely expensive, and was sold first of all to
Prester John for many millions of dollars; but it cannot be sold at all,
unless sold at a loss. If you sell it for as much as you paid for it, back it
comes to you again like a homing pigeon. It follows that the price has kept
falling in these centuries, and the bottle is now remarkably cheap. I bought
it myself from one of my great neighbours on this hill, and the price I paid
was only ninety dollars. I could sell it for as high as eighty-nine dollars and
ninety-nine cents, but not a penny dearer, or back the thing must come to
me. Now, about this there are two bothers. First, when you offer a bottle
so singular for eighty-odd dollars, people suppose you to be jesting. And
second—but there is no hurry about that—and I need not go into it. Only
remember it must be coined money that you sell it for.”

“How am I to know that this is all true?” asked Keawe.

“Some of it you can try at once,” replied the man. “Give me your fifty
dollars, take the bottle, and wish your fifty dollars back into your pocket.
If that does not happen, I pledge you my honour I will cry off the bargain
and restore your money.”

“You are not deceiving me?” said Keawe.
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The man bound himself with a great oath.

“Well, I will risk that much,” said Keawe, “for that can do no harm,”
and he paid over his money to the man, and the man handed him the
bottle.

“Imp of the bottle,” said Keawe, “I want my fifty dollars back.” And
sure enough, he had scarce said the word before his pocket was as heavy as
ever.

“To be sure this is a wonderful bottle,” said Keawe.

“And now good-morning to you, my fine fellow, and the devil go with
you for me,” said the man.

“Hold on,” said Keawe, “I don’t want any more of this fun. Here, take
your bottle back.”

“You have bought it for less than I paid for it,” replied the man, rubbing
his hands. “It is yours now; and, for my part, I am only concerned to see
the back of you.” And with that he rang for his Chinese servant, and had
Keawe shown out of the house.

Now, when Keawe was in the street, with the bottle under his arm, he
began to think. “If all is true about this bottle, I may have made a losing
bargain,” thinks he. ‘““But perhaps the man was only fooling me.” The first
thing he did was to count his money; the sum was exact—forty-nine dol-
lars American money, and one Chili piece. “That looks like the truth,”
said Keawe. “Now I will try another part.”

The streets in that part of the city were as clean as a ship’s decks, and
though it was noon, there were no passengers. Keawe set the bottle in the
gutter and walked away. Twice he looked back, and there was the milky,
round-bellied bottle where he left it. A third time he looked back and
turned a corner; but he had scarce done so, when something knocked upon
his elbow, and behold! it was the long neck sticking up; and as for the
round belly, it was jammed into the pocket of his pilot-coat.

“And that looks like the truth,” said Keawe.

The next thing he did was to buy a corkscrew in a shop, and go apart in
a secret place in the fields. And there he tried to draw the cork, but as
often as he put the screw in, out it came again, and the cork was as whole
as ever.

“This is some new sort of cork,” said Keawe, and all at once he began to
shake and sweat, for he was afraid of that bottle.

On his way back to the port-side he saw a shop where a man sold shells
and clubs from the wild islands, old heathen deities, old coined money,
pictures from China and Japan, and all manner of things that sailors bring
in their sea-chests. And here he had an idea. So he went in and offered the
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bottle for a hundred dollars. The man of the shop laughed at him at first,
and offered him five; but, indeed, it was a curious bottle, such glass was
never blown in any human glass-works, so prettily the colours shone under
the milky way, and so strangely the shadow hovered in the midst; so, after
he had disputed a while after the manner of his kind, the shopman gave
Keawe sixty silver dollars for the thing and set it on a shelf in the midst of
his window.

“Now,” said Keawe, “I have sold that for sixty which I bought for fifty
—or, to say truth, a little less, because one of my dollars was from Chili.
Now I shall know the truth upon another point.”

So he went back on board his ship, and when he opened his chest, there
was the bottle, which had come more quickly than himself. Now Keawe
had a mate on board whose name was Lopaka.

“What ails you,” said Lopaka, “that you stare in your chest?”

They were alone in the ship’s forecastle, and Keawe bound him to se-
crecy, and told all.

“This is a very strange affair,” said Lopaka; “and I fear you will be in
trouble about this bottle. But there is one point very clear—that you are
sure of the trouble, and you had better have the profit in the bargain. Make
up your mind what you want with it; give the order, and it is done as you
desire, I will buy the bottle myself; for I have an idea of my own to get a
schooner, and go trading through the islands.”

“That is not my idea,” said Keawe; “but to have a beautiful house and
garden on the Kona Coast, where I was born, the sun shining in at the
door, flowers in the garden, glass in the windows, pictures on the walls,
and toys and fine carpets on the tables, for all the world like the house I
was in this day—only a story higher, and with balconies all about like the
King’s palace; and to live there without care and make merry with my
friends and relatives.”

“Well,” said Lopaka, “let us carry it back with us to Hawaii; and if all
comes true as you suppose, 1 will buy the bottle, as I said, and ask a
schooner.”

Upon that they were agreed, and it was not long before the ship re-
turned to Honolulu, carrying Keawe and Lopaka, and the bottle. They
were scarce come ashore when they met a friend upon the beach, who
began at once to condole with Keawe.

“I do not know what I am to be condoled about,” said Keawe.

“Is it possible you have not heard,” said the friend, “your uncle—that
good old man—is dead, and your cousin—that beautiful boy—was
drowned at sea?”
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Keawe was filled with sorrow, and, beginning to weep and to lament, he
forgot about the bottle. But Lopaka was thinking to himself, and presently,
when Keawe’s grief was a little abated, “I have been thinking,” said
Lopaka, “had not your uncle lands in Hawaii, in the district of Kaii?”

“No,” said Keawe, “not in Kaii: they are on the mountain side—a little
be-south Kookena.”

*“These lands will now be yours?” asked Lopaka.

“And so they will,” says Keawe, and began again to lament for his
relatives.

“No,” said Lopaka, “do not lament at present. I have a thought in my
mind. How if this should be the doing of the bottle? For here is the place
ready for your house.”

*“If this be so,” cried Keawe, “it is a very ill way to serve me by killing
my relatives. But it may be, indeed; for it was in just such a station that I
saw the house with my mind’s eye.”

“The house, however, is not yet built,” said Lopaka.

“No, nor like to be!” said Keawe; “for though my uncle has some coffee
and ava and bananas, it will not be more than will keep me in comfort; and
the rest of that land is the black lava.”

“Let us go to the lawyer,” said Lopaka; “I have still this idea in my
mind.”

Now, when they came to the lawyer’s, it appeared Keawe’s uncle had
grown monstrous rich in the last days, and there was a fund of money.

“And here is the money for the house!” cried Lopaka.

“If you are thinking of a new house,” said the lawyer, “here is the card
of a new architect of whom they tell me great things.”

“Better and better!” cried Lopaka. “Here is all made plain for us. Let us
continue to obey orders.”

So they went to the architect, and he had drawings of houses on his
table.

“You want something out of the way,” said the architect. “How do you
like this?” and he handed a drawing to Keawe.

Now, when Keawe set eyes on the drawing, he cried out aloud, for it
was the picture of his thought exactly drawn.

“I am in for this house,” thought he. “Little as I like the way it comes to
me, I am in for it now, and I may as well take the good along with the
evil.”

So he told the architect all that he wished, and how he would have that
house furnished, and about the pictures on the wall and the knick-knacks
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on the tables; and he asked the man plainly for how much he would
undertake the whole affair.

The architect put many questions, and took his pen and made a compu-
tation; and when he had done he named the very sum that Keawe had
inherited.

Lopaka and Keawe looked at one another and nodded.

“It is quite clear,” thought Keawe, “that I am to have this house,
whether or no. It comes from the devil, and I fear I will get little good by
that; and of one thing I am sure, I will make no more wishes as long as 1
have this bottle. But with the house I am saddled, and I may as well take
the good along with the evil.”

So he made his terms with the architect, and they signed a paper; and
Keawe and Lopaka took ship again and sailed to Australia; for it was
concluded between them they should not interfere at all, but leave the
architect and the bottle imp to build and to adorn the house at their own
pleasure.

The voyage was a good voyage, only all the time Keawe was holding in
his breath, for he had sworn he would utter no more wishes, and take no
more favours, from the devil. The time was up when they got back. The
architect told them that the house was ready, and Keawe and Lopaka took
a passage in the Hall, and went down Kona way to view the house, and see
if all had been done fitly according to the thought that was in Keawe’s
mind.

Now, the house stood on the mountain side, visible to ships. Above, the
forest ran up into the clouds of rain; below, the black lava fell in cliffs,
where the kings of old lay buried. A garden bloomed about the house with
every hue of flowers; and there was an orchard of papaia on the one hand
and an orchard of bread-fruit on the other, and right in front, towards the
sea, a ship’s mast had been rigged up and bore a flag. As for the house, it
was three stories high, with great chambers and broad balconies on each.
The windows were of glass, so excellent that it was as clear as water and as
bright as day. All manner of furniture adorned the chambers. Pictures
hung upon the wall in golden frames—pictures of ships, and men fighting,
and of the most beautiful women, and of singular places; nowhere in the
world are there pictures of so bright a colour as those Keawe found hang-
ing in his house. As for the knick-knacks, they were extraordinarily fine:
chiming clocks and musical boxes, little men with nodding heads, books
filled with pictures, weapons of price from all quarters of the world, and
the most elegant puzzles to entertain the leisure of a solitary man. And as
no one would care to live in such chambers, only to walk through and view
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them, the balconies were made so broad that a whole town might have
lived upon them in delight, and Keawe knew not which to prefer, whether
the back porch, where you get the land breeze and looked upon the
orchards and the flowers, or the front balcony, where you could drink the
wind of the sea, and look down the steep wall of the mountain and see the
Hall going by once a week or so between Hookena and the hills of Pele, or
the schooners plying up the coast for wood and ava and bananas.

When they had viewed all, Keawe and Lopaka sat on the porch.

“Well,”” asked Lopaka, “is it all as you designed?”

“Words cannot utter it,” said Keawe. “It is better than I dreamed, and I
am sick with satisfaction.”

*“There is but one thing to consider,” said Lopaka, “all this may be quite
natural, and the bottle imp have nothing whatever to say to it. If I were to
buy the bottle, and got no schooner after all, I should have put my hand in
the fire for nothing. I gave you my word, I know; but yet I think you
would not grudge me one more proof.”

“I have sworn I would take no more favours,” said Keawe. “I have gone
already deep enough.”

“This is no favour I am thinking of,” replied Lopaka. “It is only to see
the imp himself. There is nothing to be gained by that, and so nothing to
be ashamed of, and yet, if I once saw him, I should be sure of the whole
matter. So indulge me so far, and let me see the imp; and, after that, here is
the money in my hand, and I will buy it.”

“There is only one thing I am afraid of,” said Keawe. “The imp may be
very ugly to view, and if you once set eyes upon him you might be very
undesirous of the bottle.”

“I am a man of my word,” said Lopaka. ““And here is the money be-
twixt us.”

“Very well,” replied Keawe, “I have a curiosity myself. So come, let us
have one look at you, Mr. Imp.”

Now as soon as that was said, the imp looked out of the bottle, and in
again, swift as a lizard; and there sat Keawe and Lopaka turned to stone.
The night had quite come, before either found a thought to say or voice to
say it with; and then Lopaka pushed the money over and took the bottle.

“I am a man of my word,” said he, ““and had need to be so, or I would
not touch this bottle with my foot. Well, I shall get my schooner and a
dollar or two for my pocket; and then I will be rid of this devil as fast as I
can. For, to tell you the plain truth, the look of him has cast me down.”

“Lopaka,” said Keawe, “do not you think any worse of me than you can
help; I know it is night, and the roads bad, and the pass by the tombs an ill
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place to go by so late, but I declare since I have seen that little face, I
cannot eat or sleep or pray till it is gone from me. I will give you a lantern,
and a basket to put the bottle in, and any picture or fine thing in all my
house that takes your fancy; and be gone at once, and go sleep at Hookena
with Nahinu.”

“Keawe,” said Lopaka, “many a man would take this ill; above all,
when I am doing you a turn so friendly, as to keep my word and buy the
bottle; and for that matter, the night and the dark, and the way by the
tombs, must be all tenfold more dangerous to a man with such a sin upon
his conscience and such a bottle under his arm. But for my part, I am so
extremely terrified myself, I have not the heart to blame you. Here I go,
then; and I pray God you may be happy in your house, and I fortunate
with my schooner, and both get to heaven in the end in spite of the devil
and his bottle.”

So Lopaka went down the mountain; and Keawe stood in his front
balcony, and listened to the clink of the horses’ shoes, and watched the
lantern go shining down the path, and along the cliff of caves where the old
dead are buried; and all the time he trembled and clasped his hands, and
prayed for his friend, and gave glory to God that he himself was escaped
out of that trouble.

But the next day came very brightly, and that new house of his was so
delightful to behold that he forgot his terrors. One day followed another,
and Keawe dwelt there in perpetual joy. He had his place on the back
porch; it was there he ate and lived, and read the stories in the Honolulu
newspapers; but when any one came by they would go in and view the
chambers and the pictures. And the fame of the house went far and wide;
it was called Ka-Hale Nui—the Great House—in all Kona; and sometimes
the Bright House, for Keawe kept a Chinaman, who was all day dusting
and furbishing; and the glass, and the gilt, and the fine stuffs, and the
pictures, shone as bright as the morning. As for Keawe himself, he could
not walk in the chambers without singing, his heart was so enlarged; and
when ships sailed by upon the sea, he would fly his colours on the mast.

So time went by, until one day Keawe went upon a visit as far as Kailua
to certain of his friends. There he was well feasted; and left as soon as he
could the next morning, and rode hard, for he was impatient to behold his
beautiful house; and, besides, the night then coming on was the night in
which the dead of old days go abroad in the sides of Kona; and having
already meddled with the devil, he was the more chary of meeting with the
dead. A little beyond Honaunau, looking far ahead, he was aware of a
woman bathing in the edges of the sea; and she seemed a well-grown girl,
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but he thought no more of it. Then he saw her white shift flutter as she put
it on, and then her red holoku; and by the time he came abreast of her she
was done with her toilet, and had come up from the sea, and stood by the
track-side in her red holoku, and she was all freshened with the bath, and
her eyes shone and were kind. Now Keawe no sooner beheld her than he
drew rein.

“I thought I knew every one in this country,” said he. “‘How comes it
that I do not know you?”

“I am Kokua, daughter of Kiano,” said the girl, “and I have just re-
turned from Oahu. Who are you?”

“I will tell you who I am in a little,” said Keawe, dismounting from his
horse, “but not now. For I have a thought in my mind, and if you knew
who I was, you might have heard of me, and would not give me a true
answer. But tell me, first of all, one thing: are you married?”

At this Kokua laughed out loud. “It is you who ask questions,” she said.
“Are you married yourself?”’

“Indeed, Kokua, I am not,” replied Keawe, “and never thought to be
until this hour. But here is the plain truth. I have met you here at the
roadside, and I saw your eyes, which are like the stars, and my heart went
to you as swift as a bird. And so now, if you want none of me, say so, and I
will go on to my own place; but if you think me no worse than any other
young man, say so, too, and I will turn aside to your father’s for the night,
and to-morrow I will talk with the good man.”

Kokua said never a word, but she looked at the sea and laughed.

“Kokua,” said Keawe, “if you say nothing, I will take that for the good
answer; so let us be stepping to your father’s door.”

She went on ahead of him, still without speech; only sometimes she
glanced back and glanced away again, and she kept the strings of her hat
in her mouth.

Now, when they had come to the door, Kiano came out on his veranda,
and cried out and welcomed Keawe by name. At that the girl looked over,
for the fame of the great house had come to her ears; and, to be sure, it was
a great temptation. All that evening they were very merry together; and
the girl was as bold as brass under the eyes of her parents, and made a
mark of Keawe, for she had a quick wit. The next day he had a word with
Kiano, and found the girl alone.

“Kokua,” said he, “you made a mark of me all the evening; and it is still
time to bid me go. I would not tell you who I was, because I have so fine a
house, and I feared you would think too much of that house and too little
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of the man that loves you. Now you know all, and if you wish to have seen
the last of me, say so at once.”

“No,” said Kokua, but this time she did not laugh, nor did Keawe ask
for more.

This was the wooing of Keawe; things had gone quickly; but so an arrow
goes, and the ball of a rifle swifter still, and yet both may strike the target.
Things had gone fast, but they had gone far also, and the thought of
Keawe rang in the maiden’s head; she heard his voice in the breach of the
surf upon the lava, and for this young man that she had seen but twice she
would have left father and mother and her native islands. As for Keawe
himself, his horse flew up the path of the mountain under the cliff of
tombs, and the sound of the hoofs, and the sound of Keawe singing to
himself for pleasure, echoed in the caverns of the dead. He came to the
Bright House, and still he was singing. He sat and ate in the broad bal-
cony, and the Chinaman wondered at his master, to hear how he sang
between the mouthfuls. The sun went down into the sea, and the night
came; and Keawe walked the balconies by lamplight, high on the moun-
tains, and the voice of his singing startled men on ships.

“Here am I now upon my high place,” he said to himself. “Life may be
no better; this is the mountain top; and all shelves about me towards the
worse. For the first time I will light up the chambers, and bathe in my fine
bath with the hot water and the cold, and sleep above in the bed of my
bridal chamber.”

So the Chinaman had word, and he must rise from sleep and light the
furnaces; and as he walked below, beside the boilers, he heard his master
singing and rejoicing above him in the lighted chambers. When the water
began to be hot the Chinaman cried to his master: and Keawe went into
the bathroom; and the Chinaman heard him sing as he filled the marble
basin; and heard him sing, and the singing broken, as he undressed; until
of a sudden, the song ceased. The Chinaman listened, and listened; he
called up the house to Keawe to ask if all were well, and Keawe answered
him “Yes,” and bade him go to bed; but there was no more singing in the
Bright House; and all night long the Chinaman heard his master’s feet go
round and round the balconies without repose.

Now, the truth of it was this: as Keawe undressed for his bath, he spied
upon his flesh a patch like a patch of lichen on a rock, and it was then that
he stopped singing. For he knew the likeness of that patch, and knew that
he was fallen in the Chinese Evil.!

Now, it is a sad thing for any man to fall into this sickness. And it would
! Leprosy.
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be a sad thing for any one to leave a house so beautiful and so commodi-
ous, and depart from all his friends to the north coast of Molokai, between
the mighty cliff and the sea-breakers. But what was that to the case of the
man Keawe, he who had met his love but yesterday and won her but that
morning, and now saw all his hopes break, in a moment, like a piece of
glass?

A while he sat upon the edge of the bath, then sprang, with a cry, and
ran outside; and to and fro, to and fro, along the balcony, like one despair-
ing.

“Very willingly could I leave Hawaii, the home of my fathers,” Keawe
was thinking. “Very lightly could I leave my house, the high-placed, the
many-windowed, here upon-the mountains. Very bravely could I go to
Molokai, to Kalaupapa by the cliffs, to live with the smitten and to sleep
there, far from my fathers. But what wrong have I done, what sin lies upon
my soul, that I should have encountered Kokua coming cool from the sea-
water in the evening? Kokua, the soul ensnarer! Kokua, the light of my
life! Her may I never wed, her may I look upcn no longer, her may I no
more handle with my loving hand; and it is for this, it is for you, O Kokua!
that I pour my lamentations!”

Now you are to observe what sort of a man Keawe was, for he might
have dwelt there in the Bright House for years, and no one been the wiser
of his sickness; but he reckoned nothing of that, if he must lose Kokua.
And again he might have wed Kokua even as he was; and so many would
have done, because they have the souls of pigs; but Keawe loved the maid
manfully, and he would do her no hurt and bring her in no danger.

A little beyond the midst of the night, there came in his mind the
recollection of that bottle. He went round to the back porch, and called to
memory the day when the devil had looked forth; and at the thought ice
ran in his veins.

“A dreadful thing is in the bottle,” thought Keawe, “and dreadful is the
imp, and it is a dreadful thing to risk the flames of hell. But what other
hope have I to cure my sickness or to wed Kokua? What!” he thought,
“would I beard the devil once, only to get me a house, and not face him
again to win Kokua?”

Thereupon he called to mind it was the next day the Hall went by on her
return to Honolulu. “There must I go first,” he thought, “and see Lopaka.
For the best hope that I have now is to find that same bottle I was so
pleased to be rid of.”

Never a wink could he sleep; the food stuck in his throat; but he sent a
letter to Kiano, and about the time when the steamer would be coming,
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rode down beside the cliff of the tombs. It rained; his horse went heavily;
he looked up at the black mouths of the caves, and he envied the dead that
slept there and were done with trouble; and called to mind how he had
galloped by the day before, and was astonished. So he came down to
Hookena, and there was all the country gathered for the steamer as usual.
In the shed before the store they sat and jested and passed the news; but
there was no matter of speech in Keawe’s bosom, and he sat in their midst
and looked without on the rain falling on the houses, and the surf beating
among the rocks, and the sighs arose in his throat.

“Keawe of the Bright House is out of spirits,” said one to another.
Indeed, and so he was, and little wonder.

Then the Hall came, and the whale-boat carried him on board. The
after-part of the ship was full of Haoles'—who had been to visit the vol-
cano, as their custom is; and the midst was crowded with Kanakas, and
the forepart with wild bulls from Hilo and horses from Kaii; but Keawe
sat apart from all in his sorrow, and watched for the house of Kiano.
There it sat low upon the shore in the black rocks, and shaded by the
cocoa-palms, and there by the door was a red holoku, no greater than a fly,
and going to and fro with a fly’s busyness. “Ah, queen of my heart,” he
cried, “I'll venture my dear soul to win you!”

Soon after darkness fell and the cabins were lit up, and the Haoles sat
and played at the cards and drank whisky as their custom is; but Keawe
walked the deck all night; and all the next day, as they steamed under the
lee of Maui or of Molokai, he was still pacing to and fro like a wild animal
in a menagerie.

Towards evening they passed Diamond Head, and came to the pier of
Honolulu. Keawe stepped out among the crowd and began to ask for
Lopaka. It seemed he had become the owner of a schooner—none better in
the islands—and was gone upon an adventure as far as Pola-Pola or
Kahiki; so there was no help to be looked for from Lopaka. Keawe called
to mind a friend of his, a lawyer in the town (I must not tell his name), and
inquired of him. They said he was grown suddenly rich, and had a fine new
house upon Waikiki shore; and this put a thought in Keawe’s head, and he
called a hack and drove to the lawyer’s house.

The house was all brand new, and the trees in the garden no greater
than walking-sticks, and the lawyer, when he came, had the air of a man
well pleased.

“What can I do to serve you?” said the lawyer.

“You are a friend of Lopaka’s,” replied Keawe, “and Lopaka purchased
! Whites.
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from me a certain piece of goods that I thought you might enable me to
frace.”

The lawyer’s face became very dark. “I do not profess to misunderstand
you, Mr. Keawe,” said he, “though this is an ugly business to be stirring
in. You may be sure I know nothing, but yet I have a guess, and if you
would apply in a certain quarter 1 think you might have news.”

And he named the name of a man, which, again, I had better not repeat.
So it was for days, and Keawe went from one to another, finding every-
where new clothes and carriages, and fine new houses, and men every-
where in great contentment, although, to be sure, when he hinted at his
business their faces would cloud over.

“No doubt I am upon the track,” thought Keawe. “These new clothes
and carriages are all the gifts of the little imp, and these glad faces are the
faces of men who have taken their profit and got rid of the accursed thing
in safety. When I see pale cheeks and hear sighing, I shall know that I am
near the bottle.”

So it befell at last he was recommended to a Haole in Beritania Street.
When he came to the door, about the hour of the evening meal, there were
the usual marks of the new house, and the young garden, and the electric
light shining in the windows; but when the owner came, a shock of hope
and fear ran through Keawe; for here was a young man, white as a corpse,
and black about the eyes, the hair shedding from his head, and such a look
in his countenance as a man may have when he is waiting for the gallows.

“Here it is, to be sure,” thought Keawe, and so with this man he noways
veiled his errand. “I am come to buy the bottle,” said he.

At the word, the young Haole of Beritania Street reeled against the wall.

“The bottle!” he gasped. “To buy the bottle!” Then he seemed to choke,
and seizing Keawe by the arm, carried him into a room and poured out
wine in two glasses.

“Here is my respects,” said Keawe, who had been much about with
Haoles in his time. “Yes,” he added, “I am come to buy the bottle. What is
the price by now?”

At that word the young man let his glass slip through his fingers, and
looked upon Keawe like a ghost.

“The price,” says he; “the price! You do not know the price?”

“It is for that I am asking you,” returned Keawe. “But why are you so
much concerned? Is there anything wrong about the price?”

“It has dropped a great deal in value since your time, Mr. Keawe,” said
the young man, stammering.
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“Well, well, I shall have the less to pay for it,” said Keawe. “How much
did it cost you?”

The young man was as white as a sheet.

“Two cents,” said he.

“What!” cried Keawe, “two cents? Why, then, you can only sell it for
one. And he who buys it——" The words died upon Keawe’s tongue; he
who bought it could never sell it again, the bottle and the bottle imp must
abide with him until he died, and when he died must carry him to the red
end of hell.

The young man of Beritania Street fell upon his knees. “For God’s sake,
buy it!” he cried. “You can have all my fortune in the bargain. I was mad
when I bought it at that price. I had embezzled money at my store; I was
lost else; I must have gone to jail.”

“Poor creature,” said Keawe, “you would risk your soul upon so des-
perate an adventure, and to avoid the proper punishment of your own
disgrace; and you think I could hesitate with love in front of me. Give me
the bottle, and the change which I make sure you have all ready. Here is a
five-cent piece.”

It was as Keawe supposed; the young man had the change ready in a
drawer; the bottle changed hands, and Keawe’s fingers were no sooner
clasped upon the stalk than he had breathed his wish to be a clean man.
And sure enough, when he got home to his room, and stripped himself
before a glass, his flesh was whole like an infant’s. And here was the
strange thing: he had no sooner seen this miracle than his mind was
changed within him, and he cared naught for the Chinese Evil, and little
enough for Kokua; and had but the one thought, that here he was bound
to the bottle imp for time and for eternity, and had no better hope but to
be a cinder for ever in the flames of hell. Away ahead of him he saw them
blaze with his mind’s eye, and his soul shrank, and darkness fell upon the
light.

When Keawe came to himself a little, he was aware it was the night
when the band played at the hotel. Thither he went, because he feared to
be alone; and there, among happy faces, walked to and fro, and heard the
tunes go up and down, and saw Berger beat the measure, and all the while
he heard the flames crackle and saw the red fire burning in the bottomless
pit. Of a sudden the band played Hiki-ao-ao; that was a song that he had
sung with Kokua, and at the strain courage returned to him.

“It is done now,” he thought, “and once more let me take the good
along with the evil.”

So it befell that he returned to Hawaii by the first steamer, and as soon
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as it could be managed he was wedded to Kokua, and carried her up the
mountain side to the Bright House.

Now it was so with these two, that when they were together Keawe’s
heart was stilled; but as soon as he was alone he fell into a brooding
horror, and heard the flames crackle, and saw the red fire burn in the
bottomless pit. The girl, indeed, had come to him wholly; her heart leaped
in her side at sight of him, her hand clung to his; and she was so fashioned,
from the hair upon her head to the nails upon her toes, that none could see
her without joy. She was pleasant in her nature. She had the good word
always. Full of song she was, and went to and fro in the Bright House, the
brightest thing in its three stories, carolling like the birds. And Keawe
beheld and heard her with delight, and then must shrink upon one side,
and weep and groan to think upon the price that he had paid for her; and
then he must dry his eyes, and wash his face, and go and sit with her on
the broad balconies, joining in her songs, and, with a sick spirit, answering
her smiles.

There came a day when her feet began to be heavy and her songs more
rare; and now it was not Keawe only that would weep apart, but each
would sunder from the other and sit in opposite balconies with the whole
width of the Bright House betwixt. Keawe was so sunk in his despair, he
scarce observed the change, and was only glad he had more hours to sit
alone and brood upon his destiny, and was not so frequently condemned to
pull a smiling face on a sick heart. But one day, coming softly through the
house, he heard the sound of a child sobbing, and there was Kokua rolling
her face upon the balcony floor, and weeping like the lost.

“You do well to weep in this house, Kokua,” he said. “And yet I would
give the head off my body that you (at least) might have been happy.”

“Happy!” she cried. “Keawe, when you lived alone in your Bright
House you were the word of the island for a happy man; laughter and song
were in your mouth, and your face was as bright as the sunrise. Then you
wedded poor Kokua; and the good God knows what is amiss in her—but
from that day you have not smiled. Oh!” she cried, “what ails me? I
thought I was pretty, and I knew I loved him. What ails me, that I throw
this cloud upon my husband?”

“Poor Kokua,” said Keawe. He sat down by her side, and sought to take
her hand; but that she plucked away. “Poor Kokua,” he said again. “My
poor child—my pretty. And I had thought all this while to spare you!
Well, you shall know all. Then, at least, you will pity poor Keawe; then
you will understand how much he loved you in the past—that he dared
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hell for your possession—and how much he loves you still (the poor con-
demned one), that he can yet call up a smile when he beholds you.”

With that he told her all, even from the beginning.

“You have done this for me?” she cried. “Ah, well, then what do I care!”
and she clasped and wept upon him.

“Ah, child!” said Keawe, “and yet, when I consider of the fire of hell, I
care a good deal!”

“Never tell me,” said she, “no man can be lost because he loved Kokua,
and no other fault. I tell you, Keawe, I shall save you with these hands, or
perish in your company. What! you loved me and gave your soul, and you
think I will not die to save you in return?”

“Ah, my dear, you might die a hundred times: and what difference
would that make?” he cried, “except to leave me lonely till the time comes
for my damnation?”

“You know nothing,” said she. “I was educated in a school in Honolulu;
I am no common girl. And I tell you I shall save my lover. What is this
you say about a cent? But all the world is not American. In England they
have a piece they call a farthing, which is about half a cent. Ah! sorrow!”
she cried, “that makes it scarcely better, for the buyer must be lost, and we
shall find none so brave as my Keawe! But, then, there is France; they have
a small coin there which they call a centime, and these go five to the cent,
or thereabout. We could not do better. Come, Keawe, let us go to the
French islands; let us go to Tahiti as fast as ships can bear us. There we
have four centimes, three centimes, two centimes, one centime; four possi-
ble sales to come and go on; and two of us to push the bargain. Come, my
Keawe! kiss me, and banish care. Kokua will defend you.”

“Gift of God!” he cried. “I cannot think that God will punish me for
desiring aught so good. Be it as you will then, take me where you please: I
put my life and my salvation in your hands.”

Early the next day Kokua went about her preparations. She took
Keawe’s chest that he went with sailoring; and first she put the bottle in a
corner, and then packed it with the richest of their clothes and the bravest
of the knickknacks in the house. “For,” said she, “‘we must seem to be rich
folks, or who would believe in the bottle?”” All the time of her preparation
she was as gay as a bird; only when she looked upon Keawe the tears
would spring in her eye, and she must run and kiss him. As for Keawe, a
weight was off his soul; now that he had his secret shared, and some hope
in front of him, he seemed like a new man, his feet went lightly on the
earth, and his breath was good to him again. Yet was terror still at his
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elbow; and ever and again, as the wind blows out a taper, hope died in him,
and he saw the flames toss and the red fire burn in hell.

It was given out in the country they were gone pleasuring in the States,
which was thought a strange thing, and yet not so strange as the truth, if
any could have guessed it. So they went to Honolulu in the Heall, and
thence in the Umatilla to San Francisco with a crowd of Haoles, and at
San Francisco took their passage by the mail brigantine, the Tropic Bird,
for Papeete, the chief place of the French in the south islands. Thither they
came, after a pleasant voyage, on a fair day of the Trade Wind, and saw
the reef with the surf breaking and Motuiti with its palms, and the
schooner riding withinside and the white houses of the town low down
along the shore among green trees, and overhead the mountains and the
clouds of Tahiti, the wise island.

It was judged the most wise to hire a house, which they did accordingly,
opposite the British Consul’s, to make a great parade of money, and them-
selves conspicuous with carriages and horses. This it was very easy to do,
so long as they had the bottle in their possession; for Kokua was more bold
than Keawe, and, whenever she had a mind, called on the imp for twenty
or a hundred dollars. At this rate they soon grew to be remarked in the
town; and the strangers from Hawaii, their riding and their driving, the
fine holokus, and the rich lace of Kokua, became the matter of much talk.

They got on well after the first with the Tahiti language, which is indeed
like to the Hawaiian, with a change of certain letters; and as soon as they
had any freedom of speech, began to push the bottle. You are to consider it
was not an easy subject to introduce; it was not easy to persuade people
you are in earnest, when you offer to sell them for four centimes the spring
of health and riches inexhaustible. It was necessary besides to explain the
dangers of the bottle; and either people disbelieved the whole thing and
laughed, or they thought the more of the darker part, became overcast
with gravity, and drew away from Keawe and Kokua, as from persons
who had dealings with the devil. So far from gaining ground, these two
began to find they were avoided in the town; the children ran away from
them screaming, a thing intolerable to Kokua; Catholics crossed them-
selves as they went by; and all persons began with one accord to disengage
themselves from their advances.

Depression fell upon their spirits. They would sit at night in their new
house, after a day’s weariness, and not exchange one word, or the silence
would be broken by Kokua bursting suddenly into sobs. Sometimes they
would pray together; sometimes they would have the bottle out upon the
floor, and sit all evening watching how the shadow hovered in the midst.
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At such times they would be afraid to go to rest. It was long ere slumber
came to them, and, if either dozed off, it would be to wake and find the
other silently weeping in the dark, or, perhaps, to wake alone, the other
having fled from the house and the neighbourhood of that bottle, to pace
under the bananas in the little garden, or to wander on the beach by
moonlight.

One night it was so when Kokua awoke. Keawe was gone. She felt in the
bed and his place was cold. Then fear fell upon her, and she sat up in bed.
A little moonshine filtered through the shutters. The room was bright, and
she could spy the bottle on the floor. Outside it blew high, the great trees
of the avenue cried aloud, and the fallen leaves rattled in the veranda. In
the midst of this Kokua was aware of another sound; whether of a beast or
of a man she could scarce tell, but it was as sad as death, and cut her to the
soul. Softly she arose, set the door ajar, and looked forth into the moonlit
yard. There, under the bananas, lay Keawe, his mouth in the dust, and as
he lay he moaned.

It was Kokua’s first thought to run forward and console him; her second
potently withheld her. Keawe had borne himself before his wife like a
brave man; it became her little in the hour of weakness to intrude upon his
shame. With the thought she drew back into the house.

“Heaven,” she thought, “how careless have I been—how weak! It is he,
not I, that stands in this eternal peril; it was he, not I, that took the curse
upon his soul. It is for my sake, and for the love of a creature of so little
worth and such poor help, that he now beholds so close to him the flames
of hell—ay, and smells the smoke of it, lying without there in the wind and
moonlight. Am I so dull of spirit that never till now I have surmised my
duty, or have I seen it before and turned aside? But now, at least, I take up
my soul in both the hands of my affection; now I say farewell to the white
steps of heaven and the waiting faces of my friends. A love for a love, and
let mine be equalled with Keawe’s! A soul for a soul, and be it mine to
perish!”

She was a deft woman with her hands, and was soon apparelled. She
took in her hands the charge—the precious centimes they kept ever at
their side; for this coin is little used, and they had made provision at a
government office. When she was forth in the avenue clouds came on the
wind, and the moon was blackened. The town slept, and she knew not
whither to turn till she heard one coughing in the shadow of the trees.

“Old man,” said Kokua, “what do you here abroad in the cold night?”

The old man could scarce express himself for coughing, but she made
out that he was old and poor, and a stranger in the island.
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“Will you do me a service?”” said Kokua. “As one stranger to another,
and as an old man to a young woman, will you help a daughter of
Hawaii?”

“Ah,” said the old man. “So you are the witch from the Eight Islands,
and even my old soul you seek to entangle. But I have heard of you, and
defy your wickedness.”

“Sit down here,” said Kokua, “and let me tell you a tale.”” And she told
him the story of Keawe from the beginning to the end.

“And now,” said she, “I am his wife, whom he bought with his soul’s
welfare. And what should I do? If I went to him myself and offered to buy
it, he will refuse. But if you go, he will sell it eagerly; I will await you here;
you will buy it for four centimes, and I will buy it again for three. And the
Lord strengthen a poor girl!”

“If you meant falsely,” said the old man, “I think God would strike you
dead.”

“He would!” cried Kokua. “Be sure He would. I could not be so treach-
erous; God would not suffer it.”

“Give me the four centimes and await me here,” said the old man.

Now, when Kokua stood alone in the street, her spirit died. The wind
roared in the trees, and it seemed to her the rushing of the flames of hell;
the shadows towered in the light of the street lamp, and they seemed to her
the snatching hands of evil ones. If she had had the strength, she must
have run away, and if she had had the breath, she must have screamed
aloud; but, in truth, she could do neither, and stood and trembled in the
avenue, like an affrighted child.

Then she saw the old man returning, and he had the bottle in his hand.

“T have done your bidding,” said he. “I left your husband weeping like a
child; to-night he will sleep easy.” And he held the bottle forth.

“Before you give it me,” Kokua panted, “take the good with the evil—
ask to be delivered from your cough.”

“T am an old man,” replied the other, “and too near the gate of the
grave to take a favour from the devil. But what is this? Why do you not
take the bottle? Do you hesitate?”’

“Not hesitate!” cried Kokua. “I am only weak. Give me a moment. It i
my hand resists, my flesh shrinks back from the accursed thing. One mo-
ment only!”

The old man looked upon Kokua kindly. “Poor child!” said he, “you
fear: your soul misgives you. Well, let me keep it. I am old, and can never
more be happy in this world, and as for the next—"
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“Give it me!” gasped Kokua. “There is your money. Do you think I am
so base as that? Give me the bottle.”

“God bless you, child,” said the old man.

Kokua concealed the bottle under her holoku, said farewell to the old
man, and walked off along the avenue, she cared not whither. For all roads
were now the same to her, and led equally to hell. Sometimes she walked,
and sometimes ran; sometimes she screamed out loud in the night, and
sometimes lay by the wayside in the dust and wept. All that she had heard
of hell came back to her; she saw the flames blaze, and she smelled the
smoke, and her flesh withered on the coals.

Near day she came to her mind again, and returned to the house. It was
even as the old man said—Keawe slumbered like a child. Kokua stood and
gazed upon his face.

“Now, my husband,” said she, “it is your turn to sleep. When you wake
it will be your turn to sing and laugh. But for poor Kokua, alas! that meant
no evil—for poor Kokua no more sleep, no more singing, no more delight,
whether in earth or heaven.”

With that she lay down in the bed by his side, and her misery was so
extreme that she fell in a deep slumber instantly.

Late in the morning her husband woke her and gave her the good news.
It seemed he was silly with delight, for he paid no heed to her distress, ill
though she dissembled it. The words stuck in her mouth, it mattered not;
Keawe did the speaking. She ate not a bite, but who was to observe it? For
Keawe cleared the dish. Kokua saw and heard him, like some strange
thing in a dream; there were times when she forgot or doubted, and put
her hands to her brow; to know herself doomed and hear her husband
babble seemed so monstrous.

All the while Keawe was eating and talking, and planning the time of
their return, and thanking her for saving him and fondling her, and calling
her the true helper after all. He laughed at the old man that was fool
enough to buy that bottle.

“A worthy man he seemed,” Keawe said. “But no one can judge by
appearances. For why did the old reprobate require the bottle?”

“My husband,” said Kokua humbly, “his purpose may have been
good.”

Keawe laughed like an angry man.

“Fiddle-de-dee!” cried Keawe. “An old rogue, I tell you; and an old ass
to boot. For the bottle was hard enough to sell at four centimes; and at
three it will be quite impossible. The margin is not broad enough, the thing
begins to smell of scorching—brrr!” said he, and shuddered. “It is true I
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bought it myself at a cent, when I knew not there were smaller coins. I was
a fool for my pains; there will never be found another, and whoever has
that bottle now will carry it to the pit.”

“O my husband!” said Kokua. “Is it not a terrible thing to save oneself
by the eternal ruin of another? It seems to me I could not laugh. I would
be humbled. I would be filled with melancholy. I would pray for the poor
holder.”

Then Keawe, because he felt the truth of what she said, grew the more
angry. “Heighty-teighty!” cried he. ““You may be filled with melancholy if
you please. It is not the mind of a good wife. If you thought at all of me,
you would sit shamed.”

Thereupon he went out, and Kokua was alone.

What chance had she to sell that bottle at two centimes? None, she
perceived. And if she had any, here was her husband hurrying her away to
a country where there was nothing lower than a cent. And here—on the
morrow of her sacrifice—was her husband leaving her and blaming her.

She would not even try to profit by what time she had, but sat in the
house, and now had the bottle out and viewed it with unutterable fear, and
now, with loathing, hid it out of sight.

By-and-by Keawe came back, and would have her take a drive.

“My husband, I am ill,” she said. “I am out of heart. Excuse me, I can
take no pleasure.”

Then was Keawe more wroth than ever. With her, because he thought
she was brooding over the case of the old man; and with himself, because
he thought she was right and was ashamed to be so happy.

“This is your truth,” cried he, “and this your affection! Your husband is
just saved from eternal ruin, which he encountered for the love of you—
and you can take no pleasure! Kokua, you have a disloyal heart.”

He went forth again furious, and wandered in the town all day. He met
friends, and drank with them; they hired a carriage and drove into the
country, and there drank again. All the time Keawe was ill at ease, because
he was taking this pastime while his wife was sad, and because he knew in
his heart that she was more right than he; and the knowledge made him
drink the deeper.

Now there was an old brutal Haole drinking with him, one that had
been a boatswain of a whaler—a runaway, a digger in gold mines, a con-
vict in prisons. He had a low mind and a foul mouth; he loved to drink and
to see others drunken; and he pressed the glass upon Keawe. Soon there
was no more money in the company.
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“Here, you!” says the boatswain, “you are rich, you have been always
saying. You have a bottle or some foolishness.”

“Yes,” says Keawe, “I am rich; I will go back and get some money from
my wife, who keeps it.”

“That’s a bad idea, mate,” said the boatswain. “Never you trust a petti-
coat with dollars. They’re all as false as water; you keep an eye on her.”

Now this word struck in Keawe’s mind; for he was muddled with what
he had been drinking.

“I should not wonder but she was false, indeed,” thought he. “Why else
should she be so cast down at my release? But I will show her I am not the
man to be fooled. I will catch her in the act.”

Accordingly, when they were back in town, Keawe bade the boatswain
wait for him at the corner by the old calaboose, and went forward up the
avenue alone to the door of his house. The night had come again; there
was a light within, but never a sound; and Keawe crept about the corner,
opened the back door softly, and looked in.

There was Kokua on the floor, the lamp at her side; before her was a
milk-white bottle, with a round belly and a long neck; and as she viewed it,
Kokua wrung her hands.

A long time Keawe stood and looked in the doorway. At first he was
struck stupid; and then fear fell upon him that the bargain had been made
amiss, and the bottle had come back to him as it came at San Francisco;
and at that his knees were loosened, and the fumes of the wine departed
from his head like mists off a river in the morning. And then he had
another thought; and it was a strange one, that made his cheeks to burn.

“I must make sure of this,” thought he.

So he closed the door, and went softly round the corner again, and then
came noisily in, as though he were but now returned. And, lo! by the time
he opened the front door no bottle was to be seen; and Kokua sat in a chair
and started up like one awakened out of sleep.

“I have been drinking all day and making merry,” said Keawe. “I have
been with good companions, and now I only came back for money, and
return to drink and carouse with them again.”

Both his face and voice were as stern as judgment, but Kokua was too
troubled to observe.

“You do well to use your own, my husband,” said she, and her words
trembled.

“Oh, I do well in all things,” said Keawe, and he went straight to the
chest and took out money. But he looked besides in the corner where they
kept the bottle, and there was no bottle there.
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At that the chest heaved upon the floor like a sea-billow, and the house
spun about him like a wreath of smoke, for he saw she was lost now, and
there was no escape. “It is what I feared,” he thought. “It is she who has
bought it.”

And then he came to himself a little and rose up; but the sweat streamed
on his face as thick as the rain and as cold as the well-water.

“Kokua,” said he, “I said to you to-day what ill became me. Now I
return to house with my jolly companions,” and at that he laughed a little
quietly. “I will take more pleasure in the cup if you forgive me.”

She clasped his knees in a moment, she kissed his knees with flowing
tears.

“Oh,” she cried, “I ask but a kind word!”’

“Let us never one think hardly of the other,” said Keawe, and was gone
out of the house.

Now, the money that Keawe had taken was only some of that store of
centime pieces they had laid in at their arrival. It was very sure he had no
mind to be drinking. His wife had given her soul for him, now he must give
his for hers; no other thought was in the world with him.

At the corner, by the old calaboose, there was the boatswain waiting.

“My wife has the bottle,” said Keawe, “and, unless you help me to
recover it, there can be no more money and no more liquor to-night.”

“You do not mean to say you are serious about that bottle?”’ cried the
boatswain.

“There is the lamp,” said Keawe. “Do I look as if I was jesting?”’

“That is so0,” said the boatswain. ‘““You look as serious as a ghost.”

“Well, then,” said Keawe, “here are two centimes; you just go to my
wife in the house, and offer her these for the bottle, which (if I am not
much mistaken) she will give you instantly. Bring it to me here, and I will
buy it back from you for one; for that is the law with this bottle, that it still
must be sold for a less sum. But whatever you do, never breathe a word to
her that you have come from me.”

“Mate, I wonder are you making a fool of me?” asked the boatswain.

“It will do you no harm if I am,” returned Keawe.

“That is so, mate,” said the boatswain.

“And if you doubt me,” added Keawe, “‘you can try. As soon as you are
clear of the house, wish to have your pocket full of money, or a bottle of
the best rum, or what you please, and you will see the virtue of the thing.”

“Very well, Kanaka,” says the boatswain. “I will try; but if you are
having your fun out of me, I will take my fun out of you with a belaying-
pin.”
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So the whaler-man went off up the avenue; and Keawe stood and
waited. It was near the same spot where Kokua had waited the night
before; but Keawe was more resolved, and never faltered in his purpose;
only his soul was bitter with despair.

It seemed a long time he had to wait before he heard a voice singing in
the darkness of the avenue. He knew the voice to be the boatswain’s; but it
was strange how drunken it appeared upon a sudden.

Next the man himself came stumbling into the light of the lamp. He had
the devil’s bottle buttoned in his coat; another bottle was in his hand; and
even as he came in view he raised it to his mouth and drank.

“You have it,” said Keawe. “I see that.”

“Hands off!” cried the boatswain, jumping back. “Take a step near me,
and I’ll smash your mouth. You thought you could make a catspaw of me,
did you?”

“What do you mean?” cried Keawe.

“Mean?” cried the boatswain. “This is a pretty good bottle, this is; that’s
what I mean. How I got it for two centimes I can’t make out; but I am sure
you shan’t have it for one.”

“You mean you won’t sell?”’ gasped Keawe.

“No, sir,” cried the boatswain. “But I’ll give you a drink of the rum, if
you like.”

“I tell you,” said Keawe, “the man who has that bottle goes to hell.”

“I reckon I’m going anyway,” returned the sailor; “and this bottle’s the
best thing to go with I've struck yet. No, sir!” he cried again, “this is my
bottle now, and you can go and fish for another.”

“Can this be true?” Keawe cried. “For your own sake, I beseech you,
sell it me!”

“I don’t value any of your talk,” replied the boatswain. “You thought I
was a flat, now you see I'm not; and there’s an end. If you won’t have a
swallow of the rum, I’ll have one myself. Here’s your health, and good-
night to you!”

So off he went down the avenue towards town, and there goes the bottle
out of the story.

But Keawe ran to Kokua light as the wind; and great was their joy that
night; and great, since then, has been the peace of all their days in the
Bright House.
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A Malady of Magicks

BY CRAIG SHAW GARDNER

¢y

“A good magician always watches his feet. It also does no harm to be constantly
aware of the nearest exit.”

—from The Teachings of Ebenezum Vol. 3.

May I state now, once and for all, that I did not see the bucket.

My master, the wizard Ebenezum, was expounding at great length to a
potential client concerning his abilities to sniff out sorcery wherever it
might occur. He was also carefully avoiding any mention of the affliction
that allowed him to do this so well.

I was crossing the room with a full load of firewood. The last of it, I
might add, which we could ill afford to burn, save that, in those days and
that place, the best way to attract a client was to pretend that you didn’t
need one. Thus the roaring fire on a day only moderately cool. And
Ebenezum, who filled the room with grand gestures while speaking
smoothly from beneath his great gray beard. Like any magician worth his
runes, he could easily talk a customer into enchantment before any
magicks were expended. Such an expert was he in fact, that I got caught
up in the conversation and did not watch my feet.
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Curse that bucket anyways! Down 1 went, spilling firewood across the
table between the wizard and his client, neatly breaking his spell.

Ebenezum turned on me with eyes full of cosmic anger, another trick he
was all too good at.

“See!” the client shrieked in a high voice. *“I am cursed! It follows me
wherever I go!” He hugged short arms around his pudgy body.

The wizard turned back to him, anger replaced by a smile so warm it
would melt the ice on Midwinter Eve. “You don’t know my apprentice,”
he said softly. “Cursed, no. Clumsy, yes.”

Pudgy’s hands, came back to the table, “B-but . . .”

“The only curse here is when I signed a seven-year contract for his
services.” The magician smiled broadly. “I assure you, no magic is in-
volved.”

“If you say so.” The client managed to smile. I picked myself off the
bench and smiled back. Just joy and happiness all around.

“I feel I can trust you,” the client continued. “Will you look at my
barn?”

“Certainly.” The magician managed to cough gently without losing his
smile.

The client, who had obviously dealt with artists long enough to know
what such coughs meant, reached within the blue silk sash that circled his
ample waist and pulled out a small purse. It thunked most satisfyingly
when he dropped it on the table.

The client shrugged. “My crops have been good . . .” He frowned.
“*Till late.”

“They shall be good again. When shall we—"

““As soon as possible. Perhaps tomorrow, at dawn?”’

The wizard’s face did not betray the slightest agony at the mention of so
early an hour, a fact which conclusively proved our dire straits.

“Dawn then, good Samus,” he said. They bowed, and the gentleman
farmer took his leave.

“Put out that fire,” were the wizard’s first words to me. He scratched his
neck below the beard. “Interesting. Your fall shortened our negotiations
considerably—yet favorably. Mayhaps there is a way we can even get your
clumsiness to work for you. We’ll make a wizard of you yet!” He clapped
me on the shoulder. “I have to check my scrolls. Clean up in here. We start
work all too early on the morrow.”
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“Illusions can be created in multitudinous forms, and vary in effectiveness to the
degree your customer wishes to be fooled.”

—The Teachings of Ebenezum, Vol. 12

“If my calculations be right,” Ebenezum said with a tug at his beard,
“the farm should be over the next rise.”

I silently thanked all the gods, few though they were, who looked kindly
on sorcerers’ assistants. Ebenezum had loaded such a variety of magical
paraphernalia into the pack on my back that I was near to doubled over
with the weight. Only my stout oak staff kept my head from reaching my
feet, and even that sturdy wood seemed to bend considerably every time I
leaned against it.

Ebenezum studied my discomfort for a moment, then raised his hand in
the way he does when on the verge of a great pronouncement.

“Remember, Wunt,” he said. “The total sorcerer must develop both
mind and body.” He waved me to follow him with an ease of motion made
possible by the fact that he carried nothing at all.

We reached the top of the hill. There was the farm, laid out before us in
the full colors of dawn. The light hurt my eyes.

“Come, come, good Wunt!” Ebenezum called as he started down the
hill. “Granted that the hour is ungodly. Still, this is a small job at best,
finished before the end of morning.” He tugged his beard again. “What
could it be? Some crops trampled, a few animals loose from their pens? A
minor elemental, at worst!”

The beard-fingers came free to wave in the air. “There is, of course, the
matter of the dead sow. In my opinion, however, that turn of events was as
much the sow’s fault as the elemental’s. In all, an easy day’s work!”

Despite my back, I must admit that it cheered me to see Ebenezum once
again embarking on a professional errand. A few mystic passes, a quick
spell, and the sprite would be on its way. Even Ebenezum should be able to
manage that before his malady overtook him. And that meant money in
the coffers, not to mention an opportunity to reconfirm a reputation.

There were certain malicious types in the local mystical community who
claimed that Ebenezum’s wizardry was done. Just jealous of his great
power, they were. Certainly, the outcome of Ebenezum’s recent battle with
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that major demon of the third Netherhell had had its unfortunate side.
The demon had, of course, been removed. Quite possibly destroyed. But
the highly charged struggle had had its effect on the wizard as well. He
had emerged from his trance to discover that he had developed an aversion
to all things sorcerous. In fact, any great concentration of magicks would
cause Ebenezum to go into an uncontrollable fit of sneezing.

A misfortune of this type might have totally defeated a lesser mage, but
not Ebenezum. He had immediately set to discovering strategies in which
he might use his malady to advantage.

All thoughts of magicians and misfortunes fled from my morning-dulled
head, however, when I saw the girl.

I was to discover, when we were at last introduced, that she was farmer
Samus’ daughter, Alea. But what need had I for names? The vision of her
alone was enough to keep me for the rest of my waking moments. Her skin
was the color of young peaches plucked fresh from the tree and high-
lighted by the colors of dawn. Her hair took the color of sunlight breaking
through the clouds after a spring rain. The rest of her? How could I
possibly describe the rest of her?

“Wunt!” Ebenezum called over his shoulder. “Are you coming, or have
you decided to grow roots?”

I hoisted my pack more firmly on my shoulders and hurried after him,
never taking my eyes from the girl. Perhaps I might talk to her. And then,
of course, there were touching, and kissing, and other activities of a similar
nature.

“Ho!” Ebenezum called. I dragged my eyes away from perfection to
discover he wasn’t calling me at all. Rather, he was hailing a small knot of
men involved in animated discourse slightly up the road.

The group turned to look at us. There were four of them. From their
drab garb, I guessed three of them to be farmers. Probably hired hands or
sharecroppers for the richer Samus. Two of these were virtually identical
in appearance. Short and broad, their shoulder width close to their height,
they both wore caps, earth colored like the rest of their garments, pulled
close to their eyes. One of them picked at his teeth with a dirty fingernail.
The other absently twirled a finger about in his ear. Beside this, they were
mirror images.

The third hand was thinner, taller and younger than the other two; close
to my age and height. Of course, he did not carry himself with one-tenth
my stature, but what can you expect of farmers? Besides this, his eyes were
much too small, brown bugs darting about in his face. Altogether not a fit
companion for the young lady in the nearby field.
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Now that I had suitably disposed of the first three, I turned my attention
to the last member of the group. He was dressed differently, even flamboy-
antly, his coat a riot of red and blue, his pantaloons a yellow-green. And
the conical black cap that rose at an angle above his head of curly red hair
carried a seal. The seal of the magician’s guild. I turned to Ebenezum.

He waved an arm clad in the much more respectable royal blue, inlaid
with threads of gold, in the other’s direction. “A merchant mage,” he said,
his voice heavy with distaste. ‘“‘Sometimes you just can’t avoid them.”

The gaudily clad pretender to the sorcerous arts bowed low as we ap-
proached. “Greetings, fellow practitioners!” he called behind a smile that
cut across the lower third of his face. “I am Glauer, master magician.”

Although the merchant stood a good two inches taller than my master,
Ebenezum still managed to stare down at him. “Ebenezum,” he said, his
tone quiet and clear in its authority, “and Wuntvor, his apprentice.”

“Ebenezum,” Glauer whispered, and his eyes shifted away for a minute,
stunned by the presence of so great a mage. But his gaze snapped back just
as quickly, his eyes filled with a cunning that brought new meaning to his
merchant smile. Glauer had heard the rumors.

“I have been talking to these good citizens,” the merchant continued,;
his voice, if possible, even bolder and more brash than before. “They tell
me that their employer is having a bit of trouble with the spirits. "Tis
probably far too small a matter for one of your eminence, but I thought 1
might offer my humble assistance.”

“Magician Glauer,” Ebenezum intoned in a voice so powerful that it
caused the farmhands to take a few steps back from the merchant. “These
are my people. They are my trust. No task is too large, nor too small,
where the people of this village are concerned!”

Glauer stepped closer, his voice and expression both subdued. “I meant
no disrespect, sir. We in the profession must do everything we can to help
one another. I have heard of your recent misfortunes, and would like to
offer my not insubstantial services. Very discreetly, of course. And for the
merest portion of the fee you will receive from the grateful farmer. Come
now!” He touched my master’s deep blue sleeve. “Surely you could use my
services?”’

“Services?” Ebenezum shook away the other man’s hand, his voice full
of wizardly rage. “I can think of nothing of yours we can use. We have no
need at the moment for pots or pans!”

He turned toward the others. “Now, can someone tell us where we
might find Master Samus?”
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The thin hand pointed. “He’ll be in the main house, beyond the barn
there.”

Ebenezum nodded and strode briskly toward the main house, leaving
me hard pressed to keep up. Behind us I could hear the twin laughter of
teeth and the ear, and I imagined the merchant still scowled in our direc-
tion. The other man seemed not to have reacted one way or the other to
the incident. Rather, the last time I glimpsed him, he had stared thought-
fully off toward the horizon.

We rounded the barn enclosure and spied the great stone house, closer
to a mansion than a cottage, with a bit of a fortress thrown in for good
measure. The place looked as if it had been built to withstand any discre-
tion of man or nature. It occurred to me that there was only one power
that the formidable structure was not proof against; magic.

Shutters banged open on an upper story, and Samus’ balding head ap-
peared between two elaborately carved gargoyles. “Good! Good!” he cried.
“I’ll be down immediately!”

“You must be the magicians,” a voice said behind us. A voice, which at
the very least combined the sweetest notes ever sung by nightbirds with the
fluid music of a forest stream. I turned to see the young woman of the field.
The pack I had been removing from my back slipped and threatened to
fall. Whether it was my quick move or the moisture that had suddenly
appeared on my palms where I gripped the straps, I do not know, but what
was apparent was the imminent breakage of many arcane and irreplaceable
pieces of sorcerous equipment on the stone steps on which we stood. I tried
to juggle the load back to balance, but it was beyond me. The pack fell. If
not for the quick moves of Ebenezum, who worked with the speed known
only to magicians and others familiar with sleight-of-hand, the box would
have met stone and sure destruction.

I turned and smiled at the girl. Her look of alarm over recent events
turned to a smile in return. Behind me Ebenezum said something that I
did not quite catch, save that the tone was rather harsh in the presence of
one as perfect as the loveliness approaching.

“Rather a close call,” she said softly. Her lips made each word a beauti-
ful experience.

I waved aside her concerns. ““’Tis nothing. Are we not magicians? A
wave of our hands, and the box would fall up!” A good choice of words,
that. Her eyes grew wide with wonder.

I became aware of other voices. One was that of Samus. “This is Alea,
my only daughter.” “Most pleased,” said my master, and I lost the blue of



CRAIG SHAW GARDNER 77

her eyes for a minute as she acknowledged the mage. Fortunately, they
returned to me almost immediately, and my world was whole again.

Someone was calling my name. Repeatedly.

“Wunt!” It was Ebenezum. I nodded vaguely in his direction. “Master
Samus is taking me on an inspection of his lands, so that I might see the
affected areas for myself. If you could manage it, I would like you to set up
our equipment just inside the barn.”

“The barn?” I said, unable to take my eyes away from Alea. “Very
good.”

“Yes, the barn! This very minute!”

That broke the spell for a second. I glanced at my master (avoiding the
eyes) and grabbed my pack and staff.

“Would you like me to show you the way?”’ Alea said. Her hand
brushed against mine, cool and light.

I smiled and nodded and we walked the twenty paces to the livestock
enclosure.

A graceful finger pointed to one of the pens. “That’s where the hog was
killed. We found him dead one dawn, wedged between two fence slats.” I
nodded, savoring every word. Each of her inflections was like a minstrel
song.

We walked in silence for a minute. “How do you find farm life?”’ I asked,
mostly to hear her voice again.

The corners of Alea’s mouth turned down, bringing a charming wistful-
ness to her face. “Mosttimes, dull,” she said. “Life is slow out here; full of
chores and the same old faces. It is not one tenth so interesting. I am sure,
as your exciting life in the village.”

I shrugged. “I suppose so. Still, you have the open air and the friendship
of the others working on the farm, don’t you?”

“Ah, Wuntvor, there are some things that the air cannot give you. As to
the others, all Father ever thinks of is money. Two of our hands, Frinak
and Franik, they’re brothers, you know, they’re nice, but—frankly—
they’re rather simple. And as to the other hand . . .” She sighed.

“The other hand?” I prompted, hoping that my interest in the matter
was not too obvious.

“Tollar? He’s sweet, I guess, in a way. A little coarse, of course. He’s
very taken with me, you know. He even asked for my hand in marriage. Of
course, that would never do. As father is continually reminding me, Tollar
is far below my station.”

She touched my elbow. “If we turn here, we can enter the back door of
the barn.”” She led me around a corner of the weathered wooden structure.
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She held my arm firmly now. “There’s a hay loft that I think you’ll be
particularly interested in.”

I was looking at her, and so did not see the foot until it struck me on the
forehead. I stumbled against her but managed to keep from falling. She
hugged me suddenly and strong, an action I found delightfully surprising
until I saw the reason for it. The foot that hit me belonged to Tollar, the
third hand, or at least what was left of him. His body hung from the
rafters, strangely dark and bloated.

“Perhaps,” I whispered, “we should go out and find my master.”

Alea agreed that that was a very good idea. Neither of us particularly
cared to pass beneath the corpse again, so we decided to walk as quickly as
possible through the barn’s all-too-dark interior. Holding each other as
tightly as movement would allow, we began our flight through the shad-
owed recesses to the small square of light at the other end.

Then came the banging in the loft, so loud that we would have heard it
even if we hadn’t lost the power to speak (and possibly to breathe). We ran.

Out into the sunlight. Both of us, shouting at the top of our voices. Out
to the approaching Samus and Ebenezum, both clearly astonished at our
behavior.

“Is there something wrong?”’ Ebenezum inquired.

“Magic!” Alea said.

Ebenezum pulled at his beard. “If so, it will be the first I've seen today.
Come. Show us this sorcery.”

We led them back to the barn. As we walked, I told the wizard about the
strangely altered farm hand.

“But you say there’s been no sorcery?”’ I asked.

“Nary a twitch.” Ebenezum rubbed his nose.

“But Farmer Samus—"

The mage cut me off with a wave of his palm. “There is more here than
is apparent to the eye.”

We turned the corner of the barn. The doorway was empty. The body
was gone.

“Obviously,” Ebenezum added.

“What are you trying to do, daughter?” Samus exploded.

“But Tollar!”” Alea said. “And the noise—"

Ebenezum raised his hand for silence. There were still noises inside the
barn.

“What does this mean?”’ Samus asked.

The mage’s hand went even farther up in the air. He sneezed.
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Two figures could be seen in silhouette as they escaped through the far
door of the barn.

“Sorcery!” Ebenezum cried.

“Those two, running?”’ the farmer asked.

“No, closer! Much closer.” The wizard’s sleeve flew to his nose. He
lowered it after a moment. “That’s better. Near this door. A recent spell,
but minor at best.” He turned to me. “Describe what happened again.”

I retold the story carefully, point by point; the foot, Alea and then me
seeing the body with the odd distortions.

Alea began to sob. “Poor Tollar. What did he do to deserve this? He
might have been beneath my station, but he was sweet.”

I put my hand on her shoulder to comfort her. Samus glared at me
rather pointedly. I took my hand away.

Samus looked at my master. “But what about the body?”

Ebenezum sniffed, “Oh, I expect we’ll see it again, sooner or later.”

Alea’s tears broke out anew.

“I believe the best course would be to explore our surroundings,”
Ebenezum continued, already walking out of the barn, “and interview
everyone we meet.”

Especially anyone traveling in pairs, I silently added. 1 retrieved my
staff. I might have need of it.

We met the two other hands at the edge of the pens. They were herding
a small flock of sheep into one of the enclosures.

“Franik!”

One hand looked up. “Yes, Master Samus?”

“Have you seen anyone pass here?”

The hand’s broad brow wrinkled. He took his finger from his ear to
scratch at his receding hairline. ““Anyone? Since when, master?”’

“Any strangers, then?”’

“Strangers?”

“Two of them!” Samus was getting a bit red in the face.

“Let’s see. Not that I can recall. Wait a minute. Frinak?”

“Yes, brother?”

- “Did you see anyone?”

“Any strangers? Not that I can recall. Leastways, not today. As I re-
|member, someone new passed by a week ago Tuesday. Would that be any
help? Don’t get many new faces around here.”

This was getting us nowhere. There was obviously only one pair of men
unaccounted for anywhere around the farm. I decided to take a more
‘direct approach.
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I stepped forward, pointing my staff at the two villains.

“What were you two doing in the barn?”

That startled them. “In the barn?” one of them said (I think it was
Franik). “We do all sorts of things in the barn.”

“That’s true. We bail hay.”

“Feed the stock.”

“’Course we shovel manure.” They both made a face—the same one.
“That job always takes too long. Be surprised how much manure just one
horse or cow can come up with. Some of them not even full grown, ei-
ther.”

“No!” I said, frantic to end this line of conversation. “Not what do you
do when you’re in the barn. When were you in the barn?”

“Oh, all sorts of times. Days, nights. Can’t tell, exactly.”

I rapped my staff on the poached earth. “No! When were you in there
last?” My brow was getting moist from the mental exertion. Were they
going to thwart me in front of my master? In front of Alea?

Even worse, could they really be innocent?

My questioning was cut short by a clatter on the road. I looked past the
hands. Whatever made the noise was hidden by a copse of trees.

“Aha!” Ebenezum cried. “I thought he’d show himself eventually!
Quick, Wunt! Through those trees!” I followed him at a good trot into the
woods.

The trees soon thinned to bushes, and the shrubbery bordered a road. A
wagon was leaving a hiding place of overgrown greenery, making for the
mud path that passed for a country highway.

“Quick, Wunt! They mustn’t get away!”

I sprinted ahead as the wagon turned onto the lane. It was brightly
painted in red and yellow, drawn by a single horse whose harness was
decorated with multicolored plumes. Large letters on the side proclaimed
“The Great Glauer, Magician-at-Large.”

I put on extra speed and darted in front of the horse. “Stop!” I cried and
raised my staff. “If you value your safety!”

The staff almost dropped from my hands. There, on the wagon seat, was
Glauer, reins in hand. But next to him sat the unexpected. Tollar. Alive.

Well, we had faced worse things than reanimated corpses. Or so I told
myself at the moment. I reaffirmed my grip on the staff, ready to thwack |
anyone who made a move against me. ‘

“Oh, Fesnard Encundum!” Glauer said in a peeved tone. He made a |
series of three mystic passes. “

A spell of entanglement! I tried to fight it off, but the magic was already |
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at work in my system. My arms wrapped around my body, reaching with
intertwined fingers for the legs which in turn sought my chin. Soon, I
would be caught in a hopeless knot!

Ebenezum stepped in front of the carriage. “Stop, knave!” he cried.
“You’ll not find me so easy to deal with!”

Was there going to be a magician’s duel? T watched helplessly from my
prison of arms and legs.

“Wait!” It was Tollar speaking. “Everything can be explained!”

Ebenezum stopped himself mid-gesture and wiped his nose, his hands
ready to conjure should there be any treachery.

“This is my fault entirely,” Tollar said. “It’s all for Alea. I couldn’t live
without her. Oh, she’s friendly enough, I'll grant that. But she wouldn’t
marry me. Her father insists that I am beneath her station!”

He hit the wooden seat beside him with his fist. “Beneath her station! I
couldn’t bear it! I decided to take matters into my own hands. I'd arrange
for certain small disasters to occur. When Samus was convinced that he
was cursed, I would bring Glauer in. And circumstances would present
themselves so that Glauer could remove the curse only with my help. I
would be a hero. Perhaps enough of a hero to marry Alea.

“The plan was a good one. Samus is notoriously tight. Even with a
curse, I figured he would not pay for a magician with a stature greater than
Glauer’s!” The last remark warranted a vitriolic look from the merchant.

“But,” Tollar continued, “as fortune would have it, Samus heard that
Ebenezum’s rates had declined. To get a sorcerer of his reputation for little
more than Glauer was a bargain even Samus couldn’t pass. It was hopeless
—unless we moved quickly and put our plan into effect before Ebenezum
could interfere.

“The barn was the best place; in the midst of the farm, yet our actions
would be hidden. What better place to come up with a quick supernatural
explanation, not to mention a magical cure?

“And all would have gone well, if you hadn’t stumbled on me before we
were ready.”

Tollar’s bloated body returned to my mind’s eye. “But your—"

“Simple hallucination spell,” Ebenezum muttered.

“Well, I had to think fast!” Glauer barked. “You can’t expect a master-
piece every time!”

“Master—"" Ebenezum growled, but stopped to let Tollar finish his tale.

“Once you’d spotted us, the game was over. I decided we should leave as
quietly as possible. However, we failed even there.”

“Little wonder,” Ebenezum said, glaring at the other magician.
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“That does it Glauer screamed. “I’ll not suffer humiliation at the
hands of a mage who has lived off his reputation for the past twenty
years!”

“What?” Ebenezum quickly returned his hands to gesture position.

“I have resources far beyond your imagination, mage!” Glauer shouted.
“My plan was brilliant, dazzling in scope!”” He pulled a large bottle, mot-
tled blue and green, from behind the seat of the cart. “Would you expect a
minor magician to control such as this?”

Ebenezum’s hands dropped to his sides. “Netherhells, man! You know
not what you hold!”

Glauer smiled at that. “Quite the contrary. I know its power, and its
risk.”

Tollar and I looked from one magician to the other. Tollar said it first:
“What is it?”

Glauer held it aloft, the better for all to see. “Bottled demon.”

“Put it down, man!” Ebenezum urged. “If it gets loose it might devour
us all.”

Glauer’s smile got broader still. “What? The great magician is afraid?
What will people say, when Glauer defeats a demon the great Ebenezum
was afraid to face?”

With that, he pulled the cork from the bottle.

And a demon materialized in our midst. Short, squat, the color of dirty
brick. He appeared to be a bit muscle-bound, although it just may have
been that he had four arms where most of us have two.

“Good afternoon,” the creature said in a voice of cultured gravel. “Din-
ner time.”

“He must be contained!” Ebenezum cried, clutching his nose.

“Contained?”” Glauer waved the bottle. “I thought that was part of the
enchantment. The fellow who sold me this bottle assured me . . .”

“Tasty, tasty morsels,” the demon said, allowing its head to circle com-
pletely around and survey each of us in turn. It stopped when it saw me.
“Entangled. How nice. A quick bite.”

It stepped toward me.

Glauer continued to make a series of gestures toward the creature, none
of which seemed to have any effect at all. Tollar mentioned something
about it being high time he sought his fortune in the west and sprinted into
the fields. Ebenezum waved his hand toward me just before he sneezed. I
was free! I grabbed my staff and jumped to my feet.

“Come now, lad,” the demon said. “Let’s not be difficult. Just one swal-
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low. You’ll like it in my stomach. They tell me it’s quite colorful.” It took
another step forward.

I hit the top of its head as hard as I could with my staff.

“Upstart!” The creature’s eyes filled with demonic anger. “It would
have been so easy. A simple swallow! Now, I'll be forced to chew!”

It lunged for me. My feet, seeking to get as far and fast as possible,
tripped. I fell. The creature’s claws swept the air above me. I managed to
rap its head with my staff again. The demon screamed in a rage beyond the
human as Ebenezum shook his head briskly and managed a quick breath.
He mumbled a few quick words before the sneezing started again. The
demon was pulled away from me by invisible forces.

“Magicians!” The demon spun to face the other two; Ebenezum caught
in a sneezing fit, Glauer lost in his ineffectual gestures.

“You!” It pointed at Glauer, who, after all, was the only one currently
involved in anything vaguely sorcerous. “I’ll teach you to come between
me and my dinner!”

“Stop, demon!” Glauer shrieked. He waved interlocked fingers at the
creature as he stamped his right foot in a peculiar rhythm. It appeared to
do as little good as anything he had done before.

The demon’s tail flicked with irritation. “Must we be so tiresome?” It
surveyed the merchant mage, a forked tongue passing over crooked fangs.
*“Yes, you’ll do quite nicely.”

“Hold!” Glauer said, changing his gestures. “I am not the great magi-
cian here!”

“Really?” the demon said as it strolled toward its snack. “And who is?
Perhaps,” it gestured toward Ebenezum, “that pitiful human lost in a
sneezing fit?”

Glauer gave up his gestures altogether. The demon was upon him.
“Wait!” he cried. His voice was getting higher by the word. “My resources
are virtually without limit. Perhaps I have something to offer you.”

“Most assuredly.” The demon reached for him. “ *Tis called a full stom-
ach.”

B U S

“Alas, magician. We all have our bad days.” It swallowed Glauer with
rather more noise than was necessary.

The creature wiped its fangs with the back of a clawed hand, then
turned to face Ebenezum and me. “Who’s next?”

Ebenezum took a deep breath. A dozen words flew from his mouth, his
hands dancing around them.

The demon began to fade. It looked down at its disappearing form. “Oh,
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drat!” it said. “And me without a decent meal in eight hundred years! Ah,
well.” It waved in our direction. “Perhaps we shall meet again, my tasty
tidbits. Ta ta—for now.”

Its words hung in the now empty air, only a faint sulphur smell left
behind. Ebenezum had a final sneezing fit, then was able to breathe again.

Alea ran toward us out of the woods, followed by Samus walking at a
more leisurely pace. She rushed straight to me, saying how worried she
had been and how brave I was. After so arduous a day, I decided that I
could stand there for a moment and absorb the praise.

“What happened?”’ Samus asked as he approached Ebenezum.

The wizard shrugged his sleeves out to a more respectful position before
looking the gentleman farmer in the eye. “Alas,” he said. “Poor Glauer.
He let the bottle get the better of him.”

(I11)

“There is nothing so rewarding as a day’s work well done, save perhaps for a full
stomach with a warm fire, a purse full of gold, or a three day vacation in the
pleasure gardens of Vushta.”

—The Teachings of Ebenezum, Vol. 23

Ebenezum had gone into the great house with Samus to explain what
had happened on the farm, as well as to demand a larger fee (It 4ad been a
demon, after all!). So it was that I found myself alone with Alea again. I
must admit, had it not been for her presence, I would have long since quit
this dismal countryside.

I walked with her in silence around the farm, caught in her fragile web
of beauty. She took my hand at last and led me to the door of the barn, the
place where we had first come together—unpleasant though the initial
circumstances might have been. Now, with all sorcery fled, the enclosure
was a different place, filled with quiet dark and the soft smell of hay. 1
looked into Alea’s face, the lines even more graceful in shadow.

“Alea,” I said, my voice stuck in my throat, “do you think that—the
twoofus ...”

She laughed; the wind through a mountain stream. “Dear Wuntvor! I’'m
afraid that’s impossible. Father would never allow it. You are far beneath
my station.”
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My world fell away from me. Agony stabbed my chest. My eyes
searched the straw-strewn floor for answers.

Alea pulled my hand. I blindly followed. She spoke brightly. I forced
myself to make sense of the words.

“—and I want to show you the hay loft. It’s very comfortable. And very
private.”

She turned to me, her eyes catching mine. “Father conducts my formal
affairs. He pays no attention to my recreation.”

She smiled a tiny smile and led me to a ladder in the hay strewn dark.

I began to see some advantages to the farming life.
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Lan Lung

BY M. LUCIE CHIN

Hsu Yuen Pao was a Taoist monk; an eccentric wanderer, an educated
man, a poet and a magician. To me he was mentor, protector, companion
and friend. He was sometimes called by the peasants we encountered The
Man Who Walks With Ghosts.

I am the ghost.

Or so I have been told. So often in fact that after all the time I have been
here that alone might be enough, but there is more. I remember dying.
That is I remember the event; the time, the place, the circumstances, the
stupidity . . . but not the moment itself. Sometimes I think I am still
falling; it was a long way from the top of the Wall, and all my life since
that asinine mistake is just a dream, one long last thought between living
and dying. But only sometimes. It is hard to believe when the night is cold
enough to freeze dragon fire. It is hard to believe when drought turns
rivers to muddy washes and rice fields to waste lands and a poor traveler
must become a thief to eat. At such times it is easier to believe I have
always been here, following Hsu Yuen Pao across the land, that the first
thirty years of my life as I recall them are the dream.

But in the end that too is utterly unbelievable. I know too much of
another place and time. In my childhood mankind reached for the stars. |
The Sons of Han have yet to reach across the sea.

I do not know the date by any measure of time I was ever taught. I can |
not translate the Lunar calendar into the Julian of my memory. It is
ancient China; the women have not yet begun to bind their feet and no
man in this land has ever seen a European. That is what I know of now.
What of then?

I was born in Boston, Massachusetts, on the 12th of June 2010, a fourth
generation American of Chinese descent. My name was Daniel Wing and
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the extent of my ethnic education was limited to the salutations exchanged
on Chinese New Year and the names of my favorite edibles. Barefoot on
the road I stand five feet nine-and-a-half inches and at the time of the
accident atop the Great Wall of China I was as much a tourist as any of the
obvious caucasians who made up my group, following the polite guide who
filled our heads with images of the past.

It was early April atop the Wall. Somewhere on the way down, as I
exchanged one reality for another, it became warm and balmy late spring
and I became gwai . . . the ghost. Towering above that diminutive an-
cient population, dressed strangely, babbling incomprehensibly, under-
standing nothing and no one I was a perfect candidate for ghosthood; a
nonperson, inhuman. Gwai. It is the only word the Chinese have for those
who are not of the Sons of Han, the True People, the Chinese themselves.
It expresses, more than a lack of life, a lack of reality. It suits perfectly,
these days, my own concept of myself.

It is said that a ghost grows faint when touched by the breath of a living
man. To spit upon him robs him of his powers to change form and vanish.
I was spit upon often in the days before Hsu Yuen Pao found me. He was a
wise man. He understood about ghosts far better than the peasants who
harried and chased me from their villages and fields. I did not trust him
particularly but he was quiet and patient and fed me and talked for me
until I learned enough to speak for myself.

He was a small man, even among his own people, and he wore his
garments oddly and in a most casual manner. He was young in appear-
ance, though generally travel worn, but his obsidian eyes seemed old as
time, deep as wells, seeming to hold yet conceal the knowledge of great
age. Villagers sometimes whispered that he had found the secret of eternal
life, the personal immortality the ancient Taoist monks sought relentlessly.
His hair was very black and carefully braided into the longest queue I have
ever seen, which he wore looped through his sash in back for convenience.
There hung about his person and around his neck an array of bags,
pouches and containers of many types and sizes, and across his back was
slung a long, narrow sheath. It was curved, seemingly to better fit the line
of his body, and nearly a yard long, black and slim enough to house only
the most needle thin of blades. A most unusual and impractical weapon, I
felt, but surely one of great value, for the hilt was the purest and clearest of
pale pink crystal and in gossamer script of gold upon the scabbard were
the two characters yii and yu; one the ideograph for abundance, the other
the symbol for fish.

He was afraid of nothing. Brave, in my opinion, to the edge of foolish-
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ness, mischievous as a child when the mood struck him, and we were
frequently in trouble of one sort or another.

There was not a dialect we encountered which he did not speak with
fluency and command, and he wrote poems I have never gained the skill to
appreciate. I loved them, though I could not read them.

In the quiet of night or as we walked the endless land, migrating more
or less with the seasons, he would tell me of ghosts and he would tell me of
dragons.

“The face of the earth is covered with the endless, invisible trails of the
dragon Lung Mei. To build a house or bury the dead upon such a spot is a
great fortune.”

He often said he felt that he and I had met upon such a spot.

In the second summer of my new existence we made a leisurely journey
toward the western mountains. At the convergence of certain mountain
streams there is a cataract called the Dragon Gate. The great carp of the
rivers migrate yearly to this spot to make the valiant but usually futile
attempt to leap the falls. Those fish who succeed and gain the higher
waters are immediately rewarded and transformed into dragons. They
then climb to the highest peaks, mount the passing clouds and are born off
into the heavens.

The Dragon Gate and the slopes around it are also the site of rare
dragon bones of the finest quality and Hsu Yuen Pao had made this jour-
ney often to collect them for geomancy and medical uses. Among the bags
and pouches he wore were several in which he carried such things in small
shards or ground into powders. I had seen him use them on occasion in the
villages we passed through, sometimes to good effect, sometimes not. I
think that if there is anything to be said for the power of belief to heal,
those bones have worked miracles.

I had my suspicions about them, not that I could positively identify
them. That was the point. They could have been anything. They were not
abundant except at the foot of the falls (where the implications to me were
obvious) but Yuen Pao picked through such as we found with selective
care.

In the evenings as we sorted our small horde, setting some to dry by the |
fire and grinding the more fragile ones into fine powders, he would instruct |

me as best he could, considering the still simple state of my vocabulary.
“Small bones marked with wide lines are female,” he said. “Rough
bones with narrow lines are male. The variegated colors are most esteemed

while yellow and white are of medium value and black are inferior. The |
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light, yellow, flesh-colored, white and black are efficacious in curing dis-
eases of the internal organs having their respective colors. If bones are
impure or gathered by women they should not be used.

“Dragons occasionally change their bones, regularly shed their skins
and horns. The lofty peaks of mountains, cloud shrouded or misty, contain
the bones of great and venerable dragons which attract moisture and pass-
ing clouds.

“Remember, Little Brother, Lung is the god of all waters and the lord of
all scaled creatures. When Lung is small all fish are small. When he is of
great size and well pleased with himself there is abundance in all the land.”

He was patronizing and often condescending. But he was also totally
fascinating; no less so for believing himself everything he told me. And I
learned. Sifting through the convoluted speech patterns the Chinese love,
the multiple meanings and implications, carefully sorting fact from myth
and tradition, anecdote from parable, I slowly built a body of knowledge I
could rely on . . . in one way or another. My preconceptions and skepti-
cal nature frequently got in the way, however, and my memories of an-
other place and time. The first severe blow to these notions came at the end
of a month on the slopes around the falls.

There had been a great display of heat lightning far off on the eastern
plain during the night and I had been amused by Yuen Pao’s suggestion
that it was an omen of some sort, by the seriousness with which he sat up
much of the night watching the patterns of light and the scanty film of
clouds hovering above the mountaintops looking for interpretations. He
found none, though.

We spent the morning descending to lower slopes through forests of
hardwood and conifers and rhododendrons. Farther north and west the
giant panda roamed these mountain ranges. Below on the plain, bamboo
and catalpa and a great diversity of flora had not yet been obliterated by
the demands of cultivation. It had been a lush world we passed through on
our way up to the Dragon Gate. On our way down we became increasingly
aware that the character of the vegetation had changed. It had lost its
robust verdancy.

In the afternoon we passed a village nestled where three mountain
streams converged. In spite of this the crops which had earlier promised
abundant yields were now only mediocre and that at the cost of great labor
to irrigate. At the next village we spent the night.

Their situation was much the same but there was word that the central
flatlands were suffering badly. What had been scanty rain upon the moun-
tain slopes and valley in the past month had not reached the plains at all.
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Even here there was fear that the harvest would be disastrously poor—if,
indeed, the crop would be harvestable before the monsoon. Every morning
the women and girls offered sweet rice steamed with sausages and nuts,
bound in leaves, to the rain god, tossing them into the streams by the
dozens. Beside the fields and in the bamboo groves braces of swallows
hung from poles with long banners of red paper inscribed with respectful
prayers.

Hsu Yuen Pao looked about, nodding sagely as we walked, and did not
bother to explain. But I got the gist of things pretty well by that time. The
Chinese system of education by osmosis was quite workable . . . if it was
the only thing you had to do with your life, which in my case was literally
true.

He marked our course southeast as we continued toward the plain. It
was his contention that we must reach the coastal lands before the mon-
soon season. For transients such as we, the semitropical climate of the
southern coast was a necessity of life. That had not occurred to me the
year before. Then I had simply followed. The journey would take weeks on
foot and in a rarely used corner of my mind I wondered how long it would
have taken by car.

Things were not yet so bad in the lowlands as we had expected to find on
that first day down and at noon we stopped in a bamboo grove, still deli-
cately lovely in the motionless air. No breeze rattled the stalks or stroked
the leaves but there is something inherently cooling about bamboo groves,
especially the fresh yellowgreen shoots which we collected to boil with a
little rice for our meal. I took the pack which I had become accustomed to
carrying from my back and went about collecting the youngest shoots.
When I returned with my pockets full I found Yuen Pao standing across
the grove looking at me so oddly it stopped me in my tracks.

“Brother Gwai,” he said somberly. “The night of the lightning was
indeed an omen. But it was not for me to understand.”

I have never been an endlessly patient man. Occasionally the oblique-
ness of his technique exasperated me.

“Brother Pao,” I said. “I do not understand. I am not a prophet. I know
nothing of dreams or omens. I am ignorant. Please speak more plainly.” I
had learned to talk humbly in this land.

“Lan Lung,” he said in a low tone.

The lazy deaf one? I was perplexed. Colloquialisms are confusing in any
language. Particularly so in Chinese. But lung is also the word for dragon.
Being unable to hear, the dragon came to be known by the word for its
only handicap. Lan Lung, then, was also a lazy dragon. I had heard the
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term as an epithet hurled at street beggars. It made utterly no sense in a
bamboo grove. I did not understand and said so.

Yuen Pao instructed me to stay exactly where I was till he returned,
then he seemed literally to vanish. I sat down and waited for nearly an
hour. When he returned there was a brace of swallows in his hand and the
odd look was still on his face.

I went to my pack as he told me, folded back the flap, stepped aside and
waited. Yuen Pao approached the pack cautiously, slowly swinging the
dead birds by their feet, wings trussed with red cord.

At first [ watched Yuen Pao. Then I watched what he watched. There
was the smallest ripple of movement within my bag. Hsu Yuen Pao said
one word.

The creature that emerged was tiny, palm-sized. It seemed, as the young
of many reptiles may, exquisitely perfect in miniature.

“This,” 1 said, my smile broad with delight, “is a dragon?”

“Do not deceive yourself, Little Brother, Lan Lung is dragon enough for
any man.”

Gesturing for me to move farther aside, he offered the swallows before
him and backed slowly away. Within the shadow of the pack tiny eyes
flashed incandescently orange, bobbed up and down, and were extin-
guished by daylight as it crept from cover.

It was not as tiny as I had at first thought, though still small and
precious. A large handful then, perhaps a foot long head to tail. It had a
vaguely bovine head with a long, broad nostrilled snout. Scalloped plates
of scale, white rimmed in blue, green and orange, lay flat against the head,
three rows deep behind the eyes and below the jaw. Its muzzle bristled
with catlike lavender whiskers and upon its crown were short, blunt,
double-branching horns.

Eying the birds greedily the little lizard arched his sinuous, serpentine
body and rose upon his haunches stroking the air with four clawed paws.
The sleek body was covered with lacelike scales, white edged in pale blue,
and the curved claws were deep cobalt. There were flat plates of scale
similar to those about his head at each shoulder and hip. It had no wings
nor was the spine serrated, but there played about the body a vague bright
aura.

As the little dragon’s muscles bunched and he sank down upon his
haunches, tail braced, he opened his mouth, but instead of a hiss there was
a sound like the chiming of small brass bells. Hsu Yuen Pao swung the
birds in a gentle arc, tossing them several feet into the grove. The dragon
sprang, covering incredible distance in a single leap, as though gravity had
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no meaning for him. And as he moved he seemed to grow. He was cat-
sized when he landed upon the swallows and began to devour them
quickly.

With the dragon thus occupied, Yuen Pao, moving carefully, collected
our few belongings and steered me with deliberate lack of hurry from the
grove.

We shortly came upon a road and followed it for a couple of hours in
silence before stopping to prepare the bamboo shoots still in my pockets.
Yuen Pao was deeply contemplative but for the first time in my admittedly
limited experience he also seemed burdened by a weight of uncertainty. As
we ate he told me a story.

Lung is the greatest of all creatures living in the world besides man
himself. But as there are lazy men, so too are there lazy dragons. They do
not like to exert themselves in the task of directing rain clouds about the
sky. So they make themselves small and drop to earth where they hide in
trees, under the roofs of houses and even in the clothing of unsuspecting
men. Lung Wang, the dragon king, learning of their desertion from duty,
sends messengers into the world to search for them. Lung may also make
himself invisible, as is usually the case when man is present. These messen-
gers are seldom seen, but when Lan Lung is found the Lung Wang, in fury,
raises a great storm, killing the deserter with lightning bolts. This explains
what might often seem a wanton destruction of life and property during
such storms.

The convenient logic with which these stories usually ended invariably
amused me and I made the mistake of smiling. Hsu Yuen Pao became
indignant and proceeded to tell me more about dragons in the next hour
than I truthfully cared to know.

“It is a great puzzle,” he said as we finally walked the road again. “It is
rare that lung allows himself to be seen by the eyes of mortal man. Such
sightings are auspicious occasions and would normally be related directly
to the emperor. But this is Lan Lung. It is not clear to me what this could
mean.”

I squinted up at the bright, cloudless sky. What did anything mean in
this place? My whole existence was a mystery. Alice down the rabbit hole.
But as for the dragon, I had to admit the little fellow was fascinating. He
had displayed an interesting degree of mutability and he did look strikingly
like the creatures I had seen in Chinese artworks. Hardly the beast of
legend but a little dragon and a lot of imagination, persistently applied, can
leave behind legends larger than life. Hsu Yuen Pao believed this was a
dragon capable of all he claimed for it.
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When I looked back Yuen Pao was also contemplating the sky.

“Yes,” he said, “this must be so, though I am still unsure what it
means.”

I pleaded ignorance.

“Lung is territorial,” he said in an uncharacteristically straightforward
manner, still looking into the sky. “Each is responsible for the rainfall
upon his own lands.” The rest was obvious enough. This time I managed
not to smile.

The next two days on the road provided clear enough evidence that the
tales we had heard in the hills were true. The drought deepened substan-
tially as we entered the central plain and promised to worsen. It was said
that the rice crop was already unsalvageable, it being too late to plant
again even if rain came soon, and despair was growing over the other, less
fragile sorts of produce. And everywhere the people shook their heads and
wondered what they had done to offend such a powerful dragon, for the
area of the drought was extensive.

In the villages we passed, Hsu Yuen Pao bartered geomancy and spells
and prayers for roots and dried preserves and goat-bladder water bags
(which were lighter to carry when full), and we amended our course to
follow the streams and rivers more closely. He had seen Lan Lung and did
not expect rain soon.

On the evening of the fourth day we camped on the bank of a muddy
stream. Yuen Pao dug for roots. He would forage as long as possible to
save our stores of dried goods for harder times. Those he found were pulpy
and shriveled but we boiled them in the water I had spent over an hour
straining again and again. It made a bitter, unpleasant broth and the tubers
were nearly tasteless but edible, and we supplemented the meal with a
small handful of dried plums.

The fire was to have been extinguished as soon as the meal was pre-
pared. Everything around us was dry as tinder and a fire of any size was
perilous in the open. Yet when I moved to do so, Yuen Pao stopped me
with a silent gesture. Peering intently into the dark it was several seconds
before I saw what he saw. At first I thought it was a shadow by my pack
but when it moved, two iridescent orange eyes flashed in the firelight and it
had my complete attention.

Yuen Pao took up his small copper bowl and his chopsticks and began to
eat with the same deliberate, unhurried movements with which he had
steered me from the bamboo grove. I did the same, dividing my attention
between Yuen Pao and the flickering eyes. Eventually the creature moved
into the light and I saw that this “dragon” too was white and roughly the
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same size as the other. This, Yuen Pao insisted, was because it was the
same dragon.

We finished our meal and sat watching the little lizard prowl about our
belongings while Yuen Pao recited poetry (ostensibly to keep the two of us
tranquil since the dragon could not hear) till the fire went out on its own.
He told me to lie down and sleep, which I eventually managed to do, but
for a long time I could see his silhouette against the stars as he sat in
contemplation of his dragon.

In the morning the little creature was gone, but Yuen Pao continued to
conduct himself with the same care as the night before. It was his belief
that lung had been with us all along. He had simply been invisible as he
may well have been at that very moment.

I tried to take the matter seriously. For him this was an important event
and he had been allowed to participate, if only he could understand in
what way. Personally, I envisioned the little fellow either sleeping quietly
beneath a rock or curled up among our foodstuffs out of the heat of the
sun. The notion that he might be happily feasting on dried mushrooms and
plums which we would later need bothered me a great deal, but Yuen Pao
would not let me sort the contents of my pack before we set out.

In the evening as I laid our small fire, the dragon appeared again. I
could not tell from where. He was simply there, sitting on my pack on the
ground in the smothering, breezeless heat. Again he was white. I, too, was
beginning to believe it was the same dragon.

The next morning he was nowhere to be seen. This time, however, I
sorted my pack. All our belongings were in order and no food had been
disturbed. Perhaps he ate bugs; or a pair of swallows would last him a
week. I did not bring the subject up with Yuen Pao.

Again the night and morning were the same. We were getting used to
him. Yuen Pao was no longer quite so careful in his movements and he had
decided that the key to the riddle was to wait for the ending. This day,
however, at our noon meal (little more than mushrooms and lotus root
soaked in stale water), our companion showed himself. I caught Yuen Pao
staring at me and, looking down, found Lan Lung curled up in the shadow
of my left knee. When we finally stood to go, the little dragon scampered
to my pack and vanished beneath the flap.

From that time on I seemed to take on a different dimension in Yuen
Pao’s eyes. But since I was never quite sure how he regarded my ghost-
hood, the new status was equally unclear.

In the following weeks the dragon established himself as a permanent
member of our party and my own special companion. It was impossible to

|
I
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say what attracted him to me. Perhaps my smell. Perhaps it was my ghost-
hood. He and I were both fantasies, lung and gwai, dragons and ghosts;
stories to frighten children into obedience. It seemed appropriate that the
myths of our existence should keep each other company.

He developed a habit of riding upon whatever part of my body shaded
him from the sun, taking to my pack less and less frequently. Sometimes
he would ride in one of the pockets of my loose, sleeveless coat or slither
down my chest beneath my shirt and curl up next to my belly, a small
bulge above my belt. He was smooth and dry to the touch and the strange
aura rippling over his body (Yuen Pao called it dragon fire) was almost like
a cool breeze against my skin. When he climbed a leg or arm or scampered
across my shoulders his tiny claws prickled and his whiskers tickled. He
seemed to absorb the moisture of my sweat, leaving a trail of dry skin in
his wake. He was virtually weightless.

From time to time he would vanish, but rarely for more than a day or
two. Hsu Yuen Pao said he was simply invisible, but I believed he was
hunting since he left our dwindling supply of food strictly alone. Our water
was the only thing we shared with him. In proportion to his size, in fact,
he received a greater share than we did and even that little was nearly
enough to undo us.

The hardships of the summer were incredible. The people were ravaged
as badly as the land, and during the passage of the weeks became increas-
ingly hostile to transients, guarding their stores of food and water jeal-
ously. Gaunt water buffalo stood about in the shade of tinder-dry houses
and the mortality rate among the very old and the very young grew stead-
ily. It became impossible to barter anything we possessed for the things we
needed, especially water. And to find a village with a good, deep, spring-
fed well was a great fortune. Obtaining fresh water, however, even from
these places, became an exercise in stealth.

For the most part I was unaware of the methods of pilferage employed. I
was the decoy on most occasions, playing my ghostly role to the fullest.
Sometimes I was convinced Yuen Pao actually did procure our ill-gotten
gains by magic. He was able to come and go in the blink of an eye,
sometimes seeming to literally vanish, and his skill at sleight of hand was
astounding. In another place and time he would have been a masterful
pickpocket.

At such rare times as we passed other travelers or stopped at a town or
village Lan Lung would disappear from sight. A bit addled by the heat,
perhaps, I actually began to think of him as invisible myself.

We made progress slowly. The heat became a weighty burden requiring
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us to stop often for rest. The rivers were reduced to muddy sludge and
many streams had vanished entirely. For a time we took to traveling by
night. Not that it was noticeably cooler, but it spared us the direct assault
of the sun.

I lost count of the weeks, could not make out even the slightest progress
toward our goal. The mountains of the southern coast looked as far away
as ever. Yet there came a time when Yuen Pao changed our course away
from the last river and we struck out directly for the hazy blue and gray
peaks shimmering and dancing on the horizon. We crossed few roads on
the last leg of our trek and passed no more villages. Our rate of travel by
then could have been little more than ten miles per day and Yuen Pao
guessed we had another five or six days to go. We had been on diminishing
rations for a long time and foraging had long ago become useless. Two
days out from the river there was so little left that any attempt to ration it
further was a useless illusion and we finished it off without further pre-
tense. The water was in no better shape but that illusion we maintained as
long as we could.

Lan Lung had settled into my right pocket and for over a week had
barely stirred. When Yuen Pao and I shared our small bowl of water, a bit
was always left for the little dragon who would crawl into the bowl and
curl up into a ball rolling over and over in an attempt to bathe himself as
best he could. On the evening our food ran out I found it was necessary to
help him. I carefully lifted him from my pocket with both hands, placing
him in the bowl. He moved a bit, tucking his tail feebly, but did not roll
over. When Hsu Yuen Pao was not looking I wet my palm from the last
goat-bladder bag and stroked his dry body. He felt brittle to my touch and
it seemed days since I had seen his aura about him.

Looking up from the bowl I found Yuen Pao watching me and realized
he had seen what I had done. He did not disapprove. Days before, when I
had mentioned that Lan Lung seemed to be suffering from thirst even
more than we, he had explained that it was not thirst. It is the presence of
moisture which preserves his powers of motion and mutability. Without
this, lung becomes powerless and dies.

The following evening there was not enough water to preserve that
illusion either.

The next two days became an exercise in placing one foot before the
other and the space between nights became interminable, but we no longer
differentiated for the sake of travel. We moved when we could move and
stopped when we could do nothing else. I believed I had begun to halluci- |
nate when we at last reached the foothills where we at least found shade |

|

|
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and the vaguest hint of motion in the air. The leaves on the trees were not
shriveled here, and farther up the slopes the grass was almost green. We
rested there, digging up a half-decent root or two and locating a few edible
berries. In my pocket Lan Lung was very still.

The next morning we made our way slowly into the foothills. The heat
was still oppressive and the going even slower since we now had to climb
and frequently had to help each other, but the world seemed fresher
around us and things were making a reasonably successful attempt to
grow. There was hope of water here, if only we could find it. Yuen Pao
crushed leaves and grasses and put the broken vegetation into my pocket
with the little dragon in the vain hope that there might be enough moisture
to preserve him.

I wondered what would preserve us, but Yuen Pao felt if there was any
great import to this dragon it was our duty to do all that was possible. 1
think it kept him going far longer than even the need to save his own life.
As for me, I could only reflect that dying the first time had been far easier
than the second seemed destined to be.

On the afternoon of the third day, amid green grass and cool shady
trees, we came upon a swiftly flowing stream, very deep and clear. Snow-
fed, I realized, raising my cupped hands, aching from the frigid water. The
long-prayed-for moisture was more pain than comfort in my mouth and
throat and transformed my stomach into a clutch of knots.

Yuen Pao filled our two copper cooking bowls from the stream and set
them on a warm rock in the sun. Then he set about filling our water bags
before drinking himself. As he did these things and I tried to contain my
eagerness for the water, I felt a feeble stirring in my pocket. I reached in
and carefully removed Lan Lung with both hands, but Yuen Pao would
not let me place him in one of the bowls. The water was still too cold for
his enfeebled condition. So I put the limp little lizard back into my pocket
and removed the garment, hanging it on a tree branch in the shade. When
the water was warmed, Yuen Pao dribbled some of it into the pocket and
he and I shared the rest, refilling the bowl before starting the next. By the
time we had drunk two bowls each and given as many to my pocket, the
activity within had increased and it began to swell even as the water
soaked through and ran off.

“It is enough,” Yuen Pao said. “The belly is better filled with food.”

“If we had any,” 1 agreed.

“Look in the stream,” he said.

There were fish in the deep swiftness of the current. Brown and white
and golden orange carp, large and sleek, flashed by too rapidly for my
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weary eyes to follow. There was an abundance of food within reach but
how to obtain it? I had neither the strength for speed nor the courage
against the bone-biting cold to seriously consider trying to catch them by
hand.

Pointing out a far tree Yuen Pao sent me to hang my dripping garment
there, dragon and all, which I did while he took our water bags from the
stream. As I watched he raised both hands, gripping the crystal hilt above
his right shoulder. Murmuring in low tones, eyes closed, he uttered an
incantation I could not properly hear and slowly moved his hands up and
forward. What he drew forth was not a sword. I was surprised to realize
that in the time I had known him I had never actually seen this object
before.

Amazingly flexible, too long to be withdrawn straight, the shaft whis-
pered from its sheath and sprang free, whipping back and forth in supple,
diminishing strokes. A yard long, it was less thick at the hilt than the stem
of a flower, tapering away to nothing. It shone in the sun, lustrous and
brilliantly purple. Yuen Pao’s face was set and serious as he gazed up and
down the length of the shaft, his voice hushed and reverent as he said,
“Dragon whisker.”

I thought of Lan Lung, his tiny whiskers tickling my neck or hand and
was dumbfounded.

Yuen Pao stepped to the bank, the crystal hilt in his right hand, and
murmured a few more barely audible words. Slipping the dragon whisker
into deep water, he and I knelt upon the brink and watched.

“Come, brother Yu,” he said. ‘“Come seek your master Lung Wang.”

The fish and eels came from all directions, massing about the purple
wand till it was no longer visible among the bodies. Even from down-
stream they came, fighting the current to reach the dragon, master of all
scaled things upon the earth. They crushed together from bank to bank till
there was barely room to move and those closest to the surface could be
picked up by hand, barely wetting the fingers.

That night we feasted on eel and fish roasted upon flat rocks about a
large fire. Others were prepared for drying to be carried with us for future
meals. But unexpectedly, the introduction of food and water to my de-
prived system was too great a shock. I was sick for two days.

I do not recall if Yuen Pao was afflicted or not but I began to feel human
again as we slowly climbed the foothills, following the course of the water
upstream. Then there was a road and villages again, nestled in the moun-
tain valley. The people in this land had not suffered drought at all. The
crop here was good, though it could not begin to make up for the devasta-
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tion upon the plains, and the people were willing to barter for Yuen Pao’s
skills. There were many dialects here and they seemed to vary from valley
to valley. Travelers were few, especially in the higher villages and, after an
initial period of suspicion, for which my own appearance was no great
help, the stories of our journey and the news of the lowlands were as much
in demand as spells or medications.

It would have been nice to linger in a village here or there. Our strength
returned to us slowly and we tired sooner than we would have liked—the
increasing altitude was no doubt a factor—but Yuen Pao would not permit
delays. Inquiring after particular roads and passes he plotted our course,
explaining that it would still require many days to cross the mountains and
be safely on the southern slopes before the monsoon stopped all travel; we
had not much time now.

Lan Lung once again took to riding upon my shoulder or occasionally
on top of my head. As we reached the highest passes, however, he once
again took to my pocket or to nestling beneath my shirt. It was cold here
but Hsu Yuen Pao, in his infinite wisdom, proclaimed that was not the
reason. We were too close to heaven here. The clouds were thickening on
the southern horizon and puffy white ships sailed close over our heads.
The messengers of the Lung Wang would be watching. During the last
days of our crossing, Lan Lung rarely betrayed his presence, even to me.
Only when he rode in my pocket was I truly aware of him.

Then we were climbing down. Though we were still high on the slopes, I
was jubilant. It was almost like coming home.

Yuen Pao was known in many of the villages we passed, a fact I had
come to realize was not particularly unusual. But one pleasant, near-au-
tumn afternoon as we passed a mile or so from the outer wall of a large
town, Yuen Pao stopped short in the road, nearly causing me to run him
over. In my pocket, Lan Lung squirmed unhappily for a moment. Then we
abruptly changed course, away from the wall and the town. He would not
tell me why. At dusk, when we stopped to lay our fire, he told me a story
from his seemingly inexhaustible fund.

There was once a Taoist monk (I wondered who) traveling through the
mountain passes. On this road he came upon six men bearing huge baskets
of oranges on their backs. These, they said, were a gift to a high official in
the court of the emperor from his younger brother, a magistrate in a minor
southern province. The loads were very heavy and since the monk was
-alone and there were thieves known to be about, it was agreed that the
monk would travel with them for protection and to help bear the loads.

He took the first basket and carried it for an hour. Then he gave it back



100 LAN LUNG

and took the next and so on till all the loads had been shared. As each man
resumed his task after an hour unencumbered, he felt that the rest had
been so beneficial that he now carried his load with greater ease, as though
it was lighter.

At last they came to a forking of the road where the monk returned the
last basket and they parted company.

Several days later the high official, in an attempt to improve his status
with the emperor, gave a great feast in his honor. It was a lavish event and
only goods of the finest quality were prepared. At the end of the meal the
fat oranges, a rare and expensive delicacy from the south, were brought
out and laid before the emperor who dearly loved them. But when he lifted
one it seemed oddly light, and when the skin was broken . . . there was
nothing inside. Everyone was aghast, the official not the least of all. The
emperor was not amused. Another orange was opened and another till it
was discovered that all the oranges were nothing but empty skins. The
steward was sent for and the larder examined only to find that the fruit in
all six baskets was the same.

The bearers were then brought forward and charged upon pain of death
to explain the mystery. They told of the Taoist monk and said he had
surely used magic to steal the oranges and leave them only the skins.

Since the peasants who bore the fruit north were far too stupid to have
conceived of such a skillful theft, the emperor was inclined to believe them.
But rather than gaining his favor, as the official had hoped, he instead
found his own stupidity rewarded with a reduced income and the govern-
ment of a distant province in the north, far from the court and power. The
magistrate in the south, having lost his older brother’s good graces, had
also lost all hope of further advancement and privilege and counted him-
self lucky to have retained what he had.

Yuen Pao claimed to have been told the story by one of the bearers only
a year or two before he found me, implying that all travelers in this land
were suspect and monks most especially. Sometimes I wondered exactly
how gullible he thought I was.

It was not yet mid-morning of the next day when they caught up with
us, even though we had been prudent enough to stay off the road. There
were eight armed men on horseback. Any argument would have been utter
stupidity and, though we proceeded at a fast forced march, it was dusk
before we reached the great gate of the town wall. Our belongings were
confiscated and we spent the night in a hovel on the edge of town. By the
smell and the consistency of the floor it was a structure frequently used to
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house swine, which was a clear statement of what the magistrate thought

of us.

Lan Lung, who had been in my pocket that morning, was gone. He had
vanished, as was his habit when strangers were about. But this time, Yuen
Pao said, he would not return. Lung has no love for men and their com-
munities. When I naively suggested he might join us again on the road,
Yuen Pao did not reply.

In the end, even I was acute enough to realize what a man seeking status
would consider proper satisfaction for the affronted dignity of his emperor,
though I still did not believe the business about the oranges. The fact that I
had had nothing to do with anything was unimportant. By now the magis-
trate had heard all he required from the nearby villages. In his mind I
would be an integral part of Hsu Yuen Pao and his Taoist magic.

There was no sleep that night. This time it was I who stood in the dark
watching the lightning far to the south as the monsoons gathered at the
coast and wondering about omens and dragons.

At dawn we were ushered out and made to stand waiting like penned
sheep in the town square throughout the dismal gray morning and on into
afternoon. Awaiting Pei Tae Kwan’s pleasure. Waiting to die at his leisure.

It was unclear to everyone, including myself, if a ghost could be killed,
though I had a pretty good notion by now. But as there was no answer, Pei
Tae Kwan had willingly accepted for himself the honor of discovering the
facts.

The executioner arrived well before noon and stood like a statue among
~ his swords. A dozen guards, stoic and heavily armed, encircled us. Beyond
them, curious villagers and bold little boys eyed us carefully, pointing and
talking loudly. Old women peered between the shoulders of the guards and
railed at us. Yuen Pao was unmoved by the abuse. I simply did not under-
stand the dialect.

From time to time he would send a child or old woman scurrying away
with an upraised hand and a few words. It seemed to occur to none of
them that if his magic was really so potent we would not have remained
the captives we were.

We were permitted to say little to each other, but in truth there was little
to say. I was strangely calm. What my impatient nature would normally
have considered a torturous wait was of little bother to me. I found myself
thinking most about my little Lan Lung. Would he find another safe refuge
now that my long fall seemed destined at last to shatter me at the foot of
the wall?
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Hsu Yuen Pao leaned upon the trunk of the one tree in the square and
seemed as indifferent as I, though I will probably never know Ais reasons.

The murky overcast had grown dense and slate grey by early afternoon.
The air was a sullen broth of humidity, and water droplets occasionally fell
out of suspension, creating a fine mist. Though they threatened heavily,
hanging low and pregnant overhead, the clouds did not open and drown
us.

Pei Tae Kwan showed his face at last about mid-afternoon, making his
way slowly down the street from the ornate monumental gate. The men in
the drum towers signaled his approach and a wave of silence fell upon the
villagers as he passed. He took his time quite deliberately and I had to
admit it was finally beginning to get on my nerves.

Entering the armed circle he walked around slowly, looking us over
with obvious contempt. When he spoke, the tone of his voice was unmis-
takable—insulting, berating, humiliating. Two servants who had followed
him into the guarded circle now began rummaging through our belongings
which had been dumped on the ground several feet away. They smashed
our rice bowls under foot and broke our chopsticks, throwing the pieces in
our faces. They opened the boxes and containers of Yuen Pao at the magis-
trate’s command, spilling the dust to show his contempt for us. We could
not buy him. We had hardly expected to.

The boys opened the black lacquered container and spilled out the
shards of variegated bone we had collected at the Dragon Gate. They
broke the lid from the carved box of red cinnabar and emptied the pale
yellow dust of ground dragon bones into the dirt, shouting and picking out
small round rubies (petrified dragon blood Hsu Yuen Pao had called
them).

Alarmed, the magistrate left us and took the gems from the boys, send-
ing them out among the villagers. He laughed at Yuen Pao, placing the
stones in a pocket of his gown, and called out mockingly as he kicked our
belongings about. He spied the black scabbard and drew out the shining
purple whisker which quivered in his hand like a stiff whip. There was
silence for a moment, then more loud chatter. He bellowed, holding the
prize aloft for all to see, and looked at Hsu Yuen Pao, his eyes alight with
greedy triumph. He brandished it like a sword and advanced upon us,
kicking my pack out of his way. I saw it moved aside by his foot with an
odd jerk which seemed more like a lurch to my eye, and it suddenly began
to writhe and swell on the ground.

At the collective cry from the crowd, Pei Tae Kwan turned and, seeing

the churning from within the cloth, beat at it with the dragon whisker, |

1
|
|
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then backed away and fled beyond the line of his guards as the bag swelled
again.

Weapons drawn, the soldiers formed rank around the magistrate and
one man sprang forward, striking a blow to the bag with his sword. There
was a muffled sound like the distant toll of a bell and the pack split to
shreds as lung burst forth, growing to immense size in an instant. His
serpentine body writhed, his tail lashing about, massive cowlike head high,
four clawed forepaws slashing air. He was an explosion of silver and blue
in the darkness of afternoon, fifty feet long. His voice was the booming of a
gong. In the damp air his breath shone bright. Dragon fire played over his
body. Beneath his chin was the great blue pearl of the sea, and upon his
left shoulder was a long, ragged wound of red.

So rapidly did Iung grow to his full, terrible size, that the soldier who
had struck the blow was crushed beneath the scaled belly without even the
time to scream. Then lung leapt, much as I had seen him do that first day
in the bamboo grove. But now his body blotted out the sky, and when he
landed amidst the terrified screams of the people, men died beneath his
huge feet and thrashing tail. The living fled in panic—villagers, soldiers
and dignitaries—but the magistrate Pei Tae Kwan, the dragon whisker

~ still clutched in his hand, lay beneath the right forefoot of the great sau-

rian, a foot-long claw imbedded in his chest.

The gong of his voice beat again and lung moved around the tree drag-
ging the body of Pei a step or two before it dropped from his claw. I
watched, numb but fascinated, only slowly becoming aware of a persistent
tugging at my arm. When I looked at Yuen Pao, I was surprised to see the
fear so plainly on his face, but I recognized it to be the fear of a prudent
man. As the thunder began to rumble above and a hot wind came up at
our backs, I looked once more at Lan Lung, my little pet, and realized the
magnitude of my folly. This was no pet; had never been one. I, perhaps,
had been his. This was Tsao Lung, a great scaled dragon, Lord of Rain,
Ruler of Rivers, Commander of the Floods. The monsoons at our backs
were under his control as were the clouds above our heads. He was deaf to
the voice of man and paid no heed to the puniness of his life. Had I
expected obedience from this creature? Affection? At that moment I would
count myself lucky if he did not even notice me.

The town wall preventing retreat, the dragon between us and the street,
Yuen Pao and I moved slowly about the tree, keeping it between us and the
dragon as we maneuvered toward the door of the nearest house.

Lightning startled me and the dragon turned, watching us. His breath
was a bright haze about his head and he favored his left leg. Out beyond
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the tree, the house seemed very far away. Behind the great reptilian body
we could see a knot of people, the boldest of the curious, peering from the
shelter of the memorial gate. The lightning and thunder came again and
lung turned end to end, facing in our direction now. Body arched, head
waving high, his voice boomed once more. Yuen Pao tensed beside me as
my own muscles set for a bolt to the door, but there was no time to run.
The dragon sprang in the air, his arc long and flat, looming even huger as
he hurtled toward us.

My muscles jerked in an attempt to run, but I fell instead as the dragon
dropped to the ground barely ten feet from me, twisting his head and body
away to confront what I suddenly saw falling from the sky, and landing
farther up the street. Another dragon, this one gold and orange. He was
five-clawed and the pearl beneath his chin was the color of honey.

Sheltered behind the wall-like back of Lan Lung, we scrambled for the
house, but as we moved, he moved, leaping away up the street. A moment
later there was an ear-ringing crash of lightning, shattering the tree across
the square barely a yard from the tip of his tail.

I thought of Yuen Pao’s story. Lan Lung, the lazy dragon. For desertion
of his post and duty, Lung Wang would send messengers to seek him and,
when found, would destroy him with lightning bolts.

The two dragons confronted each other, rearing on their hind legs, their
breath at last turning to fire as the rain came. Their voices beat upon the
ear and when they leapt to each other, the ground shook beneath their
bodies. They changed size rapidly and often, looking for advantage. Scales
as big as a man’s hand littered the street like fallen leaves as the dragons,
red clawed, red fanged, rolled about in each other’s embrace. Lightning
struck twice more, gouging the road and shattering the wall. The rain
poured down in dark sheets till all that could be seen was the fiery glow of
their bodies and breath. They could no longer be told apart.

Then, as Yuen Pao and I sheltered in the doorway of the house, the
quaking earth stilled, the brightness diminished, and there came a great
quiet beneath the beating of the rain.

Slowly, as the torrent thinned, a mountainous form could be seen lying |
in the street, motionless, fireless, and beyond it, burning faintly, another
dragon stood, its head waving slowly in the air upturned to the clouds.

I wiped rain from my eyes, straining for a glimpse of color through the '
sheets of gray. I could not help but care. I had been his refuge till the end, |
even after I believed he had left me, and, in spite of all I had just seen, if he
had scampered, mouse-sized, toward the door where I hid, I would have |
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sheltered him again, foolish as it doubtless would have been. But in the
thinning rain I could identify neither the dead dragon nor the live one.

Then the final bolt of lightning struck.

Hours later, when the rain stopped, there was not so much as a splin-
tered bone in the muddy, cratered street. But beneath the blasted tree Yuen
Pao found one large round scale of silver scalloped in blue. I wear it on a
braided cord about my neck like an amulet. It marks me, though that is
hardly necessary these days. Word of mouth travels swiftly in this land.
The villagers saw from whence the dragon came. They knew whose pack it
was. It was never established whether or not a ghost could die a second
death (and I am still not sure about the oranges), but no one questioned
the power of ghostly magic. It has been mainly to my advantage, I sup-
pose; only occasionally have I resented it. I wear the reputation as I wear
my ‘“amulet” and the name the people gave me.

I am called Lung Gwai.

The Dragon Ghost.



Here is a dragon with a very different problem than Lucie Chin’s Lan Lung.
RICHARD L. WEXELBLAT, author of the definitive History of Programming Lan-
guages, is a mathematical genius who writes delightful verse in his scant spare time.

The Dragon Over Hackensack

BY RICHARD L. WEXELBLAT

Unexpectedly a red dragon appeared over Hackensack NJ
One late winter afternoon.

Two F-104s of the New Jersey Air National Guard scrambled to
meet it.

In a move surprising to some observers,
Though not all,
The dragon breathed a stream of fire . . .
That completely missed the planes
But incinerated: an empty wooden water tower on the Bijou,
a billboard that used to blow smoke rings,
and the ABC Action-Cam hot air balloon.

One F-104 attacked with 105mm cannon,
The other with Sidewinder heat-seeking missiles.

Of course, the cannon shells bounced off of the dragon’s scales.

The Sidewinders missed and eventually fell to earth in the
Great Swamp, just missing a deer on the runway of
Morristown Airport.

The dragon, flattered or annoyed by all this attention,
Reversed course and flew off

Out of sight

In the direction of Long Island,

Pausing only to eat the top 50 feet

Off the leftmost of the two World Trade Center Towers.

The Pentagon ignored the report on the incident.



MARY SHELLEY wrote many fantastic novels and stories, but she is best known for
Frankenstein, written in friendly competition with Lord Byron, John Polidori and of
course, Mary’s husband, the poet Percy Bysshe Shelley, a Byronic hero-demon who
dominated his wife with an influence both inspiring and vampiric. When Mary wrote
“The Transformation” in 1831, she was thirty-four. Percy had been dead for nearly
a decade, yet his equivocal personality still possessed her, as reflected in the character
of the narrator of this bizarre tale, a weak person with a great capacity to do either
good or evil. The denouement seems to suggest that the author still could not aban-
don all hope that her late husband’s soul was magnificent, at least in its potential for
virtue. Though she died twenty pears later in 1851, it is unlikely that Mary ever
exorcised her great angel-fiend.

The Transformation
BY MARY W. SHELLEY

“Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched
With a woful agony,
Which forced me to begin my tale;
And then it left me free.

“Since then, at an uncertain hour,
That agony returns:
And till my ghastly tale is told,
This heart within me burns.”

—SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE
“The Ancient Mariner”

I have heard it said, that, when any strange, supernatural, and necroman-
tic adventure has occurred to a human being, that being, however desirous
he may be to conceal the same, feels at certain periods torn up as it were by
an intellectual earthquake, and is forced to bare the inner depths of his
spirit to another. I am a witness of the truth of this. I have dearly sworn to
myself never to reveal to human ears the horrors to which I once, in excess
of fiendly pride, delivered myself over. The holy man who heard my con-



108 THE TRANSFORMATION

fession, and reconciled me to the Church, is dead. None knows that
once—

Why should it not be thus? Why tell a tale of impious tempting of
Providence, and soul-subduing humiliation? Why? answer me, ye who are
wise in the secrets of human nature! I only know that so it is; and in spite
of strong resolve,—of a pride that too much masters me—of shame, and
even of fear, so to render myself odious to my species,—I must speak.

Genoa! my birthplace—proud city! looking upon the blue Mediterra-
nean—dost thou remember me in my boyhood, when thy cliffs and
promontories, thy bright sky and gay vineyards, were my world? Happy
time? when to the young heart the narrow-bounded universe, which leaves,
by its very limitation, free scope to the imagination, enchains our physical
energies, and, sole period in our lives, innocence and enjoyment are united.
Yet, who can look back to childhood, and not remember its sorrows and its
harrowing fears? I was born with the most imperious, haughty, tameless
spirit. I quailed before my father only; and he, generous and noble, but
capricious and tyrannical, at once fostered and checked the wild impetuos-
ity of my character, making obedience necessary, but inspiring no respect
for the motives which guided his commands. To be a man, free, indepen-
dent; or, in better words, insolent and domineering, was the hope and
prayer of my rebel heart.

My father had one friend, a wealthy Genoese noble, who in a political
tumult was suddenly sentenced to banishment, and his property confis-
cated. The Marchese Torella went into exile alone. Like my father, he was
a widower: he had one child, the almost infant Juliet, who was left under
my father’s guardianship. I should certainly have been unkind to the lovely
girl, but that I was forced by my position to become her protector. A
variety of childish incidents all tended to one point,—to make Juliet see in
me a rock of defence; I in her, one who must perish through the soft
sensibility of her nature too rudely visited, but for my guardian care. We
grew up together. The opening rose in May was not more sweet than this
dear girl. An irradiation of beauty was spread over her face. Her form, her
step, her voice—my heart weeps even now, to think of all of relying,
gentle, loving, and pure, that she enshrined. When I was eleven and Juliet
eight years of age, a cousin of mine, much older than either—he seemed to
us a man—took great notice of my playmate; he called her his bride, and
asked her to marry him. She refused, and he insisted, drawing her unwill-
ingly towards him. With the countenance and emotions of a maniac I
threw myself on him—TI strove to draw his sword—I clung to his neck
with the ferocious resolve to strangle him: he was obliged to call for assis-
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tance to disengage himself from me. On that night I led Juliet to the chapel
of our house: I made her touch the sacred relics—I harrowed her child’s
heart, and profaned her child’s lips with an oath, that she would be mine,
and mine only.

Well, those days passed away. Torella returned in a few years, and be-
came wealthier and more prosperous than ever. When I was seventeen, my
father died; he had been magnificent to prodigality; Torella rejoiced that
my minority would afford an opportunity for repairing my fortunes. Juliet
and I had been affianced beside my father’s deathbed—Torella was to be a
second parent to me.

I desired to see the world, and I was indulged. I went to Florence, to
Rome, to Naples; thence I passed to Toulon, and at length reached what
had long been the bourne of my wishes, Paris. There was wild work in
Paris then. The poor king, Charles the Sixth, now sane, now mad, now a
monarch, now an abject slave, was the very mockery of humanity. The
queen, the dauphin, the Duke of Burgundy, alternately friends and foes,—
now meeting in prodigal feasts, now shedding blood in rivalry,—were
blind to the miserable state of their country, and the dangers that im-
pended over it, and gave themselves wholly up to dissolute enjoyment or
savage strife. My character still followed me. I was arrogant and self-
willed; I loved display, and above all, I threw off all control. My young
friends were eager to foster passions which furnished them with pleasures.
1 was deemed handsome—I was master of every knightly accomplishment.
I was disconnected with any political party. I grew a favourite with all: my
presumption and arrogance was pardoned in one so young: I became a
spoiled child. Who could control me? not the letters and advice of Torella
—only strong necessity visiting me in the abhorred shape of an empty
purse. But there were means to refill this void. Acre after acre, estate after
estate, I sold. My dress, my jewels, my horses and their caparisons, were
- almost unrivalled in gorgeous Paris, while the lands of my inheritance
passed into possession of others.

The Duke of Orleans was waylaid and murdered by the Duke of Bur-
gundy. Fear and terror possessed all Paris. The dauphin and the queen
shut themselves up; every pleasure was suspended. I grew weary of this
state of things, and my heart yearned for my boyhood’s haunts. I was
nearly a beggar, yet still I would go there, claim my bride, and rebuild my
fortunes. A few happy ventures as a merchant would make me rich again.
Nevertheless, I would not return in humble guise. My last act was to
dispose of my remaining estate near Albaro for half its worth, for ready
money. Then I despatched all kinds of artificers, arras, furniture or regal
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splendour, to fit up the last relic of my inheritance, my palace in Genoa. I
lingered a little longer yet, ashamed at the part of the prodigal returned,
which I feared I should play. I sent my horses. One matchless Spanish
jennet I despatched to my promised bride: its caparisons flamed with jew-
els and cloth of gold. In every part I caused to be entwined the initials of
Juliet and her Guido. My present found favour in hers and in her father’s
eyes.

Still to return a proclaimed spendthrift, the mark of impertinent won-
der, perhaps of scorn, and to encounter singly the reproaches or taunts of
my fellow-citizens, was no alluring prospect. As a shield between me and
censure, I invited some few of the most reckless of my comrades to accom-
pany me: thus I went armed against the world, hiding a rankling feeling,
half fear and half penitence, by bravado.

I arrived in Genoa. I trod the pavement of my ancestral palace. My
proud step was no interpreter of my heart, for I deeply felt that, though
surrounded by every luxury, I was a beggar. The first step I took in claim-
ing Juliet must widely declare me such. I read contempt or pity in the
looks of all. I fancied that rich and poor, young and old, all regarded me
with derision. Torella came not near me. No wonder that my second father
should expect a son’s deference from me in waiting first on him. But,
galled and stung by a sense of my follies and demerit, I strove to throw the
blame on others. We kept nightly orgies in Palazzo Carega. To sleepless,
riotous nights followed listless, supine mornings. At the Ave Maria we
showed our dainty persons in the streets, scoffing at the sober citizens,
casting insolent glances on the shrinking women. Juliet was not among
them—no, no; if she had been there, shame would have driven me away, if
love had not brought me to her feet.

I grew tired of this. Suddenly I paid the Marchese a visit. He was at his
villa, one among the many which deck the suburb of San Pietro d’Arena.
It was the month of May, the blossoms of the fruit-trees were fading
among thick, green foliage; the vines were shooting forth; the ground
strewed with the fallen olive blooms; the firefly was in the myrtle hedge;
heaven and earth wore a mantle of surpassing beauty. Torella welcomed
me kindly, though seriously; and even his shade of displeasure soon wore
away. Some resemblance to my father—some look and tone of youthful
ingenuousness, softened the good old man’s heart. He sent for his daughter
—he presented me to her as her betrothed. The chamber became hallowed
by a holy light as she entered. Hers was that cherub look, those large, soft
eyes, full dimpled cheeks, and mouth of infantine sweetness, that expresses
the rare union of happiness and love. Admiration first possessed me; she is |

1
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mine! was the second proud emotion, and my lips curled with haughty
triumph. I had not been the enfant gdzé of the beauties of France not to
have learnt the art of pleasing the soft heart of woman. If towards men I
was overbearing, the deference I paid to them was the more in contrast. I
commenced my courtship by the display of a thousand gallantries to Juliet,
who, vowed to me from infancy, had never admitted the devotion of
others; and who, though accustomed to expressions of admiration, was
uninitiated in the language of lovers.

For a few days all went well. Torella never alluded to my extravagance;
he treated me as a favourite son. But the time came, as we discussed the
preliminaries to my union with his daughter, when this fair face of things
should be overcast. A contract had been drawn up in my father’s lifetime. I
had rendered this, in fact, void by having squandered the whole of the
wealth which was to have been shared by Juliet and myself. Torella, in
consequence, chose to consider this bond as cancelled, and proposed an-
other, in which, though the wealth he bestowed was immeasurably in-
creased, there were so many restrictions as to the mode of spending it, that
I, who saw independence only in free career being given to my own imperi-

. ous will, taunted him as taking advantage of my situation, and refused

utterly to subscribe to his conditions. The old man mildly strove to recall
me to reason. Roused pride became the tyrant of my thought: I listened
with indignation—I repelled him with disdain.

“Juliet, thou art mine! Did we not interchange vows in our innocent
childhood? Are we not one in the sight of God? and shall thy cold-hearted,
cold-blooded father divide us? Be generous, my love, be just; take not away
a gift, last treasure of thy Guido—retract not thy vows—let us defy the
world, and, setting at nought the calculations of age, find in our mutual
affection a refuge from every ill.”

Fiend I must have been with such sophistry to endeavour to poison that
sanctuary of holy thought and tender love. Juliet shrank from me af-
frighted. Her father was the best and kindest of men, and she strove to
show me how, in obeying him, every good would follow. He would receive
my tardy submission with warm affection, and generous pardon would
follow my repentance;—profitless words for a young and gentle daughter
to use to a man accustomed to make his will law, and to feel in his own
heart a despot so terrible and stern that he could yield obedience to nought
save his own imperious desires! My resentment grew with resistance; my

| wild companions were ready to add fuel to the flame. We laid a plan to
| carry off Juliet. At first it appeared to be crowned with success. Midway,
!lon our return, we were overtaken by the agonized father and his atten-

1
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dants. A conflict ensued. Before the city guard came to decide the victory
in favour of our antagonists, two of Torella’s servitors were dangerously
wounded.

This portion of my history weighs most heavily with me. Changed man
as I am, I abhor myself in the recollection. May none who hear this tale
ever have felt as I. A horse driven to fury by a rider armed with barbed
spurs was not more a slave than I to the violent tyranny of my temper. A
fiend possessed my soul, irritating it to madness. I felt the voice of con-
science within me; but if I yielded to it for a brief interval, it was only to be
a moment after torn, as by a whirlwind, away—born along on the stream
of desperate rage—the plaything of the storms engendered by pride. 1 was
imprisoned, and, at the instance of Torella, set free. Again I returned to
carry off both him and his child to France, which hapless country, then
preyed on by free-booters and gangs of lawless soldiery, offered a grateful
refuge to a criminal like me. Our plots were discovered. I was sentenced to
banishment; and, as my debts were already enormous, my remaining prop-
erty was put in the hands of commissioners for their payment. Torella
again offered his mediation, requiring only my promise not to renew my
abortive attempts on himself and his daughter. I spurned his offers, and
fancied that I triumphed when I was thrust out from Genoa, a solitary and
penniless exile. My companions were gone: they had been dismissed from
the city some weeks before, and were already in France. I was alone—
friendless, with neither sword at my side, nor ducat in my purse.

I wandered along the sea-shore, a whirlwind of passion possessing and
tearing my soul. It was as if a live coal had been set burning in my breast.
At first I meditated on what / should do. 1 would join a band of freeboot-
ers. Revengel—the word seemed balm to me; I hugged it, caressed it, till,
like a serpent, it stung me. Then again I would abjure and despise Genoa,
that little corner of the world. I would return to Paris, where so many of
my friends swarmed; where my services would be eagerly accepted; where
I would carve out fortune with my sword, and make my paltry birthplace
and the false Torella rue the day when they drove me, a new Coriolanus,
from her walls. I would return to Paris—thus on foot—a beggar—and
present myself in my poverty to those I had formerly entertained sumptu-
ously? There was gall in the mere thought of it.

The reality of things began to dawn upon my mind, bringing despair in
its train. For several months I had been a prisoner: the evils of my dungeon
had whipped my soul to madness, but they had subdued my corporeal
frame. 1 was weak and wan. Torella had used a thousand artifices to ad-
minister to my comfort; I had detected and scorned them all, and I reaped
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the harvest of my obduracy. What was to be done? Should I crouch before
my foe, and sue for forgiveness?>—Die rather ten thousand deaths!—Never
should they obtain that victory! Hate—I swore eternal hate! Hate from
whom?—to whom?—From a wandering outcast—to a mighty noble! I and
my feelings were nothing to them: already had they forgotten one so un-
worthy. And Juliet-—her angel face and sylph-like form gleamed among
the clouds of my despair with vain beauty; for I had lost her—the glory
and flower of the world! Another will call her his!—that smile of paradise
will bless another!

Even now my heart fails within me when I recur to this rout of grim-
visaged ideas. Now subdued almost to tears, now raving in my agony, still
I wandered along the rocky shore, which grew at each step wilder and
more desolate. Hanging rocks and hoar precipices overlooked the tideless
ocean; black caverns yawned; and for ever, among the seaworn recesses,
murmured and dashed the unfruitful waters. Now my way was almost
barred by an abrupt promontory, now rendered nearly impracticable by
fragments fallen from the cliff. Evening was at hand, when, seaward, arose,
as if on the waving of a wizard’s wand, a murky web of clouds, blotting the
late azure sky, and darkening and disturbing the till now placid deep. The
clouds had strange, fantastic shapes, and they changed and mingled and
seemed to be driven about by a mighty spell. The waves raised their white
crests; the thunder first muttered, then roared from across the waste of
waters, which took a deep purple dye, flecked with foam. The spot where I
stood looked, on one side, to the wide-spread ocean; on the other, it was
barred by a rugged promontory. Round this cape suddenly came, driven
by the wind, a vessel. In vain the mariners tried to force a path for her to
the open sea—the gale drove her on the rocks. It will perish!—all on board
will perish! Would I were among them! And to my young heart the idea of
death came for the first time blended with that of joy. It was an awful sight
to behold that vessel struggling with her fate. Hardly could I discern the
sailors, but I heard them. It was soon all over! A rock, just covered by the
tossing waves, and so unperceived, lay in wait for its prey. A crash of
thunder broke over my head at the moment that, with a frightful shock,
the vessel dashed upon her unseen enemy. In a brief space of time she went
to pieces. There I stood in safety; and there were my fellow-creatures
battling, how hopelessly, with annihilation. Methought I saw them strug-
gling—too truly did I hear their shrieks, conquering the barking surges in
their shrill agony. The dark breakers threw hither and thither the frag-
ments of the wreck: soon it disappeared. I had been fascinated to gaze till
the end: at last I sank on my knees—I covered my face with my hands. I
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again looked up; something was floating on the billows towards the shore.
It neared and neared. Was that a human form? It grew more and more
distinct; and at last a mighty wave, lifting the whole freight, lodged it upon
a rock. A human being bestriding a sea-chest!'—a human being! Yet was it
one? Surely never such had existed before—a misshapen dwarf, with
squinting eyes, distorted features, and body deformed, till it became a
horror to behold. My blood, lately warming towards a fellow-being so
snatched from a watery tomb, froze in my heart. The dwarf got off his
chest; he tossed his straight, struggling hair from his odious visage.

“By St. Beelzebub!” he exclaimed, “I have been well bested.” He looked
round and saw me. “Oh, by the fiend! here is another ally of the mighty
One. To what saint did you offer prayers, friend—if not to mine? Yet I
remember you not on board.”

1 shrank from the monster and his blasphemy. Again he questioned me,
and I muttered some inaudible reply. He continued:—

“Your voice is drowned by this dissonant roar. What a noise the big
ocean makes! Schoolboys bursting from their prison are not louder than
these waves set free to play. They disturb me. I will no more of their ill-
timed brawling. Silence, hoary Onel—Winds, avaunt—to your homes!—
Clouds, fly to the antipodes, and leave our heaven clear!”

As he spoke, he stretched out his two long, lank arms, that looked like
spider’s claws, and seemed to embrace with them the expanse before him.
Was it a miracle? The clouds became broken and fled; the azure sky first
peeped out, and then was spread a calm field of blue above us; the stormy
gale was exchanged to the softly breathing west; the sea grew calm; the
waves dwindled to riplets. _

“I like obedience even in these stupid elements,” said the dwarf. “How
much more in the tameless mind of man! It was a well-got-up storm, you
must allow—and all of my own making.”

It was tempting Providence to interchange talk with this magician. But
Power, in all its shapes, is respected by man. Awe, curiosity, a clinging
fascination, drew me towards him.

“Come, don’t be frightened, friend,” said the wretch: “I am good
humoured when pleased; and something does please me in your well-pro-
portioned body and handsome face, though you look a little woe-begone.
You have suffered a land—I, a sea wreck. Perhaps I can allay the tempest
of your fortunes as I did my own. Shall we be friends?”—And he held out
his hand; I could not touch it. “Well, then, companions—that will do as
well. And now, while I rest after the buffeting I underwent just now, tell
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me why, young and gallant as you seem, you wander thus alone and
downcast on this wild sea-shore.”

The voice of the wretch was screeching and horrid, and his contortions
as he spoke were frightful to behold. Yet he did gain a kind of influence
over me, which I could not master, and I told him my tale. When it was
ended, he laughed long and loud: the rocks echoed back the sound: hell
seemed yelling around me.

“Oh, thou cousin of Lucifer!” said he; “so thou too hast fallen through
thy pride; and, though bright as the son of Morning, thou art ready to give
up thy good looks, thy bride, and thy well-being, rather than submit thee
to the tyranny of good. I honour thy choice, by my soull—So thou hast
fled, and yield the day; and mean to starve on these rocks, and to let the
birds peck out thy dead eyes, while thy enemy and thy betrothed rejoice in
thy ruin. Thy pride is strangely akin to humility, methinks.”

As he spoke, a thousand fanged thoughts stung me to the heart.

“What would you that I should do?” I cried.

“I'—Oh, nothing, but lie down and say your prayers before you die.
But, were I you, I know the deed that should be done.”

I drew near him. His supernatural powers made him an oracle in my
eyes; yet a strange unearthly thrill quivered through my frame as I said,
“Speak!—teach me—what act do you advise?”

“Revenge thyself, man'—humble thy enemies!—set thy foot on the old
man’s neck, and possess thyself of his daughter!”

“To the east and west I turn,” cried I, “and see no means! Had I gold,
much could I achieve; but, poor and single, I am powerless.”

The dwarf had been seated on his chest as he listened to my story. Now
he got off; he touched a spring; it flew open! What a mine of wealth—of
blazing jewels, beaming gold, and pale silver—was displayed therein. A
mad desire to possess this treasure was born within me.

“Doubtless,” I said, “‘one so powerful as you could do all things.”

“Nay,” said the monster humbly, “I am less omnipotent than I seem.
Some things I possess which you may covet; but I would give them all for
a small share, or even for a loan of what is yours.”

“My possessions are at your service,” I replied bitterly—“my poverty,
my exile, my disgrace—I make a free gift of them all.”

“Good! I thank you. Add one other thing to your gift, and my treasure
is yours.”

“As nothing is my sole inheritance, what besides nothing would you
have?”

“Your comely face and well-made limbs.”
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I shivered. Would this all-powerful monster murder me? I had no dag-
ger. I forgot to pray—but I grew pale.

“I ask for a loan, not a gift,” said the frightful thing: “lend me your
body for three days—you shall have mine to cage your soul the while, and,
in payment, my chest. What say you to the bargain?—Three short days.”

We are told that it is dangerous to hold unlawful talk; and well do I
prove the same. Tamely written down, it may seem incredible that I should
lend any ear to this proposition; but, in spite of his unnatural ugliness,
there was something fascinating in a being whose voice could govern earth,
air, and sea. I felt a keen desire to comply; for with that chest I could
command the world. My only hesitation resulted from a fear that he would
not be true to his bargain. Then, I thought, I shall soon die here on these
lonely sands, and the limbs he covets will be mine no more:—it is worth
the chance. And, besides, I knew that, by all the rules of art-magic, there
were formula and oaths which none of its practisers dared break. I hesi-
tated to reply; and he went on, now displaying his wealth, now speaking of
the petty price he demanded, till it seemed madness to refuse. Thus is it;—
place our bark in the current of the stream, and down, over fall and
cataract it is hurried; give up our conduct to the wild torrent of passion,
and we are away, we know not whither.

He swore many an oath, and I adjured him by many a sacred name; till I
saw this wonder of power, this ruler of the elements, shiver like an autumn
leaf before my words; and as if the spirit spake unwillingly and perforce
within him, at last, he, with broken voice, revealed the spell whereby he
might be obliged, did he wish to play me false, to render up the unlawful
spoil. Our warm life-blood must mingle to make and to mar the charm.

Enough of this unholy theme. I was persuaded—the thing was done.
The morrow dawned upon me as I lay upon the shingles, and I knew not
my own shadow as it fell from me. I felt myself changed to a shape of
horror, and cursed my easy faith and blind credulity. The chest was there
—there the gold and precious stones for which I had sold the frame of
flesh which nature had given me. The sight a little stilled my emotions:
three days would soon be gone.

They did pass. The dwarf had supplied me with a plenteous store of
food. At first I could hardly walk, so strange and out of joint were all my
limbs; and my voice—it was that of the fiend. But I kept silent, and turned
my face to the sun, that I might not see my shadow, and counted the
hours, and ruminated on my future conduct. To bring Torella to my feet—
to possess my Juliet in spite of him—all this my wealth could easily
achieve. During dark night I slept, and dreamt of the accomplishment of
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' my desires. Two suns had set—the third dawned. I was agitated, fearful.

Oh expectation, what a frightful thing art thou, when kindled more by fear
than hope! How dost thou twist thyself round the heart, torturing its

. pulsations! How dost thou dart unknown pangs all through our feeble

mechanism, now seeming to shiver us like broken glass, to nothingness—
now giving us a fresh strength, which can do nothing, and so torments us
by a sensation, such as the strong man must feel who cannot break his
fetters, though they bend in his grasp. Slowly paced the bright, bright orb
up the eastern sky; long it lingered in the zenith, and still more slowly

. wandered down the west: it touched the horizon’s verge—it was lost! Its

glories were on the summits of the cliff—they grew dun and grey. The
evening star shone bright. He will soon be here.

He came not!—By the living heavens, he came not!—and night dragged
out its weary length, and, in its decaying age, “day began to grizzle its dark
hair”’; and the sun rose again on the most miserable wretch that ever
upbraided its light. Three days thus I passed. The jewels and the gold—oh,
how I abhorred them!

Well, well—I will not blacken these pages with demoniac ravings. All
too terrible were the thoughts, the raging tumult of ideas that filled my
soul. At the end of that time I slept; I had not before since the third sunset;
and I dreamt that I was at Juliet’s feet, and she smiled, and then she
shrieked—for she saw my transformation—and again she smiled, for still

. her beautiful lover knelt before her. But it was not [—it was he, the fiend,

arrayed in my limbs, speaking with my voice, winning her with my looks
of love. I strove to warn her, but my tongue refused its office; I strove to
tear him from her, but I was rooted to the ground—I awoke with the
agony. There were the solitary hoar precipices—there the plashing sea, the
quiet strand, and the blue sky over all. What did it mean? was my dream
but a mirror of the truth? was he wooing and winning my betrothed? I
would on the instant back to Genoa—but I was banished. I laughed—the
dwarf’s yell burst from my lips—I banished! Oh no! they had not exiled
the foul limbs I wore; I might with these enter, without fear of incurring
the threatened penalty of death, my own, my native city.

I began to walk towards Genoa. I was somewhat accustomed to my
distorted limbs; none were ever so ill-adapted for a straightforward move-
ment; it was with infinite difficulty that I proceeded. Then, too, I desired to
avoid all the hamlets strewed here and there on the seabeach, for I was
unwilling to make a display of my hideousness. I was not quite sure that, if

. seen, the mere boys would not stone me to death as I passed, for a mon-

ster; some ungentle salutations I did receive from the few peasants or
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fishermen I chanced to meet. But it was dark night before I approached
Genoa. The weather was so balmy and sweet that it struck me that the
Marchese and his daughter would very probably have quitted the city for
their country retreat. It was from Villa Torella that I had attempted to
carry off Juliet; I had spent many an hour reconnoitering the spot, and
knew each inch of ground in its vicinity. It was beautifully situated, embo-
somed in trees, on the margin of a stream. As I drew near, it became
evident that my conjecture was right; nay, moreover, that the hours were
being then devoted to feasting and merriment. For the house was lighted
up; strains of soft and gay music were wafted towards me by the breeze.
My heart sank within me. Such was the generous kindness of Torella’s
heart that I felt sure that he would not have indulged in public manifesta-
tions of rejoicing just after my unfortunate banishment, but for a cause I
dared not dwell upon.

The country people were all alive and flocking about; it became neces-
sary that I should conceal myself; and yet I longed to address some one, or
to hear others discourse, or in any way to gain intelligence of what was
really going on. At length, entering the walks that were in immediate
vicinity to the mansion, I found one dark enough to veil my excessive
frightfulness; and yet others as well as I were loitering in its shade. I soon
gathered all I wanted to know—all that first made my very heart die with
horror, and then boil with indignation. Tomorrow Juliet was to be given to
the penitent, reformed, beloved Guido—tomorrow my bride was to pledge
her vows to a fiend from hell! And I did this'—my accursed pride—my
demoniac violence and wicked self-idolatry had caused this act. For if I
had acted as the wretch who had stolen my form had acted—if, with a
mien at once yielding and dignified, I had presented myself to Torella,
saying, I have done wrong, forgive me; I am unworthy of your angel-child,
but permit me to claim her hereafter, when my altered conduct shall mani-
fest that I abjure my vices, and endeavour to become in some sort worthy
of her. I go to serve against the infidels; and when my zeal for religion and
my true penitence for the past shall appear to you to cancel my crimes,
permit me again to call myself your son. Thus had he spoken; and the
penitent was welcomed even as the prodigal son of Scripture: the fatted
calf was killed for him; and he, still pursuing the same path, displayed such
open-hearted regret for his follies, so humble a concession of all his rights,

and so ardent a resolve to reacquire them by a life of contrition and virtue, |
that he quickly conquered the kind old man; and full pardon, and the gift

of his lovely child, followed in swift succession.

Oh, had an angel from Paradise whispered to me to act thus! But now, |

J
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- what would be the innocent Juliet’s fate? Would God permit the foul union
—or, some prodigy destroying it, link the dishonoured name of Carega
with the worst of crimes? To-morrow at dawn they were to be married:

 there was but one way to prevent this—to meet mine enemy, and to en-

force the ratification of our agreement. I felt that this could only be done
by a mortal struggle. I had no sword—if indeed my distorted arms could

- wield a soldier’s weapon—but I had a dagger, and in that lay my hope.

' There was no time for pondering or balancing nicely the question: I might

die in the attempt; but besides the burning jealousy and despair of my own

heart, honour, mere humanity, demanded that I should fall rather than not

' destroy the machinations of the fiend.

- The guests departed—the lights began to disappear; it was evident that

the inhabitants of the villa were seeking repose. 1 hid myself among the

 trees—the garden grew desert—the gates were closed—I wandered round

and came under a window—ah! well did I know the same!—a soft twilight
 glimmered in the room—the curtains were half withdrawn. It was the
temple of innocence and beauty. Its magnificence was tempered, as it were,
by the slight disarrangements occasioned by its being dwelt in, and all the
objects scattered around displayed the taste of her who hallowed it by her
presence. I saw her enter with a quick light step—I saw her approach the
window—she drew back the curtain yet further, and looked out into the
night. Its breezy freshness played among her ringlets, and wafted them
from the transparent marble of her brow. She clasped her hands, she raised
her eyes to heaven. I heard her voice. Guido! she softly murmured—mine
own Guido! and then, as if overcome by the fulness of her own heart, she
sank on her knees;—her upraised eyes—her graceful attitude—the beam-
ing thankfulness that lighted up her face—oh, these are tame words! Heart
of mine, thou imagest ever, though thou canst not portray, the celestial
beauty of that child of light and love.

I heard a step—a quick firm step along the shady avenue. Soon I saw a
cavalier, richly dressed, young and, methought, graceful to look on, ad-
vance. I hid myself yet closer. The youth approached; he paused beneath
| the window. She arose, and again looking out she saw him, and said—I
| cannot, no, at this distant time I cannot record her terms of soft silver
 tenderness; to me they were spoken, but they were replied to by him.

“I will not go,” he cried: “‘here where you have been, where your mem-
ory glides like some heaven-visiting ghost, I will pass the long hours till we
meet, never, my Juliet, again, day or night, to part. But do thou, my love,
retire; the cold morn and fitful breeze will make thy cheek pale, and fill
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with languor thy love-lighted eyes. Ah, sweetest! could I press one kiss
upon them, I could, methinks, repose.”

And then he approached still nearer, and methought he was about to
clamber into her chamber. I had hesitated, not to terrify her; now I was no
longer master of myself. I rushed forward—I threw myself on him—I tore
him away—I cried, “O loathsome and foul-shaped wretch!”

I need not repeat epithets, all tending, as it appeared, to rail at a person I
at present feel some partiality for. A shriek rose from Juliet’s lips. I neither
heard nor saw—I fe/t only mine enemy, whose throat I grasped, and my
dagger’s hilt; he struggled, but could not escape. At length hoarsely he
breathed these words: “Dol—strike home! destroy this body—you will still
live: may your life be long and merry!”

The descending dagger was arrested at the word, and he, feeling my
hold relax, extricated himself and drew his sword, while the uproar in the
house, and flying of torches from one room to the other, showed that soon
we should be separated. In the midst of my frenzy there was much calcula-
tion:—fall 1 might, and so that he did not survive, I cared not for the
death-blow I might deal against myself. While still, therefore, he thought I
paused, and while I saw the villainous resolve to take advantage of my
hesitation, in the sudden thrust he made at me, I threw myself on his
sword, and at the same moment plunged my dagger, with a true, desperate
aim, in his side. We fell together, rolling over each other, and the tide of
blood that flowed from the gaping wound of each mingled on the grass.
More I know not—I fainted.

Again I return to life: weak almost to death, I found myself stretched
upon a bed—Juliet was kneeling beside it. Strange! my first broken request
was for a mirror. I was so wan and ghastly, that my poor girl hesitated, as
she told me afterwards; but, by the mass! I thought myself a right proper
youth when I saw the dear reflection of my own well-known features. I
confess it is a weakness, but I avow it, I do entertain a considerable affec-
tion for the countenance and limbs I behold, whenever I look at a glass;
and have more mirrors in my house, and consult them oftener, than any
beauty in Genoa. Before you too much condemn me, permit me to say that
no one better knows than I the value of his own body; no one, probably,
except myself, ever having had it stolen from him.

Incoherently I at first talked of the dwarf and his crimes, and
reproached Juliet for her too easy admission of his love. She thought me
raving, as well she might; and yet it was some time before I could prevail
on myself to admit that the Guido whose penitence had won her back for
me was myself; and while I cursed bitterly the monstrous dwarf, and blest
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the well-directed blow that had deprived him of life, I suddenly checked
myself when I heard her say, Amen! knowing that him whom she reviled
was my very self. A little reflection taught me silence—a little practice
enabled me to speak of that frightful night without any very excessive
blunder. The wound I had given myself was no mockery of one—it was
long before I recovered—and as the benevolent and generous Torella sat
beside me, talking such wisdom as might win friends to repentance, and
mine own dear Juliet hovered near me, administering to my wants, and
cheering me by her smiles, the work of my bodily cure and mental reform
went on together. I have never, indeed, wholly recovered my strength—my
cheek is paler since—my person a little bent. Juliet sometimes ventures to
allude bitterly to the malice that caused this change, but I kiss her on the
moment, and tell her all is for the best. I am a fonder and more faithful
husband, and true is this—but for that wound, never had I called her
mine.

I did not revisit the sea-shore, nor seek for the fiend’s treasure; yet, while
I ponder on the past, I often think, and my confessor was not backward in
favouring the idea, that it might be a good rather than an evil spirit, sent
by my guardian angel, to show me the folly and misery of pride. So well at
least did I learn this lesson, roughly taught as I was, that I am known now
by all my friends and fellow-citizens by the name of Guido il Cortese.
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The Faceless Thing

BY EDWARD D. HOCH

Sunset: golden flaming clouds draped over distant canyons barely seen in
the dusk of the dying day; farmland gone to rot; fields in the foreground
given over wildly to the running of the rabbit and the woodchuck; the
farmhouse gray and paint-peeled, sleeping possibly but more likely dead—
needing burial.

It hadn’t changed much in all those years. It hadn’t changed; only died.

He parked the car and got out, taking it all in with eyes still intent and
quick for all their years. Somehow he hadn’t really thought it would still
be standing. Farmhouses that were near collapse fifty years ago shouldn’t
still be standing; not when all the people, his mother and father and aunt
and the rest, were all long in their graves.

He was an old man, had been an old man almost as long as he could
remember. Youth to him was only memories of this farm, so many years
before, romping in the hay with his little sister at his side; swinging from
the barn ropes, exploring endless dark depths out beyond the last field.
After that, he was old—through misty college days and marriage to a
woman he hadn’t loved, through a business and political career that car-
ried him around the world. And never once in all those years had he
journeyed back to this place, this farmhouse now given over to the weeds
and insects. They were all dead; there was no reason to come back . . .
no reason at all.

Except the memory of the ooze.

A childhood memory, a memory buried with the years, forgotten some-
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times but always there, crowded into its own little space in his mind, was
ready to confront him and startled him with its vividness.

The ooze was a place beyond the last field, where water always collected
in the springtime and after a storm; water running over dirt and clay and
rock, merging with the soil until there was nothing underfoot but a black
ooze to rise above your boots. He’d followed the stream rushing with
storm water, followed it to the place where it cut into the side of the hill.

It was the memory of the tunnel, really, that had brought him back—
the dark tunnel leading nowhere, gurgling with rain-fed water, barely large
enough for him to fit through. A tunnel floored with unseen ooze, peopled
by unknown danger; that was a place for every boy.

Had he only been ten that day? Certainly he’d been no more than
eleven, leading the way while his nine-year-old sister followed. “This way.
Be careful of the mud.” She’d been afraid of the dark, afraid of what they
might find there. But he’d called encouragement to her; after all, what
could there be in all this ooze to hurt them?

How many years? Fifty?

“What is it, Buddy?” She’d always called him Buddy. What is it,
Buddy? Only darkness, and a place maybe darker than dark, with a half-
formed shadow rising from the ooze. He’d brought along his father’s old
lantern, and he fumbled to light it.

“Buddy!’ she’d screamed—just once—and in the flare of the match he’d
seen the thing, great and hairy and covered with ooze; something that
lived in the darkness here, something that hated the light. In that terrifying
instant it had reached out for his little sister and pulled her into the ooze.

That was the memory, a memory that came to him sometimes only at
night. It had pursued him down the years like a fabled hound, coming to
him, reminding him, when all was well with the world. It was like a
personal demon sent from Hades to torture him. He’d never told anyone
about that thing in the ooze, not even his mother. They’d cried and carried
on when his sister was found the next day, and they’d said she’d drowned.
He was not one to say differently.

And the years had passed. For a time, during his high school days, he
read the local papers—searching for some word of the thing, some veiled
news that it had come out of that forgotten cavern. But it never did; it
liked the dark and damp too much. And, of course, no one else ever
ventured into the stream bed. That was a pursuit only for the very young
and very foolish.

By the time he was twenty, the memory was fading, merging with other
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thoughts, other goals, until at times he thought it only a child’s dream. But
then at night it would come again in all its vividness, and the thing in the
0oze would beckon him.

A long life, long and crowded . . . One night he’d tried to tell his wife
about it, but she wouldn’t listen. That was the night he’d realized how
little he’d ever loved her. Perhaps he’d only married her because, in a
certain light, she reminded him of that sister of his youth. But the love that
sometimes comes later came not at all to the two of them. She was gone
now, like his youth, like his family and friends. There was only this mem-
ory remaining. The memory of a thing in the ooze.

Now the weeds were tall, beating against his legs, stirring nameless
insects to flight with every step. He pressed a handkerchief against his
brow, sponging the sweat that was forming there. Would the dark place
still be there, or had fifty years of rain and dirt sealed it forever?

“Hello there,” a voice called out. It was an old voice, barely carrying
with the breeze. He turned and saw someone on the porch of the deserted
farmhouse. An old woman, ancient and wrinkled.

“Do I know you?” he asked, moving closer.

“You may,” she answered. “You’re Buddy, aren’t you? My, how old I’ve
gotten. I used to live at the next farm, when you were just a boy. I was
young then myself. I remember you.”

“Why did you come back, Buddy? Why, after all these years?”

He was an old man. Was it necessary to explain his actions to this
woman from the past? “I just wanted to see the place,” he answered.
“Memories, you know.”

“Bitter memories. Your little sister died here, did she not?” The old
woman should have been dead, should have been dead and in her grave
long ago.

He paused in the shade of the porch roof. “She died here, yes, but that
was fifty years ago.”

“How old we grow, how ancient! Is that why you returned?”

“In a way. I wanted to see the spot.”

“Ahl! The little brook back there beyond the last field. Let me walk that
way with you. These old legs need exercise.”

“Do you live here?” he asked, wanting to escape her now but knowing
not how.

“No, still down the road. All alone now. Are you all alone, t0o?”

“I suppose so.” The high grass made walking difficult.
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“You know what they all said at the time, don’t you? They all said you
were fooling around, like you always did, and pushed her into the water.”

There was a pain in his chest from breathing so hard. He was an old
man. “Do you believe that?”

“What does it matter?” she answered. “After all these fifty years, what
does it matter?”

“Would you believe me,” he began, then hesitated into silence. Of course
she wouldn’t believe him, but he had to tell now. “Would you believe me if
I told you what happened?”

She was a very old woman and she panted to keep up even his slow pace.
She was ancient even to his old eyes, even in his world where now every-
one was old. “I would believe you,” she said.

“There was something in the ooze. Call it a monster, a demon, if you
want. I saw it in the light of a match, and I can remember it as if it were
yesterday. It took her.”

“Perhaps,” she said.

“You don’t believe me.”

“I said I wonld. This sun is hot today, even at twilight.”

“It will be gone soon. I hate to hurry you, old woman, but I must reach
the stream before dark.”

“The last field is in sight.”

Yes, it was in sight. But how would he ever fit through that small
opening, how would he face the thing, even if by some miracle it still
waited there in the ooze? Fifty years was a long long time.

“Wait here,” he said as they reached the little stream at last. It hadn’t
changed much, not really.

“You won’t find it.” He lowered his aged body into the bed of the
stream, feeling once again the familiar forgotten ooze closing over his
shoes.

“No one has to know,” she called after him. “Even if there was some-
thing, that was fifty years ago.”

But he went on, to the place where the water vanished into the rock. He
held his breath and groped for the little flashlight in his pocket. Then he
ducked his head and followed the water into the black.

It was steamy here, steamy and hot with the sweat of the earth. He
flipped on the flashlight with trembling hands and followed its narrow
beam with his eyes. The place was almost like a room in the side of the hill,
a room perhaps seven feet high, with a floor of mud and ooze that seemed

. almost to bubble as he watched.
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“Come on,” he said softly, almost to himself. “I know you’re there.
You’ve got to be there.”

And then he saw it, rising slowly from the ooze. A shapeless thing
without a face, a thing that moved so slowly it might have been dead. An
old, very old thing. For a long time he watched it, unable to move, unable
to cry out. And even as he watched, the thing settled back softly into the
00ze, as if even this small exertion had tired it.

“Rest,” he said, very quietly. “We are all so old now.”

And then he made his way back out of the cave, along the stream, and
finally pulled himself from the clinging ooze. The ancient woman was still
waiting on the bank, with fireflies playing about her in the dusk.

“Did you find anything?”’ she asked him.

“Nothing,” he answered.

“Fifty years is a long time. You shouldn’t have come back.”

He sighed and fell into step beside her. ““It was something I had to do.”

“Come up to my house, if you want. I can make you a bit of tea.”

His breath was coming better now, and the distance back to the farm-
house seemed shorter than he’d remembered. “I think I'd like that,” he
said . . .



LOVERS
AND OTHER MONSTERS

Ever since Alfred Hitchcock juxtaposed nudity and knifework in Psycho,
lesser filmmakers have been showing us countless unclad damsels bloodily
murdered, usually just before or after the act of love—as if feminine sexu-
ality were something deserving punishment. Bluestockings make a lot of

. fuss about the adolescent inoffensiveness of Playboy centerfolds but seem

to ignore the true pornography of such repugnant fare as Friday the 13th,
Prom Night and the like. Even Steven Spielberg employed this form of
sexploitation in the needlessly graphic opening of Jaws.

Yet the wedding, so to speak, of sensuality and horror is a venerable
institution in the literature of the occult and gruesome. Demon lovers, sexy
vampires, sadistic spouses, incestuous relatives all appear in the following
tales, but mostly I have tried to put the emphasis on the psychological
terrors accompanying the concept of love and/or sex in its more frighten-
ing permutations.

A few of the stories, notably those by Card, Poe, Lee and Matheson,
depend for their power on revenge, mostly prompted by loyalty to a mis-
treated loved one. These are definitely not for the squeamish.

Sample sparingly from this section. Here there be nightmares!
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The Anchor

BY JACK SNOW

How Ailil loved the beauties of the old lake! Like an ancient well into
which flowed the potent spells of the deep forest about it, the hollow of
silent, black-shaded water lay motionless in the cup of the woods; a cup of
loveliness fit for the lips of strange, forgotten Gods to sip from. As this
thought occurred to Ailil he nodded with a pleased little smile. There it
lay, cool and limpid as a great glistening jewel mounted in the green
filigree of drooping willows that wept their trailing branches about the
shore. And behind these loomed the deep shadows of the forest pines,
vague and shapeless in the faint moonlight.

Tonight Ailil had rowed to the very center of the lake, and was lying in
his tiny boat intoxicating himself with the deep, mad beauty about him. A
vast distance over his head, there was a slender crescent moon, and stars
glimmered faintly through a thin mist that overhung the lake like a veil,
protecting it from ancient eyes that might peer down through the limitless
heavens. Night birds cried out their weird notes, strange half human wails
that issued from bird throats and blended with the eerie monotony of the
thrumming bass of the frogs.

Ailil lay for a long time, listening and watching, curiously alert. He was
acutely conscious of the ancient charm of the things about him. And, as in
all things that are purely of the earth, there was something faintly sinister,
something that grimaced and threatened ever so gently and subtly. Here
was majestic, elemental beauty armed with its primeval, overpowering ap-
peal . . . often are the Pipes of Pan heard in salute of a new devotee.

Ailil loved the lake. He loved it as a part of his own life. The thought of
ever leaving it, or of ever going very far from it, wounded him like a
physical pain. Every night, he slipped away and lay on its bosom, as he
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was doing tonight, calm, peaceful and quietly happy as he floated amid the
deep beauty. Lachrymal fronds of willows drooped about the shore, and
thin wisps of spiraling mist rose slowly from the lake’s night blue surface, .
wavering and gliding.

Occasionally a firefly darted over the water, lighting the scene with the
green glow of its cold, phosphorescent fire, and like the symphonic compo-
sition of an inspired madman, the base of the frogs and the thin wailing of
the swamp birds echoed among the trees.

The soft lapping of the water on the sides of the boat recalled Ailil from
his dreaming, and he noticed that his little craft had slowly drifted back
toward the shore. Arousing himself, he pulled at the oars which slipped
noiselessly through the dark waters, and in a few minutes, he was once
more in the center of the lake.

Tonight he was free to dream as long as he wished. He would spend the
whole night with this beauty, it would be his first night on the lake. Alone
through all the deep hours of the night, and the wan moments of the early
dawn, when the sun would mingle mists of grey and gold with the blue of
the lake, and the somber green of the trees, he would rest alone and con-
tent on the bosom of this wild enchantment that he loved.

Once more in the center of the lake, Ailil lifted an ancient, time-rusted
anchor and dropped it over the side of the boat. Silently and quickly it
plunged through the dark depths of the water. How deep this ancient well
must be! Coil after coil of the rope unwound, jerking and sliding over the
side of the boat as if it were being sucked into the depths of a fathomless
abyss. Finally, with a slight quiver of the rope, the anchor touched bottom,
and Ailil made fast the rope, looping it about a hook on the boat’s side.

With a sigh, he leaned back once more in the soft cushions that padded
the hard boards of the crude boat. He thought of nothing, he was content
merely to lie there with the calm and peace of the beauty about him. How
long he remained thus he did not know. It might have been an hour, or
merely minutes, for nothing happened to disturb the tranquillity of the
scene. There was nothing to claim his attention other than the strange
similarity of the lake to a dark mirror, and the curiously twisted shadows
of the willows that kneeled about the shore, trailing their branches in the
water.

A huge moth, rising seemingly from nowhere, fluttered past his face, its
wings brushing his cheek as it passed in silent flight. The great white wings
beat the air like frail shadows as the creature fluttered slowly past him in
its curious rising and falling flight. These great night moths always im-
pressed Ailil as an ephemeral part of the night; they seemed almost a bit of
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the night itself, given life for a few brief hours and then sinking into quick
dissolution with the rising of the sun. A faint, indescribable odor of musti-
ness and age-old strangeness was wafted to Ailil as the creature brushed
past him, fluttering toward the tiny cabin which sheltered the opposite end
of the boat. The door of the cabin was opened, and drawn by the darkness,
the moth fluttered through the opening, and as Ailil watched, became a
grey ghost, and then was lost in the gloom of the cabin’s recesses.

Ailil smiled. He would have an interesting trophy of his night on the
lake. The creature must have tired its fragile wings with the long flight
across the water, and sought the boat for rest. Ailil thought it strange that
he should not have noticed it as it approached; he reflected that it seemed
almost to have risen from the water beside the boat, so suddenly did it
flutter past him.

And then the moth was forgotten as Ailil once more contemplated the
shore and the grotesquely shaped trunks and branches of the willows
which his fancy never tired of endowing with gnarled and twisted natures
to correspond with their physical shapes of grotesquerie, emphasized in
the diffused moonlight that glimmered through the mist of the lake. Again
he dreamed, and again he knew not for how long. Time was nothing. For
him it had ceased to be, and he existed as might a ripple on the lake’s
surface, or as the willows weeping on the shore.

Slowly Ailil felt himself returning. Gradually his attention was being
drawn back to the captivation of his mind and body, while unaccountably
the projection of his thoughts into the nothingness of this dark abyss of
beauty was being terminated. With something like annoyance, he realized
this, and vaguely he wondered why.

Suddenly he knew! He was not alone. His mind was bright, alert and
clear, wiped free of the cobwebs of dreams. Quickly he sat up and stared
incredibly toward the cabin at the farther end of the boat.

Seated before the entrance of the cabin, was a young girl. She was
merely sitting and staring at him with a wan and curious smile on her pale
lips. Masses of golden hair floated down her back, and away from her
head, mingling and becoming one with the sheen of the moonlight. The
faintest of colors tinged the ivory pallor of her cheeks, and about her lips
played the wisp of a smile, as tender and appealing as a child’s.

Ailil could only stare, incredibly. He was overwhelmed in an instant
with the loveliness of the picture. It possessed him and filled him with a
fascination that held something of awe. He could not speak, and for sev-
eral minutes he simply sat there and stared at this strange beauty that
blended so perfectly with the ancient loveliness of the lake. Here, pictured
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in the exquisite moldings of human flesh, was a mortal representation of
the lake’s eternal charm.

And then, a thousand thoughts began whirling in wildest confusion in
Ailil’s mind. How did she get here? Who was she? Why was she here? The
very commonplaceness of these riddles served to bring him closer to real-
ity, and he realized that the girl must have hidden herself in the cabin of
the boat. She could easily have escaped notice, since he never used the
cabin except in the daytime, and for storage. Once more, he gazed at her.
What a lovely stowaway she was! She had risen from her seat at the end of
the boat, and was making her way toward him. The touch of her filmy
white dress, brushing him, as she seated herself beside him, was like the
trailing garment of a water Goddess, an Amphitrite with all the ancient
charms of the seas at her command. Her closeness was overpowering,
intoxicating to Ailil’s beauty-drugged senses.

“You are not angry with me,” she was speaking, “for annoying you? I so
love the lake, and its beauty . . . and you too love it. That, I know.”

Her voice was like the soft, caressing murmur of a thousand little
streams, whispering in their hidden channels through night shaded forests
of cool and damp depths. Murmuring and rising and falling imperceptibly,
her words blended into a monotone of soft music. Ailil could not be sure
that she was speaking, except for the exquisite tones that lingered in his
mind and seemed to echo from a far distance.

“You are lovely,” he breathed, “you are more lovely than the lake can
ever be. Never did I dream of finding such beauty, alive and on the earth in
this day.” Ailil’s throat was strangely dry, and he spoke in a husky, low-
pitched voice. He could find nothing more to say. He could only stare at
her, marveling, and praying that he would not awake from this mad,
beautiful dream.

Already, she seemed to have forgotten him, and to have lost herself in
the beauty of the night. Smiling faintly, as if all the world’s happiness were
hers, and she was possessed of a deep, soft joy, she leaned back into the
cushions that pillowed the seat. Ailil gasped at the loveliness of her grace-
ful throat and neck, as the moonlight filled the tiny hollows with a bluish
glow, and lighted her eyes with wells of deep, glowing light.

And then Ailil’s arms were about her, drawing her close to him, and
their lips met in a kiss that was pure ecstasy and such wild delight as Ailil
had never before known. Throughout the night, they lay there in the small
dark boat, floating on the surface of the black lake. To Ailil it might have
been the lake of Paradise on which they rested. The hours were tinged with
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the strangeness of mystery, and the utter loveliness of the surroundings,
and the cries of the wild things in the swamp.

A faint greyness was stealing into the sky; the moon shone brightly and
the first hush of the dawn light was creeping over the earth, Ailil awoke
with a strange feeling of desolation and utter, unbearable loneliness. With
wretched apprehension, his eyes immediately sought the loveliness of the
creature of the night. She was gone. No trace of her remained, only the
memory of her haunting charm.

A chilling illness seized Ailil. A wave of physical suffering and nausea
swept over him. All was lost; all this wild beauty that he had loved so
. madly. Slowly the sun was routing the nocturnal beauties of the lake, and
in a short time all the strange loveliness of the night would be gone. Ailil
felt that he must flee, that he must hasten and leave the lake far behind
him. He would hide away in the depths of the woods where the sun could
not shine, where the gloom of the trees prevailed, and the light could not
penetrate.

Frenziedly he began pulling up the heavy anchor. God! Would it never
end? How deep was this ancient well that dropped into the center of the
woodland like a vast cavity! Coil after coil of the rope, he tugged through
the resisting waters. It was soaked through and slippery to the touch after
the night in the lake. It reminded Ailil of the coils of a thin, brown serpent
as it writhed and twisted from the depths of the abyss.

At last he could feel the heavy iron of the anchor swaying at the end of
the rope. It was nearing the surface, and with a few more tugs he would be
hauling it aboard, and leaving the accursed spot until night fell once more,
and he could no longer resist the mad call of the dark waters.

And then Ailil saw that which sent him forever from the lake, never to
return. Caught on a fork of the anchor was a human skeleton, dripping
with mud and ooze, and long divested of the clothing of flesh which Ailil
knew in a terrible moment had once been white, and tinged with the pallor
of finely chiseled ivory.
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When the Clock Strikes

BY TANITH LEE

Yes, the great ballroom is filled only with dust now. The slender columns
of white marble and the slender columns of rose-red marble are woven
together by cobwebs. The vivid frescoes, on which the Duke’s treasury
spent so much, are dimmed by the dust; the faces of the painted goddesses
look grey. And the velvet curtains—touch them, they will crumble. Two
hundred years now, since anyone danced in this place on the sea-green
floor in the candle-gleam. Two hundred years since the wonderful clock
struck for the very last time.

I thought you might care to examine the clock. It was considered excep-
tional in its day. The pedestal is ebony and the face fine porcelain. And
these figures, which are of silver, would pass slowly about the circlet of the
face. Each figure represents, you understand, an hour. And as the appro-
priate hours came level with this golden bell, they would strike it the
correct number of times. All the figures are unique, as you see. Beginning
at the first hour, they are, in this order, a girl-child, a dwarf, a maiden, a
youth, a lady and a knight. And here, notice, the figures grow older as the
day declines: a queen and king for the seventh and eighth hours, and after
these, an abbess and a magician and next to last, a hag. But the very last is
strangest of all. The twelfth figure; do you recognize him? It is Death. Yes,
a most curious clock. It was reckoned a marvelous thing then. But it has
not struck for two hundred years. Possibly you have been told the story?
No? Oh, but I am certain that you have heard it, in another form, perhaps.

However, as you have some while to wait for your carriage, I will re-
count the tale, if you wish.

I will start with what was said of the clock. In those years, this city was
prosperous, a stronghold—not as you see it today. Much was made in the
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city that was ornamental and unusual. But the clock, on which the twelfth
hour was Death, caused something of a stir. It was thought unlucky,
foolhardy, to have such a clock. It began to be murmured, jokingly by
some, by others in earnest, that one night when the clock struck the
twelfth hour, Death would truly strike with it.

Now life has always been a chancy business, and it was more so then.
The Great Plague had come but twenty years before and was not yet
forgotten. Besides, in the Duke’s court there was much intrigue, while
enemies might be supposed to plot beyond the city walls, as happens even
in our present age. But there was another thing.

It was rumored that the Duke had obtained both his title and the city
treacherously. Rumor declared that he had systematically destroyed those
who had stood in line before him, the members of the princely house that
formerly ruled here. He had accomplished the task slyly, hiring assassins
talented with poisons and daggers. But rumor also declared that the Duke
had not been sufficiently thorough. For though he had meant to rid himself
of all that rival house, a single descendant remained, so obscure he had not
traced her—for it was a woman.

Of course, such matters were not spoken of openly. Like the prophecy of
the clock, it was a subject for the dark.

Nevertheless, I will tell you at once, there was such a descendant he had
missed in his bloody work. And she was a woman. Royal and proud she
was, and seething with bitter spite and a hunger for vengeance, and as
bloody as the Duke, had he known it, in her own way.

For her safety and disguise, she had long ago wed a wealthy merchant in
the city, and presently bore the man a daughter. The merchant, a dealer in
silks, was respected, a good fellow but not wise. He rejoiced in his hand-
some and aristocratic wife. He never dreamed what she might be about
when he was not with her. In fact, she had sworn allegiance to Satanas. In
the dead of night she would go up into an old tower adjoining the mer-
chant’s house, and there she would say portions of the Black Mass, offer
sacrifice, and thereafter practice witchcraft against the Duke. This witch-
ery took a common form, the creation of a wax image and the maiming of
the image that, by sympathy, the injuries inflicted on the wax be passed on
to the living body of the victim. The woman was capable in what she did.
The Duke fell sick. He lost the use of his limbs and was racked by excruci-
ating pains from which he could get no relief. Thinking himself on the
brink of death, the Duke named his sixteen-year-old son his heir. This son

was dear to the Duke, as everyone knew, and be sure the woman knew it

Ltoo. She intended sorcerously to murder the young man in his turn, prefer-
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ably in his father’s sight. Thus, she let the Duke linger in his agony, and
commenced planning the fate of the prince.

Now all this while she had not been toiling alone. She had one helper. It
was her own daughter, a maid of fourteen, that she had recruited to her
service nearly as soon as the infant could walk. At six or seven, the child
had been lisping the satanic rite along with her mother. At fourteen, you
may imagine, the girl was well versed in the Black Arts, though she did
not have her mother’s natural genius for them.

Perhaps you would like me to describe the daughter at this point. It has
a bearing on the story, for the girl was astonishingly beautiful. Her hair
was the rich dark red of antique burnished copper, her eyes were the hue
of the reddish-golden amber that traders bring from the East. When she
walked, you would say she was dancing. But when she danced, a gate
seemed to open in the world, and bright fire spangled inside it, but she was
the fire.

The girl and her mother were close as gloves in a box. Their games in
the old tower bound them closer. No doubt the woman believed herself
clever to have got such a helpmate, but it proved her undoing.

It was in this manner. The silk merchant, who had never suspected his
wife for an instant of anything, began to mistrust the daughter. She was
not like other girls. Despite her great beauty, she professed no interest in
marriage, and none in clothes or jewels. She preferred to read in the garden
at the foot of the tower. Her mother had taught the girl her letters, though
the merchant himself could read but poorly. And often the father peered at
the books his daughter read, unable to make head or tail of them, yet
somehow not liking them. One night very late, the silk merchant came
home from a guild dinner in the city, and he saw a slim pale shadow
gliding up the steps of the old tower, and he knew it for his child. On
impulse, he followed her, but quietly. He had not considered any evil so
far, and did not want to alarm her. At an angle of the stair, the lighted
room above, he paused to spy and listen. He had something of a shock
when he heard his wife’s voice rise up in glad welcome. But what came
next drained the blood from his heart. He crept away and went to his
cellar for wine to stay himself. After the third glass he ran for neighbors
and for the watch.

The woman and her daughter heard the shouts below and saw the
torches in the garden. It was no use dissembling. The tower was littered
with evidence of vile deeds, besides what the woman kept in a chest be-
neath her unknowing husband’s bed. She understood it was all up with
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ber, and she understood t0o how witcheraft was punished hereabouts. She
snatched a knife from the altar.

The girl shricked when she realized what her mother was at. The
woman caught the girl by her red hair and shook her.

“Listen to me. my daughter,” she cried, “and listen carefully, for the
minutes are short. If you do as I tell you. vou can escape their wrath and
only I need die. And if you live I am satsfied. for you can carry on my
labor after me. My vengeance I shall leave you, and my witcheraft to exact
it by. Indeed. I promise you stronger powers than mine. I will beg my lord
Satanas for it and he will not deny me, for he is just, in his fashion, and I
have served him well. Now, will vou attend?”

“I will,"” said the grl.

So the woman advised her, and swore her 10 the fellowship of Hell. And
then the woman forced the knife into her own heart and dropped dead on
the floor of the tower.

When the men burst in with their swords and staves and their torches
and their madness, the girl was ready for them.

She stoad blank-faced, blank-eved, with her arms hanging at her sides.
When one touched her. she dropped down at his feet.

“Surely she is innocent.” this man said. She was lovely enough that it
was hard 1o accuse her. Then her father went to her and took her hand and
lifted her. At that the girl opened her eyes and she said, as if terrified:
“How did I come here? I was in my chamber and sleeping—""

*The woman has bewitched her,” ber father said

He desired very much that this be so. And when the girl clung to his
hand and wept, he was certain of it. They showed her the body with the
knife in it. The girl screamed and seemed to lose her senses totally.

She was put 10 bed. In the moming, a priest came and questioned her.
She answered steadfastly. She remembered nothing, not even of the great
books she had been observed reading. When they told her what was in
them. she screamed again and apparently would have thrown herself from
the narrow window. only the priest stopped her.

Finally, they brought her the holy cross in order that she might kiss it
and prove herself blameless.

Then she knelt, and whispered softly. that nobody should hear but one
—*“Lord Satznas, protect thy handmaid.” And either thet gentleman has
more power than he is credited with or else the symbols of God are only as
holy as the men who deal in them, for she embraced the cross and it left
ber unscathed.
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At that, the whole household thanked God. The whole household sav-
ing, of course, the woman’s daughter. She had another to thank.

The woman’s body was burnt, and the ashes put into unconsecrated
ground beyond the city gates. Though they had discovered her to be a
witch, they had not discovered the direction her witchcraft had selected.
Nor did they find the wax image with its limbs all twisted and stuck
through with needles. The girl had taken that up and concealed it. The
Duke continued in his distress, but he did not die. Sometimes, in the dead
of night, the girl would unearth the image from under a loose brick by the
hearth, and gloat over it, but she did nothing else. Not yet. She was four-
teen and the cloud of her mother’s acts still hovered over her. She knew
what she must do next.

The period of mourning ended.

“Daughter,” said the silk merchant to her, “why do you not remove
your black? The woman was malign and led you into wickedness. How
long will you mourn her, who deserves no mourning?”

“Oh my father,” said she, “never think I regret my wretched mother. It
is my own unwitting sin I mourn.” And she grasped his hand and spilled
her tears on it. “I would rather live in a convent,” said she, “than mingle
with proper folk. And I would seek a convent too, if it were not that I
cannot bear to be parted from you.”

Do you suppose she smiled secretly as she said this? One might suppose
it. Presently she donned a robe of sackcloth and poured ashes over her red-
copper hair. “It is my penance,” she said, “I am glad to atone for my sins.”

People forgot her beauty. She was at pains to obscure it. She slunk about
like an aged woman, a rag pulled over her head, dirt smeared on her
cheeks and brow. She elected to sleep in a cold cramped attic and sat all
day by a smoky hearth in the kitchens. When someone came to her and
begged her to wash her face and put on suitable clothes and sit in the
rooms of the house, she smiled modestly, drawing the rag or a piece of hair
over her face. “I swear,” she said, “I am glad to be humble before God and
men.”

They reckoned her pious and they reckoned her simple. Two years
passed. They mislaid her beauty altogether, and reckoned her ugly. They
found it hard to call to mind who she was exactly, as she sat in the ashes,
or shuffled unattended about the streets like a crone.

At the end of the second year, the silk merchant married again. It was
inevitable, for he was not a man who liked to live alone.

On this occasion, his choice was a harmless widow. She already had two
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daughters, pretty in an unremarkable style. Perhaps the merchant hoped
they would comfort him for what had gone before, this normal cheery wife
and the two sweet, rather silly daughters, whose chief interests were
clothes and weddings. Perhaps he hoped also that his deranged daughter
might be drawn out by company. But that hope foundered. Not that the
new mother did not try to be pleasant to the girl. And the new sisters, their
hearts grieved by her condition, went to great lengths to enlist her friend-
ship. They begged her to come from the kitchens or the attic. Failing in
that, they sometimes ventured to join her, their fine silk dresses trailing on
the greasy floor. They combed her hair, exclaiming, when some of the ash
and dirt were removed, on its color. But no sooner had they turned away,
than the girl gathered up handfuls of soot and ash and rubbed them into
her hair again. Now and then, the sisters attempted to interest their bizarre
relative in a bracelet or a gown or a current song. They spoke to her of the
young men they had seen at the suppers or the balls which were then given
regularly by the rich families of the city. The girl ignored it all. If she ever
said anything it was to do with penance and humility. At last, as must
happen, the sisters wearied of her, and left her alone. They had no cares
and did not want to share in hers. They came to resent her moping grey-
ness, as indeed the merchant’s second wife had already done.

“Can you do nothing with the girl?” she demanded of her husband.
“People will say that I and my daughters are responsible for her condition
and that I ill-treat the maid from jealousy of her dead mother.”

“Now how could anyone say that?” protested the merchant. ““When you
are famous as the epitome of generosity and kindness.”

Another year passed, and saw no huge difference in the household.

A difference there was, but not visible.

The girl who slouched in the corner of the hearth was seventeen. Under
the filth and grime she was, impossibly, more beautiful, although no one
could see it.

And there was one other invisible item—her power (which all this time
she had nurtured, saying her prayers to Satanas in the black of midnight),
her power was rising like a dark moon in her soul.

Three days after her seventeenth birthday, the girl straggled about the
streets as she frequently did. A few noted her and muttered it was the
merchant’s ugly simple daughter and paid no more attention. Most did not
know her at all. She had made herself appear one with the scores of impov-
erished flotsam which constantly roamed the city, beggars and starvelings.
Just outside the city gates, these persons congregated in large numbers,
slumped around fires of burning refuse or else wandering to and fro in
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search of edible seeds, scraps, the miracle of a dropped coin. Here the girl
now came, and began to wander about as they did. Dusk gathered and the
shadows thickened. The girl sank to her knees in a patch of earth as if she
had found something. Two or three of the beggars sneaked over to see if it
were worth snatching from her—but the girl was only scrabbling in the
empty soil. The beggars, making signs to each other that she was touched
by God—mad—Ieft her alone. But, very far from mad, the girl presently
dug up a stoppered clay urn. In this urn were the ashes and charred bones
of her mother. She had got a clue as to the location of the urn by devious
questionings here and there. Her occult power had helped her to be sure of
it.

In the twilight, padding along through the narrow streets and alleys of
the city, the girl brought the urn homeward. In the garden at the foot of
the old tower, gloom-wrapped, unwitnessed, she unstoppered the urn and
buried the ashes freshly. She muttered certain unholy magics over the
grave. Then she snapped off the sprig of a young hazel tree, and planted it
in the newly turned ground.

I hazard you have begun to recognize the story by now. I see you
suppose I tell it wrongly. Believe me, this is the truth of the matter. But if
you would rather I left off the tale . . . No doubt your carriage will soon
be here—No? Very well. I shall continue.

I think I should speak of the Duke’s son at this juncture. The prince was
nineteen, able, intelligent, and of noble bearing. He was of that rather
swarthy type of looks one finds here in the north, but tall and slim and
clear-eyed. There is an ancient square where you may see a statue of him,
but much eroded by two centuries, and the elements. After the city was
sacked, no care was lavished on it.

The Duke treasured his son. He had constant delight in the sight of the
young man and what he said and did. It was the only happiness the invalid
had.

Then, one night, the Duke screamed out in his bed. Servants came
running with candles. The Duke moaned that a sword was transfixing his
heart, an inch at a time. The prince hurried into the chamber, but in that
instant the Duke spasmed horribly and died. No mark was on his body.
There had never been a mark to show what ailed him.

The prince wept. They were genuine tears. He had nothing to reproach
his father with, everything to thank him for. Nevertheless, they brought
the young man the seal ring of the city, and he put it on.

It was winter, a cold blue-white weather with snow in the streets and
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countryside and a hard wizened sun that drove thin sharp blades of light
through the sky, but gave no warmth. The Duke’s funeral cortege passed
slowly across the snow, the broad open chariots draped with black and
silver, the black-plumed horses, the chanting priests with their glittering
robes, their jeweled crucifixes and golden censers. Crowds lined the road-
ways to watch the spectacle. Among the beggar women stood a girl. No
one noticed her. They did not glimpse the expression she veiled in her
ragged scarf. She gazed at the bier pitilessly. As the young prince rode by
in his sables, the seal ring on his hand, the eyes of the girl burned through
her ashy hair, like a red fox through grasses.

The Duke was buried in the mausoleum you can visit to this day, on the
east side of the city. Several months elapsed. The prince put his grief from
him, and took up the business of the city competently. Wise and courteous
he was, but he rarely smiled. At nineteen his spirit seemed worn. You
might think he guessed the destiny that hung over him.

The winter was a hard one, too. The snow had come, and having come
was loath to withdraw. When at last the spring returned, flushing the hills
with color, it was no longer sensible to be sad.

The prince’s name day fell about this time. A great banquet was
planned, a ball. There had been neither in the palace for nigh on three
years, not since the Duke’s fatal illness first claimed him. Now the royal

. doors were to be thrown open to all men of influence and their families.

The prince was liberal, charming and clever even in this. Aristocrat and
rich trader were to mingle in the beautiful dining room, and in this very
chamber, among the frescoes, the marbles and the candelabra. Even a
merchant’s daughter, if the merchant were notable in the city, would get to
dance on the sea-green floor, under the white eye of the fearful clock.
The clock. There was some renewed controversy about the clock. They
did not dare speak to the young prince. He was a skeptic, as his father had

. been. But had not a death already occurred? Was the clock not a flying in

the jaws of fate? For those disturbed by it, there was a dim writing in their
minds, in the dust of the street or the pattern of blossoms. When the clock
strikes—But people do not positively heed these warnings. Man is afraid of
his fears. He ignores the shadow of the wolf thrown on the paving before
him, saying: It is only a shadow.

The silk merchant received his invitation to the palace, and to be sure,
thought nothing of the clock. His house had been thrown into uproar. The
most luscious silks of his workshop were carried into the house and laid
before the wife and her two daughters, who chirruped and squealed with
excitement. The merchant stood smugly by, above it all yet pleased at
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being appreciated. “Oh, father!” cried the two sisters, “may I have this one
with the gold piping?” “Oh, father, this one with the design of pineap-
ples?” Later, a jeweler arrived and set out his trays. The merchant was
generous. He wanted his women to look their best. It might be the night of
their lives. Yet all the while, at the back of his mind, a little dark spot,
itching, aching. He tried to ignore the spot, not scratch at it. His true
daughter, the mad one. Nobody bothered to tell her about the invitation to
the palace. They knew how she would react, mumbling in her hair about
her sin and her penance, paddling her hands in the greasy ash to smear her
face. Even the servants avoided her, as if she were just the cat seated by the
fire. Less than the cat, for the cat saw to the mice—Just a block of stone.
And yet, how fair she might have looked, decked in the pick of the mer-
chant’s wares, jewels at her throat. The prince himself could not have been
unaware of her. And though marriage was impossible, other less holy,
though equally honorable contracts, might have been arranged to the bene-
fit of all concerned. The merchant sighed. He had scratched the darkness
after all. He attempted to comfort himself by watching the two sisters
exult over their apparel. He refused to admit that the finery would some-
how make them seem but more ordinary than they were by contrast.

The evening of the banquet arrived. The family set off. Most of the
servants sidled after. The prince had distributed largesse in the city; oxen
roasted in the squares and the wine was free by royal order.

The house grew somber. In the deserted kitchen the fire went out.

By the hearth, a segment of gloom rose up.

The girl glanced around her, and she laughed softly and shook out her
filthy hair. Of course, she knew as much as anyone, and more than most.
This was to be her night, too.

A few minutes later she was in the garden beneath the old tower, stand-
ing over the young hazel tree which thrust up from the earth. It had
become strong, the tree, despite the harsh winter. Now the girl nodded to
it. She chanted under her breath. At length a pale light began to glow, far
down near where the roots of the tree held to the ground. Out of the pale
glow flew a thin black bird, which perched on the girl’s shoulder. To-
gether, the girl and the bird passed into the old tower. High up, a fire
blazed that no one had lit. A tub steamed with scented water that no one
had drawn. Shapes that were not real and barely seen flitted about. Rare
perfumes, the rustle of garments, the glint of gems as yet invisible filled
and did not fill the restless air.

Need I describe further? No. You will have seen paintings which depict

the attendance upon a witch of her familiar demons. How one bathes her,
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another anoints her, another brings clothes and ornaments. Perhaps you
do not credit such things in any case. Never mind that. I will tell you what
happened in the courtyard before the palace.

Many carriages and chariots had driven through the square, avoiding
the roasting oxen, the barrels of wine, the cheering drunken citizens, and
so through the gates into the courtyard. Just before ten o’clock (the hour,
if you recall the clock, of the magician) a solitary carriage drove through
the square and into the court. The people in the square gawped at the
carriage and pressed forward to see who would step out of it, this
latecomer. It was a remarkable vehicle that looked to be fashioned of solid
gold, all but the domed roof that was transparent flashing crystal. Six
black horses drew it. The coachman and postillions were clad in crimson,
and strangely masked as curious beasts and reptiles. One of these beast-
men now hopped down and opened the door of the carriage. Qut came a
woman’s figure in a cloak of white fur, and glided up the palace stair and
in at the doors.

There was dancing in the ballroom. The whole chamber was bright and
clamorous with music and the voices of men and women. There, between
those two pillars, the prince sat in his chair, dark, courteous, seldom smil-

. ing. Here the musicians played, the deep-throated viol, the lively mando-

lin. And there the dancers moved up and down on the sea-green floor. But
the music and the dancers had just paused. The figures on the clock were
themselves in motion. The hour of the magician was about to strike.

As it struck, through the doorway came the figure in the fur cloak. And,
as if they must, every eye turned to her.

For an instant she stood there, all white, as though she had brought the
winter snow back with her. And then she loosed the cloak from her shoul-
ders, it slipped away, and she was all fire.

She wore a gown of apricot brocade embroidered thickly with gold. Her
sleeves and the bodice of her gown were slashed over ivory satin sewn with
large rosy pearls. Pearls, too, were wound in her hair that was the shade of
antique burnished copper. She was so beautiful that when the clock was
still, nobody spoke. She was so beautiful it was hard to look at her for very
long.

The prince got up from his chair. He did not know he had. Now he
started out across the floor, between the dancers, who parted silently to let
him through. He went toward the girl in the doorway as if she drew him
by a chain.

The prince had hardly ever acted without considering first what he did.
Now he did not consider. He bowed to the girl.
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“Madam,” he said. “You are welcome. Madam,” he said. “Tell me who
you are.”

She smiled.

“My rank,” she said. “Would you know that, my lord? It is similar to
yours, or would be were I now mistress in my dead mother’s palace. But,
unfortunately, an unscrupulous man caused the downfall of our house.”

“Misfortune indeed,” said the prince. “Tell me your name. Let me right
the wrong done you.”

“You shall,” said the girl. “Trust me, you shall. For my name, I would
rather keep it secret for the present. But you may call me, if you will, a pet
name I have given myself—Ashella.”

“Ashella. . . . But I see no ash about you,” said the prince, dazzled by
her gleam, laughing a little, stiffly, for laughter was not his habit.

“Ash and cinders from a cold and bitter hearth,” said she. But she
smiled again. “Now everyone is staring at us, my lord, and the musicians
are impatient to begin again. Qut of all these ladies, can it be you will lead
me in the dance?”

“As long as you will dance,” he said. “You shall dance with me.”

And that is how it was.

There were many dances, slow and fast, whirling measures and gentle
ones. And here and there, the prince and the maiden were parted. Always
then he looked eagerly after her, sparing no regard for the other girls
whose hands lay in his. It was not like him, he was usually so careful. But
the other young men who danced on that floor, who clasped her fingers or
her narrow waist in the dance, also gazed after her when she was gone. She
danced, as she appeared, like fire. Though if you had asked those young
men whether they would rather tie her to themselves, as the prince did,
they would have been at a loss. For it is not easy to keep pace with fire.

The hour of the hag struck on the clock.

The prince grew weary of dancing with the girl and losing her in the
dance to others and refinding her and losing her again.

Behind the curtains there is a tall window in the east wall that opens on 1

the terrace above the garden. He drew her out there, into the spring night.
He gave an order, and small tables were brought with delicacies and sweets

and wine. He sat by her, watching every gesture she made, as if he would |

paint her portrait afterward.
In the ballroom, here, under the clock, the people murmured. But it was

not quite the murmur you would expect, the scandalous murmur about a |
woman come from nowhere that the prince had made so much of. At the |

periphery of the ballroom, the silk merchant sat, pale as a ghost, thinking
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of a ghost, the living ghost of his true daughter. No one else recognized
her. Only he. Some trick of the heart had enabled him to know her. He
said nothing of it. As the step-sisters and wife gossiped with other wives
and sisters, an awful foreboding weighed him down, sent him cold and
dumb.

And now it is almost midnight, the moment when the page of the night
turns over into day. Almost midnight, the hour when the figure of Death
strikes the golden bell of the clock. And what will happen when the clock
strikes? Your face announces that you know. Be patient; let us see if you
do.

“I am being foolish,” said the prince to Ashella on the terrace. “But
perhaps I am entitled to be foolish, just once in my life. What are you
saying?” For the girl was speaking low beside him, and he could not catch
her words.

“I am saying a spell to bind you to me,” she said.

“But I am already bound.”

“Be bound then. Never go free.”

“I do not wish it,” he said. He kissed her hands and he said, “I do not
know you, but I will wed you. Is that proof your spell has worked? I will
wed you, and get back for you the rights you have lost.”

“If it were only so simple,” said Ashella, smiling, smiling. “But the debt
is too cruel. Justice requires a harsher payment.”

And then, in the ballroom, Death struck the first note on the golden
bell.

The girl smiled and she said,

“I curse you in my mother’s name.”

The second stroke.

“I curse you in my own name.”

The third stroke.

“And in the name of those that your father slew.”

The fourth stroke.

“And in the name of my Master, who rules the world.”

As the fifth, the sixth, the seventh strokes pealed out, the prince stood
nonplussed. At the eighth and the ninth strokes, the strength of the male-
diction seemed to curdle his blood. He shivered and his brain writhed. At
the tenth stroke, he saw a change in the loveliness before him. She grew
thinner, taller. At the eleventh stroke, he beheld a thing in a ragged black
cowl and robe. It grinned at him. It was all grin below a triangle of sockets
of nose and eyes. At the twelfth stroke, the prince saw Death and knew
him.
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In the ballroom, a hideous grinding noise, as the gears of the clock
failed. Followed by a hollow booming, as the mechanism stopped entirely.

The conjuration of Death vanished from the terrace.

Only one thing was left behind. A woman’s shoe. A shoe no woman
could ever have danced in. It was made of glass.

Did you intend to protest about the shoe? Shall I finish the story, or
would you rather I did not? It is not the ending you are familiar with. Yes,
I perceive you understand that, now.

I will go quickly, then, for your carriage must soon be here. And there is
not a great deal more to relate.

The prince lost his mind. Partly from what he had seen, partly from the
spells the young witch had netted him in. He could think of nothing but
the girl who had named herself Ashella. He raved that Death had borne
her away but he would recover her from Death. She had left the glass shoe
as token of her love. He must discover her with the aid of the shoe.
Whomsoever the shoe fitted would be Ashella. For there was this added
complication, that Death might hide her actual appearance. None had
seen the girl before. She had disappeared like smoke. The one infallible test
was the shoe. That was why she had left it for him.

His ministers would have reasoned with the prince, but he was past
reason. His intellect had collapsed as totally as only a profound intellect
can. A lunatic, he rode about the city. He struck out at those who argued
with him. On a particular occasion, drawing a dagger, he killed, not appar-
ently noticing what he did. His demand was explicit. Every woman, young
or old, maid or married, must come forth from her home, must put her
foot into the shoe of glass. They came. They had no choice. Some ap-
proached in terror, some weeping. Even the aged beggar women obliged,
and they cackled, enjoying the sight of royalty gone mad. One alone did
not come.

Now it is not illogical that out of the hundreds of women whose feet
were put into the shoe, a single woman might have been found that the
shoe fitted. But this did not happen. Nor did the situation alter, despite a
lurid fable that some, tickled by the idea of wedding the prince, cut off
their toes that the shoe might fit them. And if they did, it was to no avail,
for still the shoe did not. '

Is it really surprising? The shoe was sorcerous. It constantly changed
itself, its shape, its size, in order that no foot, save one, could ever be got
into it.
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Summer spread across the land. The city took on its golden summer
glaze, its fetid summer smell.

What had been a whisper of intrigue, swelled into a steady distant thun-
der. Plots were being hatched.

One day, the silk merchant was brought, trembling and grey of face, to
the prince. The merchant’s dumbness had broken. He had unburdened
himself of his fear at confession, but the priest had not proved honest. In
the dawn, men had knocked on the door of the mechant’s house. Now he
stumbled to the chair of the prince.

Both looked twice their years, but, if anything, the prince looked the
elder. He did not lift his eyes. Over and over in his hands he turned the
glass shoe.

The merchant, stumbling too in his speech, told the tale of his first wife
and his daughter. He told everything, leaving out no detail. He did not
even omit the end: that since the night of the banquet the girl had been
absent from his house, taking nothing with her—save a young hazel from
the garden beneath the tower.

The prince leapt from his chair.

His clothes were filthy and unkempt. His face was smeared with sweat
and dust . . . it resembled, momentarily, another face.

Without guard or attendant, the prince ran through the city toward the
merchant’s house, and on the road, the intriguers waylaid and slew him.
As he fell, the glass shoe dropped from his hands, and shattered in a
thousand fragments.

There is little else worth mentioning.

Those who usurped the city were villains and not merely that, but fools.
Within a year, external enemies were at the gates. A year more, and the
city had been sacked, half burnt out, ruined. The manner in which you find
it now, is somewhat better than it was then. And it is not now anything for
a man to be proud of. As you were quick to note, many here earn a
miserable existence by conducting visitors about the streets, the palace,
showing them the dregs of the city’s past.

Which was not a request, in fact, for you to give me money. Throw some
from your carriage window if your conscience bothers you. My own wants
are few.

No, I have no further news of the girl, Ashella, the witch. A devotee of
Satanas, she has doubtless worked plentiful woe in the world. And a witch
is long-lived. Even so, she will die eventually. None escapes Death. Then
you may pity her, if you like. Those who serve the gentleman below—who
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can guess what their final lot will be? But I am very sorry the story did not
please you. It is not, maybe, a happy choice before a journey.

And there is your carriage at last.

What? Ah, no, I shall stay here in the ballroom where you came on me.
I have often paused here through the years. It is the clock. It has a certain
—what shall I call it—power, to draw me back.

I am not trying to unnerve you. Why should you suppose that? Because
of my knowledge of the city, of the story? You think that I am implying
that I myself am Death? Now you laugh. Yes, it is absurd. Observe the
twelfth figure on the clock. Is he not as you have always heard Death
described? And am I in the least like that twelfth figure?

Although, of course, the story was not as you have heard it, either.




Son of a British army surgeon, LAFCADIO HEARN (1850-1904) lived in England,
New Orleans and Paris, but the most significant trip he took was to Japan, where he
so fell in love with the land, the people and the culture that he changed his name and
became a Japanese citizen. A poet whose prose may properly be described as tone
poems, Hearn adapted many Oriental legends into English, including quite a few
“ghost stories.” The Japanese paid a remarkable compliment to his memory when
they filmed Kwaidan, a brilliant anthology of terror tales derived from Hearn rather
than the native myths that he refashioned into evocative prose. “Oshidori,” taken
Jfrom the book, Kwaidan, is one of Hearn’s more evanescent tales, but the ending
shocked me with its sudden violence and the understated irony of its final sentence.

Oshidori

BY LAFCADIO HEARN

There was a falconer and hunter, named Sonjo, who lived in the district
called Tamura-no-Go, of the province of Mutsu. One day he went out
hunting, and could not find any game. But on his way home, at a place
called Akanuma, he perceived a pair of oshidori* (mandarin-ducks), swim-
ming together in a river that he was about to cross. To kill oshidori is not
good; but Sonjo happened to be very hungry, and he shot at the pair. His
arrow pierced the male: the female escaped into the rushes of the further
shore, and disappeared. Sonjo took the dead bird home, and cooked it.

That night he dreamed a dreary dream. It seemed to him that a beauti-
ful woman came into his room, and stood by his pillow, and began to
weep. So bitterly did she weep that Sonjo felt as if his heart were being torn
out while he listened. And the woman cried to him: “Why,—oh! why did
you kill him?—of what wrong was he guilty? . . . At Akanuma we were
so happy together,—and you killed him! . . . What harm did he ever do
you? Do you even know what you have done?—oh! do you know what a
cruel, what a wicked thing you have done? . . . Me too you have killed,
—for I will not live without my husband! . . . Only to tell you this I
came.” . . . Then again she wept aloud,—so bitterly that the voice of her
crying pierced into the marrow of the listener’s bones;—and she sobbed
out the words of this poem:—

* From ancient time, in the Far East, these birds have been regarded as emblems of conjugal
affection.
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Hi kururéba
Sasoéshi mono wo—

Akanuma no
Makomo no kuré no
Hitori-né zo uki!

[“At the coming of twilight I invited him to return with me—! Now to sleep alone
in the shadow of the rushes of Akanuma—ah! what misery unspeakablel”]*

And after having uttered these verses she exclaimed:—“Ah, you do not
know—you cannot know what you have done! But to-morrow, when you
go to Akanuma, you will see,—you will see. . . .” So saying, and weeping
very piteously, she went away.

When Sonjo awoke in the morning, this dream remained so vivid in his
mind that he was greatly troubled. He remembered the words:—*“But to-
morrow, when you go to Akanuma, you will see,—you will see.” And he
resolved to go there at once, that he might learn whether his dream was
anything more than a dream.

So he went to Akanuma; and there, when he came to the river-bank, he
saw the female oshidori swimming alone. In the same moment the bird
perceived Sonjo; but, instead of trying to escape, she swam straight to-
wards him, looking at him the while in a strange fixed way. Then, with her
beak, she suddenly tore open her own body, and died before the hunter’s
eyes. . . .

Sonjo shaved his head, and became a priest.

* There is a pathetic double meaning in the third verse; for the syllables composing the
proper name Akanuma (“‘Red Marsh’) may also be read as akanu-ma, signifying “the time of
our inseparable (or delightful) relation.” So the poem can also be thus rendered:—*“When the
day began to fail, I had invited him to accompany me. . . . ! Now, after the time of that
happy relation, what misery for the one who must slumber alone in the shadow of the
rushes!”—The makomo is a sort of large rush, used for making baskets.




Bram Stoker paid an oblique compliment to SHERIDAN LEFANU in Dracula’s Guest
(elsewhere in this volume) by setting his story in one of the same locales referred to in
“Carmilla,” the most important vampire tale in English prior to Dracula. Many
critics regard LeFanu (1814-1873) as the greatest writer of the English ghost story. 1
would certainly place him amongst the top ten. Like Stoker, LeFanu was born in
Dublin, grandnephew of the major 18th century dramatist, Richard Brinsley Sheri-
dan. Though he initially studied for a legal career, LeFanu soon embarked on his
true career, that of journalist, editor and author. Many of his supernatural tales are
acknowledged classics. “Carmilla,” like several of his other tales, is surprisingly
contemporary in its psychosexual undertone. Even today, the strain of lesbianism in
this vampire yarn may raise a few blue stockings, if not eyebrows.

Carmilla
BY SHERIDAN LEFANU

I
An Early Fright

In Styria, we, though by no means magnificent people, inhabit a castle, or
schloss. A small income, in that part of the world, goes a great way. Eight
or nine hundred a year does wonders. Scantily enough ours would have
answered among wealthy people at home. My father is English, and I bear
an English name, although I never saw England. But here, in this lonely
and primitive place, where everything is so marvellously cheap, I really
don’t see how ever so much more money would at all materially add to our
comforts, or even luxuries.

My father was in the Austrian service, and retired upon a pension and
his patrimony, and purchased this feudal residence, and the small estate on
which it stands, a bargain.

Nothing can be more picturesque or solitary. It stands on a slight emi-
nence in a forest. The road, very old and narrow, passes in front of its
drawbridge, never raised in my time, and its moat, stocked with perch, and
sailed over by many swans, and floating on its surface white fleets of water-
lilies.

Over all this the schloss shows its many-windowed front; its towers, and
its Gothic chapel.

The forest opens in an irregular and very picturesque glade before its
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gate, and at the right a steep Gothic bridge carries the road over a stream
that winds in deep shadow through the wood.

I have said that this is a very lonely place. Judge whether I say truth.
Looking from the hall door towards the road, the forest in which our
castle stands extends fifteen miles to the right, and twelve to the left. The
nearest inhabited village is about seven of your English miles to the left.
The nearest inhabited schloss of any historic associations, is that of old
General Spielsdorf, nearly twenty miles away to the right.

I have said “the nearest inhabited village,” because there is, only three
miles westward, that is to say in the direction of General Spielsdorf’s
schloss, a ruined village, with its quaint little church, now roofless, in the
aisle of which are the mouldering tombs of the proud family of Karnstein,
now extinct, who once owned the equally desolate chateau which, in the
thick of the forest, overlooks the silent ruins of the town.

Respecting the cause of the desertion of this striking and melancholy
spot, there is a legend which I shall relate to you another time.

I must tell you now, how very small is the party who constitute the
inhabitants of our castle. I don’t include servants, or those dependents who
occupy rooms in the buildings attached to the schloss. Listen, and wonder!
My father, who is the kindest man on earth, but growing old; and I, at the
date of my story, only nineteen. Eight years have passed since then. I and
my father constituted the family at the schloss. My mother, a Styrian lady, |
died in my infancy, but I had a good-natured governess, who had been
with me from, I might almost say, my infancy. I could not remember the
time when her fat, benignant face was not a familiar picture in my mem- |
ory. This was Madame Perrodon, a native of Berne, whose care and good |
nature in part supplied to me the loss of my mother, whom I do not even |
remember, so early I lost her. She made a third at our little dinner party. ’
There was a fourth, Mademoiselle De Lafontaine, a lady such as you term, .|
I believe, a “finishing governess.” She spoke French and German, Madame |
Perrodon French and broken English, to which my father and I added|
English, which, partly to prevent its becoming a lost language among us, |
and partly from patriotic motives, we spoke every day. The consequence
was a Babel, at which strangers used to laugh, and which I shall make no
attempt to reproduce in this narrative. And there were two or three young
lady friends besides, pretty nearly of my own age, who were occasional
visitors, for longer or shorter terms; and these visits I sometimes returned.

These were our regular social resources; but of course there were chance
visits from “neighbours” of only five or six leagues distance. My life was,
notwithstanding, rather a solitary one, I can assure you.
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My gouvernantes had just so much control over me as you might con-
jecture such sage persons would have in the case of a rather spoiled girl,
whose only parent allowed her pretty nearly her own way in everything.

The first occurrence in my existence, which produced a terrible impres-
sion upon my mind, which, in fact, never has been effaced, was one of the
very earliest incidents of my life which I can recollect. Some people will
think it so trifling that it should not be recorded here. You will see, how-
ever, by-and-by, why I mention it. The nursery, as it was called, though I
had it all to myself, was a large room in the upper story of the castle, with
a steep oak roof. I can’t have been more than six years old, when one night
I awoke, and looking round the room from my bed, failed to see the
nursery-maid. Neither was my nurse there; and I thought myself alone. I
was not frightened, for I was one of those happy children who are stu-
diously kept in ignorance of ghost stories, of fairy tales, and of all such lore
as makes us cover up our heads when the door creaks suddenly, or the
flicker of an expiring candle makes the shadow of a bed-post dance upon
the wall, nearer to our faces. I was vexed and insulted at finding myself, as
I conceived, neglected, and I began to whimper, preparatory to a hearty
bout of roaring; when to my surprise, I saw a solemn, but very pretty face
looking at me from the side of the bed. It was that of a young lady who
was kneeling, with her hands under the coverlet. I looked at her with a
kind of pleased wonder, and ceased whimpering. She caressed me with her
hands, and lay down beside me on the bed, and drew me towards her,
smiling; I felt immediately delightfully soothed, and fell asleep again. I was
wakened by a sensation as if two needles ran into my breast very deep at
the same moment, and I cried loudly. The lady started back, with her eyes
fixed on me, and then slipped down upon the floor, and, as I thought, hid
herself under the bed.

I was now for the first time frightened, and I yelled with all my might
and main. Nurse, nursery-maid, housekeeper, all came running in, and
hearing my story, they made light of it, soothing me all they could mean-
while. But, child as I was, I could perceive that their faces were pale with
an unwonted look of anxiety, and I saw them look under the bed, and
about the room, and peep under tables and pluck open cupboards; and the
housekeeper whispered to the nurse: “Lay your hand along that hollow in
the bed; some one did lie there, so sure as you did not; the place is still
warm.”

I remember the nursery-maid petting me, and all three examining my
chest, where I told them I felt the puncture, and pronouncing that there
was no sign visible that any such thing had happened to me.
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The housekeeper and the two other servants who were in charge of the
nursery, remained sitting up all night; and from that time a servant always
sat up in the nursery until I was about fourteen.

1 was very nervous for a long time after this. A doctor was called in, he
was pallid and elderly. How well I remember his long saturnine face,
slightly pitted with smallpox, and his chestnut wig. For a good while, every
second day, he came and gave me medicine, which of course I hated.

The morning after I saw this apparition I was in a state of terror, and
could not bear to be left alone, daylight though it was, for a moment.

I remember my father coming up and standing at the bedside, and
talking cheerfully, and asking the nurse a number of questions, and laugh-
ing very heartily at one of the answers; and patting me on the shoulder,
and kissing me, and telling me not to be frightened, that it was nothing but
a dream and could not hurt me.

But I was not comforted, for I knew the visit of the strange woman was
not a dream; and I was awfully frightened.

I was a little consoled by the nursery-maid’s assuring me that it was she
who had come and looked at me, and lain down beside me in the bed, and
that I must have been half-dreaming not to have known her face. But this,
though supported by the nurse, did not quite satisfy me.

I remembered, in the course of that day, a venerable old man, in a black
cassock, coming into the room with the nurse and housekeeper, and talk-
ing a little to them, and very kindly to me; his face was very sweet and
gentle, and he told me they were going to pray, and joined my hands
together, and desired me to say, softly, while they were praying, “Lord
hear all good prayers for us, for Jesus’ sake.” I think these were the very
words, for I often repeated them to myself, and my nurse used for years to
make me say them in my prayers.

I remembered so well the thoughtful sweet face of that white-haired old
man, in his black cassock, as he stood in that rude, lofty, brown room,
with the clumsy furniture of a fashion three hundred years old, about him,
and the scanty light entering its shadowy atmosphere through the small
lattice. He kneeled, and the three women with him, and he prayed aloud
with an earnest quavering voice for, what appeared to me, a long time. I
forget all my life preceding that event, and for some time after it is all
obscure also, but the scenes I have just described stand out vivid as the
isolated pictures of the phantasmagoria surrounded by darkness.
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11
A Guest

I am now going to tell you something so strange that it will require all
your faith in my veracity to believe my story. It is not only true, neverthe-
less, but truth of which I have been an eye-witness.

It was a sweet summer evening, and my father asked me, as he some-
times did, to take a little ramble with him along that beautiful forest vista
which I have mentioned as lying in front of the schloss.

“General Spielsdorf cannot come to us so soon as I had hoped,” said my
father, as we pursued our walk.

He was to have paid us a visit of some weeks, and we had expected his
arrival next day. He was to have brought with him a young lady, his niece
and ward, Mademoiselle Rheinfeldt, whom I had never seen, but whom I
had heard described as a very charming girl, and in whose society I had
promised myself many happy days. I was more disappointed than a young
lady living in a town, or a bustling neighbourhood can possibly imagine.
This visit, and the new acquaintance it promised, had furnished my day
dream for many weeks.

“And how soon does he come?” I asked.

“Not till autumn. Not for two months, I dare say,” he answered. “And I
am very glad now, dear, that you never knew Mademoiselle Rheinfeldt.”

“And why?” I asked, both mortified and curious.

“Because the poor young lady is dead,” he replied. “I quite forgot I had
not told you, but you were not in the room when I received the General’s
letter this evening.”

1 was very much shocked. General Spielsdorf had mentioned in his first
letter, six or seven weeks before, that she was not so well as he would wish
her, but there was nothing to suggest the remotest suspicion of danger.

“Here is the General’s letter,” he said, handing it to me. “I am afraid he
is in great affliction; the letter appears to me to have been written very
nearly in distraction.”

We sat down on a rude bench, under a group of magnificent limetrees.
The sun was setting with all its melancholy splendour behind the sylvan
horizon, and the stream that flows beside our home, and passes under the
steep old bridge I have mentioned, wound through many a group of noble
trees, almost at our feet, reflecting in its current the fading crimson of the
sky. General Spielsdorf’s letter was so extraordinary, so vehement, and in



156 CARMILLA

some places so self-contradictory, that I read it twice over—the second
time aloud to my father—and was still unable to account for it, except by
supposing that grief had unsettled his mind.

It said “I have lost my darling daughter, for as such I loved her. During
the last days of dear Bertha’s illness I was not able to write to you. Before
then I had no idea of her danger. I have lost her, and now learn a/l, too
late. She died in the peace of innocence, and in the glorious hope of a
blessed futurity. The fiend who betrayed our infatuated hospitality has
done it all. I thought I was receiving into my house innocence, gaiety, a
charming companion for my lost Bertha. Heavens! what a fool have I been!
I thank God my child died without a suspicion of the cause of her suffer-
ings. She is gone without so much as conjecturing the nature of her illness,
and the accursed passion of the agent of all this misery. I devote my
remaining days to tracking and extinguishing a monster. I am told I may
hope to accomplish my righteous and merciful purpose. At present there is
scarcely a gleam of light to guide me. I curse my conceited incredulity, my
despicable affectation of superiority, my blindness, my obstinacy—all—too
late. I cannot write or talk collectedly now. I am distracted. So soon as I
shall have a little recovered, I mean to devote myself for a time to enquiry,
which may possibly lead me as far as Vienna. Some time in the autumn,
two months hence, or earlier if I live, I will see you—that is, if you permit
me; I will then tell you all that I scarce dare put upon paper now. Farewell.
Pray for me, dear friend.”

In these terms ended this strange letter. Though I had never seen Bertha
Rheinfeldt my eyes filled with tears at the sudden intelligence; I was star-
tled, as well as profoundly disappointed.

The sun had now set, and it was twilight by the time I had returned the
General’s letter to my father.

It was a soft clear evening, and we loitered, speculating upon the possi-
ble meanings of the violent and incoherent sentences which I had just been
reading. We had nearly a mile to walk before reaching the road that passes
the schloss in front, and by that time the moon was shining brilliantly. At
the drawbridge we met Madame Perrodon and Mademoiselle De Lafon-
taine, who had come out, without their bonnets, to enjoy the exquisite
moonlight.

We heard their voices gabbling in animated dialogue as we approached.
We joined them at the drawbridge, and turned about to admire with them
the beautiful scene.

The glade through which we had just walked lay before us. At our left
the narrow road wound away under clumps of lordly trees, and was lost to
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sight amid the thickening forest. At the right the same road crosses the
steep and picturesque bridge, near which stands a ruined tower which once
guarded that pass; and beyond the bridge an abrupt eminence rises, cov-
ered with trees, and showering in the shadows some grey ivy-clustered
rocks.

Over the sward and low grounds a thin film of mist was stealing, like
smoke, marking the distances with a transparent veil; and here and there
we could see the river faintly flashing in the moonlight.

No softer, sweeter scene could be imagined. The news I had just heard
made it melancholy; but nothing could disturb its character of profound
serenity, and the enchanted glory and vagueness of the prospect.

My father, who enjoyed the picturesque, and I, stood looking in silence
over the expanse beneath us. The two good governesses, standing a little
way behind us, discoursed upon the scene, and were eloquent upon the
moon.

Madame Perrodon was fat, middle-aged, and romantic, and talked and
sighed poetically. Mademoiselle De Lafontaine—in right of her father,
who was a German, assumed to be psychological, metaphysical, and some-
thing of a mystic—now declared that when the moon shone with a light so
intense it was well known that it indicated a special spiritual activity. The
effect of the full moon in such a state of brilliancy was manifold. It acted
on dreams, it acted on lunacy, it acted on nervous people; it had marvel-
lous physical influences connected with life. Mademoiselle related that her
cousin, who was mate of a merchant ship, having taken a nap on deck on
such a night, lying on his back, with his face full in the light on the moon,
had wakened, after a dream of an old woman clawing him by the cheek,
with his features horribly drawn to one side; and his countenance had
never quite recovered its equilibrium.

“The moon, this night,” she said, “‘is full of idyllic and magnetic influ-
ence—and see, when you look behind you at the front of the schloss how
all its windows flash and twinkle with that silvery splendour, as if unseen
hands had lighted up the rooms to receive fairy guests.”

There are indolent states of the spirits in which, indisposed to talk our-
selves, the talk of others is pleasant to our listless ears; and I gazed on,
pleased with the tinkle of the ladies’ conversation.

“I have got into one of my moping moods to-night,” said my father,
after a silence, and quoting Shakespeare, whom, by way of keeping up our
English, he used to read aloud, he said:
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““In truth I know not why I am so sad:
It wearies me; you say it wearies you;
But how I got it—came by it’

“I forget the rest. But I feel as if some great misfortune were hanging
over us. I suppose the poor General’s afflicted letter has had something to
do with it.”

At this moment the unwonted sound of carriage wheels and many hoofs
upon the road, arrested our attention.

They seemed to be approaching from the high ground overlooking the
bridge, and very soon the equipage emerged from that point. Two horse-
men first crossed the bridge, then came a carriage drawn by four horses,
and two men rode behind.

It seemed to be the travelling carriage of a person of rank; and we were
all immediately absorbed in watching that very unusual spectacle. It be-
came, in a few moments, greatly more interesting, for just as the carriage
had passed the summit of the steep bridge, one of the leaders, taking fright,
communicated his panic to the rest, and after a plunge or two, the whole
team broke into a wild gallop together, and dashing between the horsemen
who rode in front, came thundering along the road towards us with the
speed of a hurricane.

The excitement of the scene was made more painful by the clear, long-
drawn screams of a female voice from the carriage window.

We all advanced in curiosity and horror; my father in silence, the rest
with various ejaculations of terror.

Our suspense did not last long. Just before you reach the castle draw-
bridge, on the route they were coming, there stands by the roadside a
magnificent lime-tree, on the other stands an ancient stone cross, at sight
of which the horses, now going at a pace that was perfectly frightful,
swerved so as to bring the wheel over the projecting roots of the tree.

I knew what was coming. I covered my eyes, unable to see it out, and
turned my head away; at the same moment I heard a cry from my lady-
friends, who had gone on a little.

Curiosity opened my eyes, and I saw a scene of utter confusion. Two of

wheels in the air; the men were busy removing the traces, and a lady, with
a commanding air and figure had got out, and stood with clasped hands,
raising the handkerchief that was in them every now and then to her eyes.
Through the carriage door was now lifted a young lady, who appeared to
be lifeless. My dear old father was already beside the elder lady, with his “)
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hat in his hand, evidently tendering his aid and the resources of his schloss.
The lady did not appear to hear him, or to have eyes for anything but the
slender girl who was being placed against the slope of the bank.

I approached; the young lady was apparently stunned, but she was cer-
tainly not dead. My father, who piqued himself on being something of a
physician, had just had his fingers on her wrist and assured the lady, who
declared herself her mother, that her pulse, though faint and irregular, was
undoubtedly still distinguishable. The lady clasped her hands and looked
upward, as if in a momentary transport of gratitude; but immediately she
broke out again in that theatrical way which is, I believe, natural to some
people.

She was what is called a fine looking woman for her time of life, and
must have been handsome; she was tall, but not thin, and dressed in black
velvet, and looked rather pale, but with a proud and commanding counte-
nance, though now agitated strangely.

“Was ever being so born to calamity?”” I heard her say, with clasped
hands, as I came up. “Here am I, on a journey of life and death, in
prosecuting which to lose an hour is possibly to lose all. My child will not
have recovered sufficiently to resume her route for who can say how long.
I must leave her; I cannot, dare not, delay. How far on, sir, can you tell, is
the nearest village? I must leave her there; and shall not see my darling, or
even hear of her till my return, three months hence.”

I plucked my father by the coat, and whispered earnestly in his ear:
“Oh! papa, pray ask her to let her stay with us—it would be so delightful.
Do, pray.”

“If Madame will entrust her child to the care of my daughter, and of her
good gouvernante, Madame Perrodon, and permit her to remain as our
guest, under my charge, until her return, it will confer a distinction and an
obligation upon us, and we shall treat her with all the care and devotion
which so sacred a trust deserves.”

“I cannot do that, sir, it would be to task your kindness and chivalry too
cruelly,” said the lady, distractedly.

“It would, on the contrary, be to confer on us a very great kindness at
the moment when we most need it. My daughter has just been disap-
pointed by a cruel misfortune, in a visit from which she had long antici-
pated a great deal of happiness. If you confide this young lady to our care
it will be her best consolation. The nearest village on your route is distant,
and affords no such inn as you could think of placing your daughter at;
you cannot allow her to continue her journey for any considerable distance
without danger. If, as you say, you cannot suspend your journey, you must
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part with her to-night, and nowhere could you do so with more honest
assurances of care and tenderness than here.”

There was something in this lady’s air and appearance so distinguished,
and even imposing, and in her manner so engaging, as to impress one,
quite apart from the dignity of her equipage, with a conviction that she
was a person of consequence.

By this time the carriage was replaced in its upright position, and the
horses, quite tractable, in the traces again.

The lady threw on her daughter a glance which I fancied was not quite
so affectionate as one might have anticipated from the beginning of the
scene; then she beckoned slightly to my father, and withdrew two or three
steps with him out of hearing; and talked to him with a fixed and stern
countenance, not at all like that with which she had hitherto spoken.

I was filled with wonder that my father did not seem to perceive the
change, and also unspeakably curious to learn what it could be that she
was speaking, almost in his ear, with so much earnestness and rapidity.

Two or three minutes at most I think she remained thus employed, then
she turned, and a few steps brought her to where her daughter lay, sup-
ported by Madame Perrodon. She kneeled beside her for a moment and
whispered, as Madame supposed, a little benediction in her ear; then hast-
ily kissing her she stepped into her carriage, the door was closed, the
footmen in stately liveries jumped up behind, the outriders spurred on, the
postillions cracked their whips, the horses plunged and broke suddenly
into a furious canter that threatened soon again to become a gallop, and
the carriage whirled away, followed at the same rapid pace by the two
horsemen in the rear.

111
We Compare Notes

We followed the cortége with our eyes until it was swiftly lost to sight in |

the misty wood; and the very sound of the hoofs and the wheels died away |

in the silent night air.

Nothing remained to assure us that the adventure had not been an |

illusion of a moment but the young lady, who just at that moment opened |
her eyes. I could not see, for her face was turned from me, but she raised |
her head, evidently looking about her, and I heard a very sweet voice ask 4
complainingly, “Where is mamma?”’ 1

i
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Our good Madame Perrodon answered tenderly, and added some com-
fortable assurances.

I then heard her ask:

“Where am I? What is this place?”” and after that she said, “I don’t see
the carriage; and Matska, where is she?”

Madame answered all her questions in so far as she understood them;
and gradually the young lady remembered how the misadventure came
about, and was glad to hear that no one in, or in attendance on, the
carriage was hurt; and on learning that her mamma had left her here, till
her return in about three months, she wept.

I was going to add my consolations to those of Madame Perrodon when
Mademoiselle De Lafontaine placed her hand upon my arm, saying:

“Don’t approach, one at a time is as much as she can at present con-
verse with; a very little excitement would possibly overpower her now.”

As soon as she is comfortably in bed, I thought, I will run up to her
room and see her.

My father in the meantime had sent a servant on horseback for the
physician, who lived about two leagues away; and a bedroom was being
prepared for the young lady’s reception.

The stranger now rose, and leaning on Madame’s arm, walked slowly
over the drawbridge and into the castle gate.

In the hall, servants waited to receive her, and she was conducted forth-
with to her room.

The room we usually sat in as our drawing-room is long, having four
windows, that looked over the moat and drawbridge, upon the forest scene
I have just described.

It is furnished in old carved oak, with large carved cabinets, and the
chairs are cushioned with crimson Utrecht velvet. The walls are covered
with tapestry, and surrounded with great gold frames, the figures being as
large as life, in ancient and very curious costume, and the subjects repre-
sented are hunting, hawking, and generally festive. It is not too stately to
be extremely comfortable; and here we had our tea, for with his usual
patriotic leanings he insisted that the national beverage should make its
appearance regularly with our coffee and chocolate.

We sat here this night, and with candles lighted, were talking over the
adventure of the evening.

Madame Perrodon and Mademoiselle De Lafontaine were both of our
party. The young stranger had hardly lain down in her bed when she sank
into a deep sleep; and those ladies had left her in the care of a servant.
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“How do you like our guest?” I asked, as soon as Madame entered.
“Tell me all about her?”

“I like her extremely,” answered Madame, “she is, I almost think, the
prettiest creature I ever saw; about your age, and so gentle and nice.”

“She is absolutely beautiful,” threw in Mademoiselle, who had peeped
for a moment into the stranger’s room.

“And such a sweet voice!” added Madame Perrodon.

“Did you remark a woman in the carriage, after it was set up again, who
did not get out,” inquired Mademoiselle, “but only looked from the win-
dow?”

“No, we had not seen her.”

Then she described a hideous black woman, with a sort of coloured
turban on her head, and who was gazing all the time from the carriage
window, nodding and grinning derisively towards the ladies, with gleam-
ing eyes and large white eye-balls, and her teeth set as if in fury.

“Did you remark what an ill-looking pack of men the servants were?”
asked Madame.

“Yes,” said my father, who had just come in, “ugly, hang-dog looking
fellows, as ever I beheld in my life. I hope they mayn’t rob the poor lady in
the forest. They are clever rogues, however; they got everything to rights
in a minute.”

“I dare say they are worn out with too long travelling,” said Madame.
“Besides looking wicked, their faces were so strangely lean, and dark, and
sullen. I am very curious, I own; but I dare say the young lady will tell us
all about it to-morrow, if she is sufficiently recovered.”

“I don’t think she will,” said my father, with a mysterious smile, and a
little nod of his head, as if he knew more about it than he cared to tell us.

This made us all the more inquisitive as to what had passed between him
and the lady in the black velvet, in the brief but earnest interview that had
immediately preceded her departure.

We were scarcely alone, when I entreated him to tell me. He did not
need much pressing.

“There is no particular reason why I should not tell you. She expressed
a reluctance to trouble us with the care of her daughter, saying she was in
delicate health, and nervous, but not subject to any kind of seizure—she
volunteered that—nor to any illusion; being, in fact, perfectly sane.”

“How very odd to say all that!” I interpolated. “‘It was so unnecessary.”

“At all events it was said,” he laughed, “and as you wish to know all
that passed, which was indeed very little, I tell you. She then said, ‘I am
making a long journey of vital importance—she emphasized the word—
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rapid and secret; I shall return for my child in three months; in the mean-
time, she will be silent as to who we are, whence we come, and whither we
are travelling.’ That is all she said. She spoke very pure French. When she
said the word ‘secret,” she paused for a few seconds, looking sternly, her
eyes fixed on mine. I fancy she makes a great point of that. You saw how
quickly she was gone. I hope I have not done a very foolish thing, in taking
charge of the young lady.”

For my part, I was delighted. I was longing to see and talk to her; and
only waiting till the doctor should give me leave. You, who live in towns,
can have no idea how great an event the introduction of a new friend is, in
such a solitude as surrounded us.

The doctor did not arrive till nearly one o’clock; but I could no more
have gone to my bed and slept, than I could have overtaken, on foot, the
carriage in which the princess in black velvet had driven away.

When the physician came down to the drawing-room, it was to report
very favourably upon his patient. She was now sitting up, her pulse quite
regular, apparently perfectly well. She had sustained no injury, and the
little shock to her nerves had passed away quite harmlessly. There could
be no harm certainly in my seeing her, if we both wished it; and, with this
permission, I sent, forthwith, to know whether she would allow me to visit
her for a few minutes in her room.

The servant returned immediately to say that she desired nothing more.

You may be sure I was not long in availing myself of this permission.

Our visitor lay in one of the handsomest rooms in the schloss. It was,
perhaps, a little stately. There was a sombre piece of tapestry opposite the
foot of the bed, representing Cleopatra with the asps to her bosom; and
other solemn classic scenes were displayed, a little faded, upon the other
walls. But there was gold carving, and rich and varied colour enough in
the other decorations of the room, to more than redeem the gloom of the
old tapestry.

There were candles at the bed-side. She was sitting up; her slender pretty
figure enveloped in the soft silk dressing-gown, embroidered with flowers,
and lined with thick quilted silk, which her mother had thrown over her
feet as she lay upon the ground.

What was it that, as I reached the bed-side and had just begun my little
greeting, struck me dumb in a moment, and made me recoil a step or two
from before her? 1 will tell you.

I saw the very face which had visited me in my childhood at night,
which remained so fixed in my memory, and on which I had for so many
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years so often ruminated with horror, when no one suspected of what I
was thinking.

It was pretty, even beautiful; and when I first beheld it, wore the same
melancholy expression.

But this almost instantly lighted into a strange fixed smile of recogni-
tion.

There was a silence of fully a minute, and then at length she spoke; I
could not.

“How wonderful!” she exclaimed. “Twelve years ago, I saw your face in
a dream, and it has haunted me ever since.”

“Wonderful indeed!” I repeated, overcoming with an effort the horror
that had for a time suspended my utterances. “Twelve years ago, in vision
or reality, I certainly saw you. I could not forget your face. It has re-
mained before my eyes ever since.”

Her smile had softened. Whatever I had fancied strange in it, was gone,
and it and her dimpling cheeks were now delightfully pretty and intelli-
gent.

I felt reassured, and continued more in the vein which hospitality indi-
cated, to bid her welcome, and to tell her how much pleasure her acciden-
tal arrival had given us all, and especially what a happiness it was to me.

I took her hand as I spoke. I was a little shy, as lonely people are, but
the situation made me eloquent, and even bold. She pressed my hand, she
laid hers upon it, and her eyes glowed, as, looking hastily into mine, she
smiled again, and blushed.

She answered my welcome very prettily. I sat down beside her, still
wondering; and she said:

“I must tell you my vision about you; it is so very strange that you and I
should have had, each of the other so vivid a dream, that each should have
seen, I you and you me, looking as we do now, when of course we both
were mere children. I was a child, about six years old, and I awoke from a
confused and troubled dream, and found myself in a room, unlike my
nursery, wainscoted clumsily in some dark wood, and with cupboards and
bedsteads, and chairs, and benches placed about it. The beds were, I
thought, all empty, and the room itself without anyone but myself in it;
and I, after looking about me for some time, and admiring especially an
iron candlestick with two branches, which I should certainly know again,
crept under one of the beds to reach the window; but as I got from under
the bed, I heard someone crying; and looking up, while I was still upon my
knees, I saw you—most assuredly you—as I see you now; a beautiful
young lady, with golden hair and large blue eyes, and lips—your lips—
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you, as you are here. Your looks won me; I climbed on the bed and put my
arms about you, and I think we both fell asleep. I was aroused by a scream;
you were sitting up screaming. I was frightened, and slipped down upon
the ground, and, it seemed to me, lost consciousness for a moment; and
when I came to myself, I was again in my nursery at home. Your face I
have never forgotten since. I could not be misled by mere resemblance.
You are the lady whom I saw then.”

It was now my turn to relate my corresponding vision, which 1 did, to
the undisguised wonder of my new acquaintance.

“I don’t know which should be most afraid of the other,” she said, again
smiling—*“If you were less pretty I think I should be very much afraid of
you, but being as you are, and you and I both so young, I feel only that I
have made your acquaintance twelve years ago, and have already a right to
your intimacy; at all events it does seem as if we were destined, from our
earliest childhood, to be friends. I wonder whether you feel as strangely
drawn towards me as I do to you; I have never had a friend—shall I find
one now?”’ She sighed, and her fine dark eyes gazed passionately on me.

Now the truth is, I felt rather unaccountably towards the beautiful
stranger. I did feel, as she said, “drawn towards her,” but there was also
something of repulsion. In this ambiguous feeling, however, the sense of
attraction immensely prevailed. She interested and won me; she was so
beautiful and so indescribably engaging.

I perceived now something of languor and exhaustion stealing over her,
and hastened to bid her good night.

“The doctor thinks,” I added, “that you ought to have a maid to sit up
with you to-night; one of ours is waiting, and you will find her a very
useful and quiet creature.”

“How kind of you, but I could not sleep, I never could with an atten-
dant in the room. I shan’t require any assistance—and, shall I confess my
weakness, I am haunted with a terror of robbers. Our house was robbed
once, and two servants murdered, so I always lock my door. It has become
a habit—and you look so kind I know you will forgive me. I see there is a
key in the lock.”

She held me close in her pretty arms for a moment and whispered in my
ear, “Good night, darling, it is very hard to part with you, but good night;
to-morrow, but not early, I shall see you again.”

She sank back on the pillow with a sigh, and her fine eyes followed me
with a fond and melancholy gaze, and she murmured again “Good night,
dear friend.”

Young people like, and even love, on impulse. I was flattered by the
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evident, though as yet undeserved, fondness she showed me. I liked the
confidence with which she at once received me. She was determined that
we should be very near friends.

Next day came and we met again. I was delighted with my companion;
that is to say, in many respects.

Her looks lost nothing in daylight—she was certainly the most beautiful
creature I had ever seen, and the unpleasant remembrance of the face
presented in my early dream, had lost the effect of the first unexpected
recognition.

She confessed that she had experienced a similar shock on seeing me,
and precisely the same faint antipathy that had mingled with my admira-
tion of her. We now laughed together over our momentary horrors.

v
Her Habits—A Saunter

I told you that I was charmed with her in most particulars.

There were some that did not please me so well.

She was above the middle height of women. I shall begin by describing
her. She was slender, and wonderfully graceful. Except that her move-
ments were languid—very languid—indeed, there was nothing in her ap-
pearance to indicate an invalid. Her complexion was rich and brilliant; her
features were small and beautifully formed; her eyes large, dark, and lus-
trous; her hair was quite wonderful, I never saw hair so magnificently
thick and long when it was down about her shoulders; I have often placed
my hands under it, and laughed with wonder at its weight. It was exqui-
sitely fine and soft, and in colour a rich very dark brown, with something
of gold. I loved to let it down, tumbling with its own weight, as, in her
room, she lay back in her chair talking in her sweet low voice, I used to
fold and braid it, and spread it out and play with it. Heavens! If I had but
known all!

I said there were particulars which did not please me. I have told you
that her confidence won me the first night I saw her; but I found that she
exercised with respect to herself, her mother, her history, everything in
fact connected with her life, plans, and people, an ever wakeful reserve. I
dare say I was unreasonable, perhaps I was wrong; I dare say I ought to
have respected the solemn injunction laid upon my father by the stately
lady in black velvet. But curiosity is a restless and unscrupulous passion,
and no one girl can endure, with patience, that hers should be baffled by
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another. What harm could it do anyone to tell me what I so ardently
desired to know? Had she no trust in my good sense or honour? Why
would she not believe me when I assured her, so solemnly, that I would
not divulge one syllable of what she told me to any mortal breathing.

There was a coldness, it seemed to me, beyond her years, in her smiling
melancholy persistent refusal to afford me the least ray of light.

I cannot say we quarrelled upon this point, for she would not quarrel
upon any. It was, of course, very unfair of me to press her, very ill-bred,
but I really could not help it; and I might just as well have let it alone.

What she did tell me amounted, in my unconscionable estimation—to
nothing.

It was all summed up in three very vague disclosures:

First—Her name was Carmilla.

Second—Her family was very ancient and noble.

Third—Her home lay in the direction of the west.

She would not tell me the name of her family, nor their armorial bear-
ings, nor the name of their estate, nor even that of the country they lived
in.

You are not to suppose that I worried her incessantly on these subjects. I
watched opportunity, and rather insinuated than urged my inquiries. Once
or twice, indeed, I did attack her more directly. But no matter what my
tactics, utter failure was invariably the result. Reproaches and caresses
were all lost upon her. But I must add this, that her evasion was conducted
with so pretty a melancholy and deprecation, with so many, and even
passionate declarations of her liking for me, and trust in my honour, and
with so many promises that I should at last know all, that I could not find
it in my heart long to be offended with her.

She used to place her pretty arms about my neck, draw me to her, and
laying her cheek to mine, murmur with her lips near my ear, “Dearest,
your little heart is wounded; think me not cruel because I obey the irresist-
ible law of my strength and weakness; if your dear heart is wounded, my

| wild heart bleeds with yours. In the rapture of my enormous humiliation I

live in your warm life, and you shall die—die, sweetly die—into mine. I
cannot help it; as I draw near to you, you, in your turn, will draw near to
others, and learn the rapture of that cruelty, which yet is love; so, for a
while, seek to know no more of me and mine, but trust me with all your
loving spirit.”

And when she had spoken such a rhapsody, she would press me more
closely in her trembling embrace, and her lips in soft kisses gently glow
upon my cheek.
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Her agitations and her language were unintelligible to me.

From these foolish embraces, which were not of very frequent occur-
rence, I must allow, I used to wish to extricate myself, but my energies
seemed to fail me. Her murmured words sounded like a lullaby in my ear,
and soothed my resistance into a trance, from which I only seemed to
recover myself when she withdrew her arms.

In these mysterious moods I did not like her. I experienced a strange
tumultuous excitement that was pleasurable, ever and anon, mingled with
a vague sense of fear and disgust. I had no distinct thoughts about her
while such scenes lasted, but I was conscious of a love growing into adora-
tion, and also of abhorrence. This I know is paradox, but I can make no
other attempt to explain the feeling.

I now write, after an interval of more than ten years, with a trembling
hand, with a confused and horrible recollection of certain occurrences and
situations, in the ordeal through which I was unconsciously passing;
though with a vivid and very sharp remembrance of the main current of
my story. But, I suspect, in all lives there are certain emotional scenes,
those in which our passions have been most wildly and terribly roused,
that are of all others the most vaguely and dimly remembered.

Sometimes after an hour of apathy, my strange and beautiful companion
would take my hand and hold it with a fond pressure, renewed again and
again; blushing softly, gazing in my face with languid and burning eyes,
and breathing so fast that her dress rose and fell with the tumultuous
respiration. It was like the ardour of a lover; it embarrassed me; it was
hateful and yet over-powering; and with gloating eyes she drew me to her,
and her hot lips travelled along my cheek in kisses; and she would whisper,
almost in sobs, “You are mine, you shall be mine, you and I are one for
ever.” Then she has thrown herself back in her chair, with her small hands
over her eyes, leaving me trembling.

“Are we related,” I used to ask; “what can you mean by all this? I
remind you perhaps of some one whom you love; but you must not, I hate
it; I don’t know you—I don’t know myself when you look so and talk so.”

She used to sigh at my vehemence, then turn away and drop my hand.

Respecting these very extraordinary manifestations I strove in vain to

form any satisfactory theory—I could not refer them to affectation or

trick. It was unmistakably the momentary breaking out of suppressed in-

stinct and emotion. Was she, notwithstanding her mother’s volunteered 1

denial, subject to brief visitations of insanity; or was there here a disguise
and a romance? I had read in old story books of such things. What if a

boyish lover had found his way into the house, and sought to prosecute his |’
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suit in masquerade, with the assistance of a clever old adventuress. But
there were many things against this hypothesis, highly interesting as it was
to my vanity.

I could boast of no little attentions such as masculine gallantry delights
to offer. Between these passionate moments there were long intervals of
common-place, of gaiety, of brooding melancholy, during which, except
that I detected her eyes so full of melancholy fire, following me, at times I
might have been as nothing to her. Except in these brief periods of mysteri-
ous excitement her ways were girlish; and there was always a languor
about her, quite incompatible with a masculine system in a state of health.

In some respects her habits were odd. Perhaps not so singular in the
opinion of a town lady like you, as they appeared to us rustic people. She
used to come down very late, generally not till one o’clock, she would then
take a cup of chocolate, but eat nothing; we then went out for a walk,
which was a mere saunter, and she seemed, almost immediately, ex-
hausted, and either returned to the schloss or sat on one of the benches
that were placed, here and there, among the trees. This was a bodily
languor in which her mind did not sympathise. She was always an ani-
mated talker, and very intelligent.

She sometimes alluded for a moment to her own home, or mentioned an
adventure or situation, or an early recollection, which indicated a people of
strange manners, and described customs of which we knew nothing. I
gathered from these chance hints that her native country was much more
remote than I had at first fancied.

As we sat thus one afternoon under the trees a funeral passed us by. It
was that of a pretty young girl, whom I had often seen, the daughter of one
of the rangers of the forest. The poor man was walking behind the coffin of
his darling; she was his only child, and he looked quite heartbroken. Peas-
ants walking two-and-two came behind, they were singing a funeral hymn.

I rose to mark my respect as they passed, and joined in the hymn they
were very sweetly singing.

My companion shook me a little roughly, and I turned surprised.

She said brusquely, “Don’t you perceive how discordant that is?”

I think it very sweet, on the contrary,” I answered, vexed at the inter-
ruption, and very uncomfortable, lest the people who composed the little
procession should observe and resent what was passing.

I resumed, therefore, instantly, and was again interrupted. “You pierce
my ears,” said Carmilla, almost angrily, and stopping her ears with her
tiny fingers. “Besides, how can you tell that your religion and mine are the
same; your forms wound me, and I hate funerals. What a fuss! Why you
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must die—everyone must die; and all are happier when they do. Come
home.”

“My father has gone on with the clergyman to the churchyard. I
thought you knew she was to be buried to-day.”

“She? 1 don’t trouble my head about peasants. I don’t know who she is,”
answered Carmilla, with a flash from her fine eyes.

“She is the poor girl who fancied she saw a ghost a fortnight ago, and
has been dying ever since, till yesterday, when she expired.”

“Tell me nothing about ghosts. I shan’t sleep to-night if you do.”

“I hope there is no plague or fever coming; all this looks very like it,” I
continued. “The swineherd’s young wife died only a week ago, and she
thought something seized her by the throat as she lay in her bed, and
nearly strangled her. Papa says such horrible fancies do accompany some
forms of fever. She was quite well the day before. She sank afterwards, and
died before a week.”

“Well, her funeral is over, I hope, and ser hymn sung; and our ears
shan’t be tortured with that discord and jargon. It has made me nervous.
Sit down here, beside me; sit close; hold my hand; press it hard—hard—
harder.”

We had moved a little back, and had come to another seat.

She sat down. Her face underwent a change that alarmed and even
terrified me for a moment. It darkened, and became horribly livid; her
teeth and hands were clenched, and she frowned and compressed her lips,
while she stared down upon the ground at her feet, and trembled all over
with a continued shudder as irrepressible as ague. All her energies seemed
strained to suppress a fit, with which she was then breathlessly tugging;
and at length a low convulsive cry of suffering broke from her, and gradu-
ally the hysteria subsided. “There! That comes of strangling people with
hymns!” she said at last. “Hold me, hold me still. It is passing away.”

And so gradually it did; and perhaps to dissipate the sombre impression
which the spectacle had left upon me, she became unusually animated and
chatty; and so we got home.

This was the first time I had seen her exhibit any definable symptoms of
that delicacy of health which her mother had spoken of. It was the first
time, also, I had seen her exhibit anything like temper.

Both passed away like a summer cloud; and never but once afterwards
did I witness on her part a momentary sign of anger. I will tell you how it
happened.

She and I were looking out of one of the long drawing-room windows,
when there entered the courtyard, over the drawbridge, a figure of a



SHERIDAN LEFANU 171

wanderer whom I knew very well. He used to visit the schloss generally
twice a year.

It was the figure of a hunchback, with the sharp lean features that
generally accompany deformity. He wore a pointed black beard, and he
was smiling from ear to ear, showing his white fangs. He was dressed in
buff, black, and scarlet, and crossed with more straps and belts than I
could count, from which hung all manner of things. Behind, he carried a
magic-lantern, and two boxes, which I well knew, in one of which was a
salamander, and in the other a mandrake. These monsters used to make
my father laugh. They were compounded of parts of monkeys, parrots,
squirrels, fish, and hedgehogs, dried and stitched together with great neat-
ness and startling effect. He had a fiddle, a box of conjuring apparatus, a
pair of foils and masks attached to his belt, several other mysterious cases
dangling about him, and a black staff with copper ferrules in his hand. His
companion was a rough spare dog, that followed at his heels, but stopped
short, suspiciously at the drawbridge, and in a little while began to howl
dismally.

In the meantime, the mountebank, standing in the midst of the court-
yard, raised his grotesque hat, and made us a very ceremonious bow,
paying his compliments very volubly in execrable French, and German not
much better. Then, disengaging his fiddle, he began to scrape a lively air,
to which he sang with a merry discord, dancing with ludicrous airs and
activity, that made me laugh, in spite of the dog’s howling.

Then he advanced to the window with many smiles and salutations, and
his hat in his left hand, his fiddle under his arm, and with a fluency that
never took breath, he gabbled a long advertisement of all his accomplish-
ments, and the resources of the various arts which he placed at our service,
and the curiosities and entertainments which it was in his power, at our
bidding, to display.

“Will your ladyships be pleased to buy an amulet against the oupire,
which is going like the wolf, I hear, through these woods,” he said, drop-
ping his hat on the pavement. “They are dying of it right and left, and here
is a charm that never fails; only pinned to the pillow, and you may laugh in
his face.”

These charms consisted of oblong slips of vellum, with cabalistic ciphers
and diagrams upon them.

Carmilla instantly purchased one, and so did I.

He was looking up, and we were smiling down upon him, amused; at
least, I can answer for myself. His piercing black eye, as he looked up in
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our faces, seemed to detect something that fixed for a moment his curios-
ity.

In an instant he unrolled a leather case, full of all manner of odd little
steel instruments.

“See here, my lady,” he said, displaying it, and addressing me, “I pro-
fess, among other things less useful, the art of dentistry. Plague take the
dog!” he interpolated. “Silence, beast! He howls so that your ladyships can
scarcely hear a word. Your noble friend, the young lady at your right, has
the sharpest tooth,—long, thin, pointed, like an awl, like a needle; ha, ha!
With my sharp and long sight, as I look up, I have seen it distinctly; now if
it happens to hurt the young lady, and I think it must, here am I, here are
my file, my punch, my nippers; I will make it round and blunt, if her
ladyship pleases; no longer the tooth of a fish, but of a beautiful young lady
as she is. Hey? Is the young lady displeased? Have I been too bold? Have I
offended her?”

The young lady, indeed, looked very angry as she drew back from the
window.

“How dares that mountebank insult us so? Where is your father? I shall
demand redress from him. My father would have had the wretch tied up to
the pump, and flogged with a cart-whip, and burnt to the bones with the
castle brand!”

She retired from the window a step or two, and sat down, and had
hardly lost sight of the offender, when her wrath subsided as suddenly as it
had risen, and she gradually recovered her usual tone, and seemed to
forget the little hunchback and his follies.

My father was out of spirits that evening. On coming in he told us that
there had been another case very similar to the two fatal ones which had
lately occurred. The sister of a young peasant on his estate, only a mile
away, was very ill, had been, as she described it, attacked very nearly in
the same way, and was now slowly but steadily sinking.

“All this,” said my father, “is strictly referable to natural causes. These
poor people infect one another with their superstitions, and so repeat in
imagination the images of terror that have infested their neighbours.”

“But that very circumstance frightens one horribly,” said Carmilla.

“How s0?” inquired my father.

“I am so afraid of fancying I see such things; I think it would be as bad
as reality.”

“We are in God’s hands; nothing can happen without his permission,
and all will end well for those who love him. He is our faithful creator; He
has made us all, and will take care of us.”
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“Creator! Nature!” said the young lady in answer to my gentle father.
“And this disease that invades the country is natural. Nature. All things
proceed from Nature—don’t they? All things in the heaven, in the earth,
and under the earth, act and live as Nature ordains? I think so.”

“The doctor said he would come here to-day,” said my father, after a
silence. “I want to know what he thinks about it, and what he thinks we
had better do.”

“Doctors never did me any good,” said Carmilla.

“Then you have been ill?” I asked.

“More ill than ever you were,” she answered.

“Long ago?”

“Yes, a long time. I suffered from this very illness; but I forget all but my
pain and weakness, and they were not so bad as are suffered in other
diseases.”

“You were very young then?”

“I dare say; let us talk no more of it. You would not wound a friend?”
She looked languidly in my eyes, and passed her arm round my waist
lovingly, and led me out of the room. My father was busy over some
papers near the window.

“Why does your papa like to frighten us?’ said the pretty girl, with a
sigh and a little shudder.

“He doesn’t, dear Carmilla, it is the very furthest thing from his mind.”

“Are you afraid, dearest?”

“I should be very much if I fancied there was any real danger of my
being attacked as those poor people were.”

“You are afraid to die?”

“Yes, every one is.”

“But to die as lovers may—to die together, so that they may live to-
gether. Girls are caterpillars while they live in the world, to be finally
butterflies when the summer comes; but in the meantime there are grubs
and larvae, don’t you see—each with their peculiar propensities, necessities
and structure. So says Monsieur Buffon, in his big book, in the next
room.”

Later in the day the doctor came, and was closeted with papa for some
time. He was a skilful man, of sixty and upwards, he wore powder, and
shaved his pale face as smooth as a pumpkin. He and papa emerged from
the room together, and I heard papa laugh, and say as they came out:

“Well, I do wonder at a wise man like you. What do you say to hippo-
griffs and dragons?”

The doctor was smiling, and made answer, shaking his head—
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“Nevertheless life and death are mysterious states, and we know little of
the resources of either.”

And so they walked on, and I heard no more. I did not then know what
the doctor had been broaching, but I think I guess it now.

\Y
A Wonderful Likeness

This evening there arrived from Gratz the grave, dark-faced son of the
picture cleaner, with a horse and cart laden with two large packing cases,
having many pictures in each. It was a journey of ten leagues, and when-
ever a messenger arrived at the schloss from our little capital of Gratz, we
used to crowd about him in the hall, to hear the news.

This arrival created in our secluded quarters quite a sensation. The cases
remained in the hall, and the messenger was taken charge of by the ser-
vants till he had eaten his supper. Then with assistants, and armed with
hammer, ripping-chisel, and turnscrew, he met us in the hall, where we
had assembled to witness the unpacking of the cases.

Carmilla sat looking listlessly on, while one after the other the old pic-
tures, nearly all portraits, which had undergone the process of renovation,
were brought to light. My mother was of an old Hungarian family, and
most of these pictures, which were about to be restored to their places, had
come to us through her.

My father had a list in his hand, from which he read, as the artist
rummaged out the corresponding numbers. I don’t know that the pictures
were very good, but they were, undoubtedly, very old, and some of them
very curious also. They had, for the most part, the merit of being now seen
by me, I may say, for the first time; for the smoke and dust of time had all
but obliterated them.

“There is a picture that I have not seen yet,” said my father. “In one
corner, at the top of it, is the name, as well as I could read, ‘Marcia
Karnstein,” and the date ‘1698’; and I am curious to see how it has turned
out.”

I remembered it; it was a small picture, about a foot and a half high, and
nearly square, without a frame; but it was so blackened by age that I could
not make it out.

The artist now produced it, with evident pride. It was quite beautiful; it
was startling; it seemed to live. It was the effigy of Carmilla!

“Carmilla, dear, here is an absolute miracle. Here you are, living, smil-
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ing, ready to speak, in this picture. Isn’t it beautiful, papa? And see, even
the little mole on her throat.”

My father laughed, and said “Certainly it is a wonderful likeness,” but
he looked away, and to my surprise seemed but little struck by it, and went
on talking to the picture cleaner, who was also something of an artist, and
discoursed with intelligence about the portraits or other works, which his
art had just brought into light and colour, while 7 was more and more lost
in wonder the more I looked at the picture.

“Will you let me hang this picture in my room, papa?” I asked.

“Certainly, dear,” said he, smiling, “I’'m very glad you think it so like. It
must be prettier even than I thought it, if it is.”

The young lady did not acknowledge this pretty speech, did not seem to
hear it. She was leaning back in her seat, her fine eyes under their long
lashes gazing on me in contemplation, and she smiled in a kind of rapture.

“And now you can read quite plainly the name that is written in the
corner. It is not Marcia; it looks as if it was done in gold. The name is
Mircalla, Countess Karnstein, and this is a little coronet over it, and un-
derneath A.D. 1698. I am descended from the Karnsteins; that is, mamma
was.”

“Ah!” said the lady, languidly, “so am I, I think, a very long descent,
very ancient. Are there any Karnsteins living now?”

“None who bear the name, I believe. The family were ruined, I believe,
in some civil wars, long ago, but the ruins of the castle are only about three
miles away.”

“How interesting!” she said, languidly. ‘‘But see what beautiful moon-
light!”” She glanced through the hall-door, which stood a little open. “Sup-
pose you take a little ramble round the court, and look down at the road
and river.”

“It is so like the night you came to us,” I said.

She sighed, smiling.

She rose, and each with her arm about the other’s waist, we walked out
upon the pavement.

In silence, slowly we walked down to the drawbridge, where the beauti-
ful landscape opened before us.

“And so you were thinking of the night I came here?” she almost whis-
pered. “Are you glad I came?”

“Delighted, dear Carmilla,” I answered.

“And you asked for the picture you think like me, to hang in your
room,” she murmured with a sigh, as she drew her arm closer about my

'~ waist, and let her pretty head sink upon my shoulder.
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“How romantic you are, Carmilla,” I said. “Whenever you tell me your
story, it will be made up chiefly of some one great romance.”

She kissed me silently.

“I am sure, Carmilla, you have been in love; that there is, at this mo-
ment, an affair of the heart going on.”

“I have been in love with no one, and never shall,” she whispered,
“unless it should be with you.”

How beautiful she looked in the moonlight!

Shy and strange was the look with which she quickly hid her face in my
neck and hair, with tumultuous sighs, that seemed almost to sob, and
pressed in mine a hand that trembled.

Her soft cheek was glowing against mine. “Darling, darling,” she mur-
mured, “I live in you; and you would die for me, I love you so.”

I started from her.

She was gazing on me with eyes from which all fire, all meaning had
flown, and a face colourless and apathetic.

“Is there a chill in the air, dear?” she said drowsily. “I almost shiver;

have I been dreaming? Let us come in. Come; come; come in.”

“You look ill, Carmilla; a little faint. You certainly must take some |

wine,” I said.
“Yes, I will. I'm better now. I shall be quite well in a few minutes. Yes,
do give me a little wine,” answered Carmilla, as we approached the door.

“Let us look again for a moment; it is the last time, perhaps, I shall see the

moonlight with you.”
“How do you feel now, dear Carmilla? Are you really better?” I asked.
I was beginning to take alarm, lest she should have been stricken with
the strange epidemic that they said had invaded the country about us.
“Papa would be grieved beyond measure,” I added, “if he thought you
were ever so little ill, without immediately letting us know. We have a very
skilful doctor near this, the physician who was with papa to-day.”

“I'm sure he is. I know how kind you all are; but, dear child, I am quite '

well again. There is nothing ever wrong with me, but a little weakness. |

People say I am languid; I am incapable of exertion; I can scarcely walk as |
far as a child of three years old; and every now and then the little strength i

I have falters, and I become as you have just seen me. But after all I am |
very easily set up again; in a moment I am perfectly myself. See how I have |
recovered.”

So, indeed, she had; and she and I talked a great deal, and very ani- |
mated she was; and the remainder of that evening passed without any |
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recurrence of what I called her infatuations. I mean her crazy talk and
looks, which embarrassed, and even frightened me.

But there occurred that night an event which gave my thoughts quite a
new turn, and seemed to startle even Carmilla’s languid nature into mo-
mentary energy.

VI
A Very Strange Agony

When we got into the drawing-room, and had sat down to our coffee and
chocolate, although Carmilla did not take any, she seemed quite herself
again, and Madame, and Mademoiselle De Lafontaine, joined us, and
made a little card party, in the course of which papa came in for what he
called his “dish of tea.”

When the game was over he sat down beside Carmilla on the sofa, and
asked her, a little anxiously, whether she had heard from her mother since
her arrival.

She answered “No.”

He then asked whether she knew where a letter would reach her at
present.

“I cannot tell,” she answered ambiguously, “but I have been thinking of
leaving you; you have been already too hospitable and too kind to me. I
have given you an infinity of trouble, and I should wish to take a carriage
to-morrow, and post in pursuit of her; I know where I shall ultimately find
her, although I dare not yet tell you.”

“But you must not dream of any such thing,” exclaimed my father, to
my great relief. “We can’t afford to lose you so, and I won’t consent to
your leaving us, except under the care of your mother, who was so good as
to consent to your remaining with us till she should herself return. I
should be quite happy if I knew that you heard from her; but this evening
the accounts of the progress of the mysterious disease that has invaded our
neighbourhood, grow even more alarming; and my beautiful guest, I do
feel the responsibility, unaided by advice from your mother, very much.
But I shall do my best; and one thing is certain, that you must not think of
leaving us without her distinct direction to that effect. We should suffer too
much in parting from you to consent to it easily.”

“Thank you, sir, a thousand times for your hospitality,” she answered,
smiling bashfully. “You have all been too kind to me; I have seldom been
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so happy in all my life before, as in your beautiful chiteau, under your
care, and in the society of your dear daughter.”

So he gallantly, in his old-fashioned way, kissed her hand, smiling and
pleased at her little speech.

I accompanied Carmilla as usual to her room, and sat and chatted with
her while she was preparing for bed.

“Do you think,” I said at length, “that you will ever confide fully in
me?”

She turned round smiling, but made no answer, only continued to smile
on me.

“You won’t answer that?” I said. ““You can’t answer pleasantly; I ought
not to have asked you.”

“You were quite right to ask me that, or anything. You do not know
how dear you are to me, or you could not think any confidence too great to
look for. But I am under vows, no nun half so awfully, and I dare not tell
my story yet, even to you. The time is very near when you shall know
everything. You will think me cruel, very selfish, but love is always selfish;
the more ardent the more selfish. How jealous I am you cannot know. You
must come with me, loving me, to death; or else hate me and still come
with me, and hating me through death and after. There is no such word as
indifference in my apathetic nature.”

“Now, Carmilla, you are going to talk your wild nonsense again,” I said
hastily.

“Not I, silly little fool as I am, and full of whims and fancies; for your
sake I'll talk like a sage. Were you ever at a ball?”

“No; how you do run on. What is it like? How charming it must be.”

“I almost forget, it is years ago.”

1 laughed.

“You are not so old. Your first ball can hardly be forgotten yet.”

“I remember everything about it—with an effort. I see it all, as divers
see what is going on above them, through a medium, dense, rippling, but
transparent. There occurred that night what has confused the picture, and
made its colours faint. I was all but assassinated in my bed, wounded
here,” she touched her breast, “and never was the same smce =

“Were you near dying?”’

“Yes, very—a cruel love—strange love, that would have taken my life.
Love will have its sacrifices. No sacrifice without blood. Let us go to sleep
now; I feel so lazy. How can I get up just now and lock my door?”

She was lying with her tiny hands buried in her rich wavy hair, under
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her cheek, her little head upon the pillow, and her glittering eyes followed
me wherever I moved, with a kind of shy smile that I could not decipher.

I bid her good night, and crept from the room with an uncomfortable
sensation.

I often wondered whether our pretty guest ever said her prayers. I cer-
tainly had never seen her upon her knees. In the morning she never came
down until long after our family prayers were over, and at night she never
left the drawing-room to attend our brief evening prayers in the hall.

If it had not been that it had casually come out in one of our careless
talks that she had been baptised, I should have doubted her being a Chris-
tian. Religion was a subject on which I had never heard her speak a word.
If I had known the world better, this particular neglect or antipathy would
not have so much surprised me.

The precautions of nervous people are infectious, and persons of a like
temperament are pretty sure, after a time, to imitate them. I had adopted
Carmilla’s habit of locking her bedroom door, having taken into my head
all her whimsical alarms about midnight invaders and prowling assassins. I
had also adopted her precaution of making a brief search through her
room, to satisfy herself that no lurking assassin or robber was “en-
sconced.”

These wise measures taken, I got into my bed and fell asleep. A light
was burning in my room. This was an old habit, of very early date, and
which nothing could have tempted me to dispense with.

Thus fortified I might take my rest in peace. But dreams come through
stone walls, light up dark rooms, or darken light ones, and their persons
make their exits and their entrances as they please, and laugh at lock-
smiths.

I had a dream that night that was the beginning of a very strange agony.

I cannot call it a nightmare, for I was quite conscious of being asleep.
But I was equally conscious of being in my room, and lying in bed, pre-
cisely as I actually was. I saw, or fancied I saw, the room and its furniture
just as I had seen it last, except that it was very dark, and I saw something
moving round the foot of the bed, which at first I could not accurately
distinguish. But I soon saw that it was a sooty-black animal that resembled
a monstrous cat. It appeared to me about four or five feet long, for it
measured fully the length of the hearthrug as it passed over it; and it
continued to-ing and fro-ing with the lithe, sinister restlessness of a beast
in a cage. I could not cry out, although as you may suppose, I was terri-
fied. Its pace was growing faster, and the room rapidly darker and darker,
and at length so dark that I could no longer see anything of it but its eyes.
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I felt it spring lightly on the bed. The two broad eyes approached my face,
and suddenly I felt a stinging pain as if two large needles darted, an inch or
two apart, deep into my breast. I waked with a scream. The room was
lighted by the candle that burnt there all through the night, and I saw a
female figure standing at the foot of the bed, a little at the right side. It was
in a dark loose dress, and its hair was down and covered its shoulders. A
block of stone could not have been more still. There was not the slightest
stir of respiration. As I stared at it, the figure appeared to have changed its
place, and was now nearer the door; then, close to it, the door opened, and
it passed out.

I was now relieved, and able to breathe and move. My first thought was
that Carmilla had been playing me a trick, and that I had forgotten to
secure my door. I hastened to it, and found it locked as usual on the inside.
I was afraid to open it—I was horrified. I sprang into my bed and covered
my head up in the bedclothes, and lay there more dead than alive till
morning.

VII
Descending

It would be vain my attempting to tell you the horror with which, even
now, I recall the occurrence of that night. It was no such transitory terror
as a dream leaves behind it. It seemed to deepen by time, and communi-
cated itself to the room and the very furniture that had encompassed the
apparition.

I could not bear next day to be alone for a moment. I should have told
papa, but for two opposite reasons. At one time I thought he would laugh
at my story, and I could not bear its being treated as a jest; and at another,
I thought he might fancy that I had been attacked by the mysterious
complaint which had invaded our neighbourhood. I had myself no misgiv-
ings of the kind, and as he had been rather an invalid for some time, I was
afraid of alarming him.

I was comfortable enough with my good-natured companions, Madame
Perrodon, and the vivacious Mademoiselle Lafontaine. They both per-
ceived that I was out of spirits and nervous, and at length I told them what
lay so heavy at my heart.

Mademoiselle laughed, but I fancied that Madame Perrodon looked
anxious.
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“By-the-by,” said Mademoiselle, laughing, “the long lime-tree walk, be-
hind Carmilla’s bedroom-window, is haunted!”

“Nonsense!” exclaimed Madame, who probably thought the theme
rather inopportune, “and who tells that story, my dear?”

“Martin says that he came up twice, when the old yard-gate was being
repaired, before sunrise, and twice saw the same female figure walking
down the lime-tree avenue.”

“So he well might, as long as there are cows to milk in the river fields,”
said Madame.

“I daresay; but Martin chooses to be frightened, and never did I see fool
more frightened.”

“You must not say a word about it to Carmilla, because she can see
down that walk from her room window,” I interposed, “and she is, if
possible, a greater coward than 1.”

Carmilla came down rather later than usual that day.

“I was so frightened last night,” she said, so soon as were together, “and
I am sure I should have seen something dreadful if it had not been for that
charm I bought from the poor little hunchback whom I called such hard
names. I had a dream of something black coming round my bed, and I
awoke in a perfect horror, and I really thought, for some seconds, I saw a
dark figure near the chimney-piece, but I felt under my pillow for my
charm, and the moment my fingers touched it, the figure disappeared, and
I felt quite certain, only that I had it by me, that something frightful would
have made its appearance, and, perhaps, throttled me, as it did those poor
people we heard of.”

“Well, listen to me,” I began, and recounted my adventure, at the recital
of which she appeared horrified.

“And had you the charm near you?” she asked, earnestly.

“No, I had dropped it into a china vase in the drawing-room, but I shall
certainly take it with me to-night, as you have so much faith in it.”

At this distance of time I cannot tell you, or even understand, how I
overcame my horror so effectually as to lie alone in my room that night. I
remember distinctly that I pinned the charm to my pillow. I fell asleep
almost immediately, and slept even more soundly than usual all night.

Next night I passed as well. My sleep was delightfully deep and
dreamless. But I wakened with a sense of lassitude and melancholy, which,
however, did not exceed a degree that was almost luxurious.

“Well, I told you so,” said Carmilla, when I described my quiet sleep, I
had such delightful sleep myself last night; I pinned the charm to the
breast of my nightdress. It was too far away the night before. I am quite
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sure it was all fancy, except the dreams. I used to think that evil spirits
made dreams, but our doctor told me it is no such thing. Only a fever
passing by, or some other malady, as they often do, he said, knocks at the
door, and not being able to get in, passes on, with that alarm.”

“And what do you think the charm is?” said I.

“It has been fumigated or immersed in some drug, and is an antidote
against the malaria,” she answered.

“Then it acts only on the body?”

“Certainly; you don’t suppose that evil spirits are frightened by bits of
ribbon, or the perfumes of a druggist’s shop? No, these complaints, wan-
dering in the air, begin by trying the nerves, and so infect the brain, but
before they can seize upon you, the antidote repels them. That I am sure is
what the charm has done for us. It is nothing magical, it is simply natu-
ral.”

I should have been happier if I could have quite agreed with Carmilla,
but I did my best, and the impression was a little losing its force.

For some nights I slept profoundly; but still every morning I felt the
same lassitude, and a languor weighed upon me all day. I felt myself a
changed girl. A strange melancholy was stealing over me, a melancholy
that I would not have interrupted. Dim thoughts of death began to open,
and an idea that I was slowly sinking took gentle, and, somehow, not
unwelcome, possession of me. If it was sad, the tone of mind which this
induced was also sweet. Whatever it might be, my soul acquiesced in it.

I would not admit that I was ill, I would not consent to tell my papa, or
to have the doctor sent for.

Carmilla became more devoted to me than ever, and her strange parox-
ysms of languid adoration more frequent. She used to gloat on me with
increasing ardour the more my strength and spirits waned. This always
shocked me like a momentary glare of insanity.

Without knowing it, I was now in a pretty advanced stage of the strang-
est illness under which mortal ever suffered. There was an unaccountable
fascination in its earlier symptoms that more than reconciled me to the
incapacitating effect of that stage of the malady. This fascination increased
for a time, until it reached a certain point, when gradually a sense of the
horrible mingled itself with it, deepening, as you shall hear, until it dis-
coloured and perverted the whole state of my life.

The first change I experienced was rather agreeable. It was very near the
turning point from which began the descent of Avernus.

Certain vague and strange sensations visited me in my sleep. The pre-
vailing one was of that pleasant, peculiar cold thrill which we feel in
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bathing, when we move against the current of a river. This was soon
accompanied by dreams that seemed interminable, and were so vague that
I could never recollect their scenery and persons, or any one connected
portion of their action. But they left an awful impression, and a sense of
exhaustion, as if I had passed through a long period of great mental exer-
tion and danger. After all these dreams there remained on waking a re-
membrance of having been in a place very nearly dark, and of having
spoken to people whom I could not see; and especially of one clear voice,
of a female’s, very deep, that spoke as if at a distance, slowly, and produc-
ing always the same sensation of indescribable solemnity and fear. Some-
times there came a sensation as if a hand was drawn softly along my cheek
and neck. Sometimes it was as if warm lips kissed me, and longer and more
lovingly as they reached my throat, but there the caress fixed itself. My
heart beat faster, my breathing rose and fell rapidly and full drawn; a
sobbing, that rose into a sense of strangulation, supervened, and turned
into a dreadful convulsion, in which my senses left me and I became
unconscious.

It was now three weeks since the commencement of this unaccountable
state. My sufferings had, during the last week, told upon my appearance. I
had grown pale, my eyes were dilated and darkened underneath, and the
languor which I had long felt began to display itself in my countenance.

My father asked me often whether I was ill; but, with an obstinacy
which now seems to me unaccountable, I persisted in assuring him that I
was quite well.

In a sense this was true. I had no pain, I could complain of no bodily
derangement. My complaint seemed to be one of the imagination, or the
nerves, and, horrible as my sufferings were, I kept them, with a morbid
reserve, very nearly to myself.

It could not be that terrible complaint which the peasants called the
oupire, for I had now been suffering for three weeks, and they were seldom
ill for much more than three days, when death put an end to their miseries.

Carmilla complained of dreams and feverish sensations, but by no
means of so alarming a kind as mine. I say that mine were extremely
alarming. Had I been capable of comprehending my condition, I would
have invoked aid and advice on my knees. The narcotic of an unsuspected
influence was acting upon me, and my perceptions were benumbed.

I am going to tell you now of a dream that led immediately to an odd
discovery.

One night, instead of the voice I was accustomed to hear in the dark, I
heard one, sweet and tender, and at the same time terrible, which said,
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“Your mother warns you to beware of the assassin.” At the same time a
light unexpectedly sprang up, and I saw Carmilla, standing, near the foot
of my bed, in her white nightdress, bathed, from her chin to her feet, in
one great stain of blood.

I wakened with a shriek, possessed with the one idea that Carmilla was
being murdered. I remember springing from my bed, and my next recollec-
tion is that of standing on the lobby, crying for help.

Madame and Mademoiselle came scurrying out of their rooms in alarm;
a lamp burned always on the lobby, and seeing me, they soon learned the
cause of my terror.

I insisted on our knocking at Carmilla’s door. Our knocking was unan-
swered. It soon became a pounding and an uproar. We shrieked her name,
but all was vain.

We all grew frightened, for the door was locked. We hurried back, in
panic, to my room. There we rang the bell long and furiously. If my
father’s room had been at that side of the house, we would have called him
up at once to our aid. But, alas! he was quite out of hearing, and to reach
him involved an excursion for which we none of us had courage.

Servants, however, soon came running up the stairs; I had got on my
dressing-gown and slippers meanwhile, and my companions were already
similarly furnished. Recognising the voices of the servants on the lobby, we
sallied out together; and having renewed, as fruitlessly, our summons at
Carmilla’s door, I ordered the men to force the lock. They did so, and we
stood, holding our lights aloft, in the doorway, and so stared into the
room.

We called her by name; but there was still no reply. We looked round the
room. Everything was undisturbed. It was exactly in the state in which I
had left it on bidding her good night. But Carmilla was gone.

VIII
Search

At sight of the room, perfectly undisturbed except for our violent entrance,
we began to cool a little, and soon recovered our senses sufficiently to
dismiss the men. It had struck Mademoiselle that possibly Carmilla had
been wakened by the uproar at her door, and in her first panic had jumped
from her bed, and hid herself in a press, or behind a curtain, from which
she could not, of course, emerge until the majordomo and his myrmidons
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had withdrawn. We now recommenced our search, and began to call her
by name again.

It was all to no purpose. Our perplexity and agitation increased. We
examined the windows, but they were secured. I implored of Carmilla, if
she had concealed herself, to play this cruel trick no longer—to come out,
and to end our anxieties. It was all useless. I was by this time convinced
that she was not in the room, nor in the dressing-room, the door of which
was still locked on this side. She could not have passed it. I was utterly
puzzled. Had Carmilla discovered one of those secret passages which the
old housekeeper said were known to exist in the schloss, although the
tradition of their exact situation had been lost? A little time would, no
doubt, explain all—utterly perplexed as, for the present, we were.

It was past four o’clock, and I preferred passing the remaining hours of
darkness in Madame’s room. Daylight brought no solution of the diffi-
culty.

The whole household, with my father at its head, was in a state of
agitation next morning. Every part of the chiteau was searched. The
grounds were explored. Not a trace of the missing lady could be discov-
ered. The stream was about to be dragged; my father was in distraction;
what a tale to have to tell the poor girl’s mother on her return. I, too, was
almost beside myself, though my grief was quite of a different kind.

The morning was passed in alarm and excitement. It was now one
o’clock, and still no tidings. I ran up to Carmilla’s room, and found her
standing at her dressing-table. I was astounded. I could not believe my
eyes. She beckoned me to her with her pretty finger, in silence. Her face
expressed extreme fear.

I ran to her in an ecstasy of joy; I kissed and embraced her again and
again. I ran to the bell and rang it vehemently, to bring others to the spot,
who might at once relieve my father’s anxiety.

“Dear Carmilla, what has become of you all this time? We have been in
agonies of anxiety about you,” I exclaimed. “Where have you been? How
did you come back?”

“Last night has been a night of wonders,” she said.

“For mercy’s sake, explain all you can.”

“It was past two last night,” she said, “when I went to sleep as usual in
my bed, with my doors locked, that of the dressing-room, and that opening
upon the gallery. My sleep was uninterrupted, and, so far as I know,
dreamless; but I woke just now on the sofa in the dressing-room there, and
I found the door between the rooms open, and the other door forced. How
could all this have happened without my being wakened? It must have
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been accompanied with a great deal of noise, and I am particularly easily
wakened; and how could I have been carried out of my bed without my
sleep having been interrupted, I whom the slightest stir startles?”

By this time, Madame, Mademoiselle, my father, and a number of the
servants were in the room. Carmilla was, of course, overwhelmed with
inquiries, congratulations, and welcomes. She had but one story to tell,
and seemed the least able of all the party to suggest any way of accounting
for what had happened.

My father took a turn up and down the room, thinking. I saw Carmilla’s
eye follow him for a moment with a sly, dark glance.

When my father had sent the servants away, Mademoiselle having gone
in search of a little bottle of valerian and salvolatile, and there being no one
now in the room with Carmilla, except my father, Madame, and myself, he
came to her thoughtfully, took her hand very kindly, led her to the sofa,
and sat down beside her.

“Will you forgive me, my dear, if I risk a conjecture, and ask a ques-
tion?”

“Who can have a better right?” she said. “Ask what you please, and I
will tell you everything. But my story is simply one of bewilderment and
darkness. I know absolutely nothing. Put any question you please. But you
know, of course, the limitations mamma has placed me under.”

“Perfectly, my dear child. I need not approach the topics on which she
desires our silence. Now, the marvel of last night consists in your having
been removed from your bed and your room, without being wakened, and
this removal having occurred apparently while the windows were still se-
cured, and the two doors locked upon the inside. I will tell you my theory,
and first ask you a question.”

Carmilla was leaning on her hand dejectedly; Madame and I were listen-
ing breathlessly.

“Now, my question is this. Have you ever been suspected of walking in
your sleep?”

“Never, since I was very young indeed.”

“But you did walk in your sleep when you were young?”

“Yes; I know I did. I have been told so often by my old nurse.”

My father smiled and nodded.

“Well, what has happened is this. You got up in your sleep, unlocked the
door, not leaving the key, as usual, in the lock, but taking it out and
locking it on the outside; you again took the key out, and carried it away
with you to some one of the five-and-twenty rooms on this floor, or per-
haps upstairs or downstairs. There are so many rooms and closets, so
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much heavy furniture, and such accumulations of lumber, that it would
require a week to search this old house thoroughly. Do you see, now, what
I mean?”

“I do, but not all,” she answered.

“And how, papa, do you account for her finding herself on the sofa in
the dressing-room, which we had searched so carefully?”

*“She came there after you had searched it, still in her sleep, and at last
awoke spontaneously, and was as much surprised to find herself where she
was as any one else. 1 wish all mysteries were as easily and innocently
explained as yours, Carmilla,” he said, laughing. “And so we may congrat-
ulate ourselves on the certainty that the most natural explanation of the
occurrence is one that involves no drugging, no tampering with locks, no
burglars, or poisoners, or witches—nothing that need alarm Carmilla, or
anyone else, for our safety.”

Carmilla was looking charmingly. Nothing could be more beautiful than
her tints. Her beauty was, I think, enhanced by that graceful languor that
was peculiar to her. I think my father was silently contrasting her looks
with mine, for he said:

“I wish my poor Laura was looking more like herself”’; and he sighed.

So our alarms were happily ended, and Carmilla restored to her friends.

IX
The Doctor

As Carmilla would not hear of an attendant sleeping in her room, my
father arranged that a servant should sleep outside her door, so that she
could not attempt to make another such excursion without being arrested
at her own door.

That night passed quietly; and next morning early, the doctor, whom
my father had sent for without telling me a word about it, arrived to see
me.

Madame accompanied me to the library; and there the grave little doc-
tor, with white hair and spectacles, whom I mentioned before, was waiting
to receive me.

I told him my story, and as I proceeded he grew graver and graver.

We were standing, he and I, in the recess of one of the windows, facing
one another. When my statement was over, he leaned with his shoulders
against the wall, and with his eyes fixed on me earnestly, with an interest
in which was a dash of horror.
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After a minute’s reflection, he asked Madame if he could see my father.

He was sent for accordingly, and as he entered, smiling, he said:

“I dare say, doctor, you are going to tell me that I am an old fool for
having brought you here; I hope I am.”

But his smile faded into shadow as the doctor, with a very grave face,
beckoned him to him.

He and the doctor talked for some time in the same recess where I had
just conferred with the physician. It seemed an earnest and argumentative
conversation. The room is very large, and I and Madame stood together,
burning with curiosity, at the farther end. Not a word could we hear,
however, for they spoke in a very low tone, and the deep recess of the
window quite concealed the doctor from view, and very nearly my father,
whose foot, arm, and shoulder only could we see; and the voices were, I
suppose, all the less audible for the sort of closet which the thick wall and
window formed.

After a time my father’s face looked into the room; it was pale, thought-
ful, and, I fancied, agitated.

“Laura, dear, come here for a moment. Madame, we shan’t trouble you,
the doctor says, at present.”

Accordingly I approached, for the first time a little alarmed; for, al-
though I felt very weak, I did not feel ill; and strength, one always fancies,
is a thing that may be picked up when we please.

My father held out his hand to me, as I drew near, but he was looking at
the doctor, and he said:

*“It certainly is very odd; I don’t understand it quite. Laura, come here,
dear; now attend to Doctor Spielsberg, and recollect yourself.”

“You mentioned a sensation like that of two needles piercing the skin,
somewhere about your neck, on the night when you experienced your first
horrible dream. Is there still any soreness?”

“None at all,” I answered.

“Can you indicate with your finger about the point at which you think
this occurred?”

“Very little below my throat—here,”’ I answered.

I wore a morning dress, which covered the place I pointed to.

“Now you can satisfy yourself,” said the doctor. “You won’t mind your
papa’s lowering your dress a very little. It is necessary, to detect a symp-
tom of the complaint under which you have been suffering.”

I acquiesced. It was only an inch or two below the edge of my collar.

“God bless mel—so it is,” exclaimed my father, growing pale.
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“You see it now with your own eyes,” said the doctor, with a gloomy
triumph.

“What is it?” I exclaimed, beginning to be frightened.

“Nothing, my dear young lady, but a small blue spot, about the size of
the tip of your little finger; and now,” he continued, turning to papa, “the
question is what is best to be done?”

*“Is there any danger?” I urged, in great trepidation.

“I trust not, my dear,” answered the doctor. “I don’t see why you
should not recover. I don’t see why you should not begin immediately to
get better. That is the point at which the sense of strangulation begins?”

“Yes,” I answered.

“And—recollect as well as you can—the same point was a kind of cen-
tre of that thrill which you described just now, like the current of a cold
stream running against you?”

“It may have been; I think it was.”

“Ay, you see?”’ he added, turning to my father. “Shall I say a word to
Madame?”

“Certainly,” said my father.

He called Madame to him, and said:

“I find my young friend here far from well. It won’t be of any great
consequence, I hope; but it will be necessary that some steps be taken,
which I will explain by-and-by; but in the meantime, Madame, you will be
so good as not to let Miss Laura be alone for one moment. That is the only
direction I need give for the present. It is indispensable.”

“We may rely upon your kindness, Madame, I know,” added my father.

Madame satisfied him eagerly.

“And you, dear Laura, I know you will observe the doctor’s direction.”

“I shall have to ask your opinion upon another patient, whose symp-
toms slightly resemble those of my daughter, that have just been detailed
to you—very much milder in degree, but I believe quite of the same sort.
She is a young lady—our guest; but as you say you will be passing this way
again this evening, you can’t do better than take your supper here, and you
can then see her. She does not come down till the afternoon.”

“I thank you,” said the doctor. “I shall be with you, then, at about seven
this evening.”

And then they repeated their directions to me and to Madame, and with
this parting charge my father left us, and walked out with the doctor; and I
saw them pacing together up and down between the road and the moat, on
the grassy platform in front of the castle, evidently absorbed in earnest
conversation.
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The doctor did not return. I saw him mount his horse there, take his
leave, and ride away eastward through the forest.

Nearly at the same time I saw the man arrive from Dranfield with the
letters, and dismount and hand the bag to my father.

In the meantime, Madame and I were both busy, lost in conjecture as to
the reasons of the singular and earnest direction which the doctor and my
father had concurred in imposing. Madame, as she afterwards told me,
was afraid the doctor apprehended a sudden seizure, and that, without
prompt assistance, I might either lose my life in a fit, or at least be seri-
ously hurt.

The interpretation did not strike me; and I fancied, perhaps luckily for
my nerves, that the arrangement was prescribed simply to secure a com-
panion, who would prevent my taking too much exercise, or eating unripe
fruit, or doing any of the fifty foolish things to which young people are
supposed to be prone.

About half an hour after my father came in—he had a letter in his hand
—and said:

“This letter had been delayed; it is from General Spielsdorf. He might
have been here yesterday, he may not come till to-morrow or he may be
here to-day.”

He put the open letter into my hand; but he did not look pleased, as he
used when a guest, especially one so much loved as the General, was
coming. On the contrary, he looked as if he wished him at the bottom of
the Red Sea. There was plainly something on his mind which he did not
choose to divulge.

“Papa, darling, will you tell me this?” said I, suddenly laying my hand
on his arm, and looking, I am sure, imploringly in his face.

“Perhaps,” he answered, smoothing my hair caressingly over my eyes.

“Does the doctor think me very ilI?”

“No, dear; he thinks, if right steps are taken, you will be quite well
again, at least, on the high road to a complete recovery, in a day or two,”
he answered, a little dryly. “I wish our good friend, the General, had
chosen any other time; that is, I wish you had been perfectly well to
receive him.”

“But do tell me, papa,” I insisted, ‘whar does he think is the matter with
me?”’

“Nothing; you must not plague me with questions,” he answered, with
more irritation than I ever remember him to have displayed before; and
seeing that I looked wounded, I suppose, he kissed me, and added, “You
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shall know all about it in a day or two; that is, all that 7 know. In the
meantime you are not to trouble your head about it.”

He turned and left the room, but came back before I had done wonder-
ing and puzzling over the oddity of all this; it was merely to say that he
was going to Karnstein, and had ordered the carriage to be ready at
twelve, and that I and Madame should accompany him; he was going to
see the priest who lived near those picturesque grounds, upon business,
and as Carmilla had never seen them, she could follow, when she came
down, with Mademoiselle, who would bring materials for what you call a
picnic, which might be laid for us in the ruined castle.

At twelve o’clock, accordingly, I was ready, and not long after, my
father, Madame and I set out upon our projected drive.

Passing the drawbridge we turn to the right, and follow the road over
the steep Gothic bridge, westward, to reach the deserted village and ruined
castle of Karnstein.

No sylvan drive can be fancied prettier. The ground breaks into gentle
hills and hollows, all clothed with beautiful wood, totally destitute of the
comparative formality which artificial planting and early culture and prun-
ing impart.

The irregularities of the ground often lead the road out of its course, and
cause it to wind beautifully round the sides of broken hollows and the
steeper sides of the hills, among varieties of ground almost inexhaustible.

Turning one of these points, we suddenly encountered our old friend,
the General, riding towards us, attended by a mounted servant. His
portmanteaus were following in a hired wagon, such as we term a cart.

The General dismounted as we pulled up, and, after the usual greetings,
was easily persuaded to accept the vacant seat in the carriage and send his
horse on with his servant to the schloss.

X
Bereaved

It was about ten months since we had last seen him; but that time had
sufficed to make an alteration of years in his appearance. He had grown
thinner; something of gloom and anxiety had taken the place of that cor-
dial serenity which used to characterise his features. His dark blue eyes,
always penetrating, now gleamed with a sterner light from under his
shaggy grey eyebrows. It was not such a change as grief alone usually
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induces, and angrier passions seemed to have had their share in bringing it
about.

We had not long resumed our drive, when the General began to talk,
with his usual soldierly directness, of the bereavement, as he termed it,
which he had sustained in the death of his beloved niece and ward; and he
then broke out in a tone of intense bitterness and fury, inveighing against
the “‘hellish arts” to which she had fallen a victim, and expressing, with
more exasperation than piety, his wonder that Heaven should tolerate so
monstrous an indulgence of the lusts and malignity of hell.

My father, who saw at once that something very extraordinary had
befallen, asked him, if not too painful to him, to detail the circumstances
which he thought justified the strong terms in which he expressed himself.

“I should tell you all with pleasure,” said the General, ‘“but you would
not believe me.”

“Why should I not?”’ he asked.

“Because,”” he answered testily, “you believe in nothing but what con-
sists with your own prejudices and illusions. I remember when I was like
you, but I have learned better.”

“Try me,” said my father; “I am not such a dogmatist as you suppose.
Besides which, I very well know that you generally require proof for what
you believe, and am, therefore, very strongly predisposed to respect your
conclusions.”

*“You are right in supposing that I have not been led lightly into a belief
in the marvellous—for what I have experienced is marvellous—and I have
been forced by extraordinary evidence to credit that which ran counter,
diametrically, to all my theories. I have been made the dupe of a preternat-
ural conspiracy.”

Notwithstanding his professions of confidence in the General’s penetra-
tion, I saw my father, at this point, glance at the General, with, as I
thought, a marked suspicion of his sanity.

The General did not see it, luckily. He was looking gloomily and curi-
ously into the glades and vistas of the woods that were opening before us.

“You are going to the Ruins of Karnstein?” he said. “Yes, it is a lucky
coincidence; do you know I was going to ask you to bring me there to
inspect them. I have a special object in exploring. There is a ruined chapel,
ain’t there, with a great many tombs of that extinct family?”

“So there are—highly interesting,” said my father. “I hope you are
thinking of claiming the title and estates?”

My father said this gaily, but the General did not recollect the laugh, or
even the smile, which courtesy exacts for a friend’s joke; on the contrary,
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he looked grave and even fierce, ruminating on a matter that stirred his
anger and horror.

“Something very different,” he said, gruffly. “I mean to unearth some of
those fine people. I hope, by God’s blessing, to accomplish a pious sacri-
lege here, which will relieve our earth of certain monsters, and enable
honest people to sleep in their beds without being assailed by murderers. I
have strange things to tell you, my dear friend, such as I myself would
have scouted as incredible a few months since.”

My father looked at him again, but this time not with a glance of suspi-
cion—with an eye, rather, of keen intelligence and alarm.

“The house of Karnstein,” he said, “has been long extinct: a hundred
years at least. My dear wife was maternally descended from the Karn-
steins. But the name and title have long ceased to exist. The castle is a ruin;
the very village is deserted; it is fifty years since the smoke of a chimney
was seen there; not a roof left.”

“Quite true. I have heard a great deal about that since I last saw you; a
great deal that will astonish you. But I had better relate everything in the
order in which it occurred,” said the General. ‘““You saw my dear ward—
my child, I may call her. No creature could have been more beautiful, and
only three months ago none more blooming.”

“Yes, poor thing! when I saw her last she certainly was quite lovely,”
said my father. “I was grieved and shocked more than I can tell you, my
dear friend; I knew what a blow it was to you.”

He took the General’s hand, and they exchanged a kind pressure. Tears
gathered in the old soldier’s eyes. He did not seek to conceal them. He
said:

“We have been very old friends; I knew you would feel for me, childless
as I am. She had become an object of very near interest to me, and repaid
my care by an affection that cheered my home and made my life happy.
That is all gone. The years that remain to me on earth may not be very
long; but by God’s mercy I hope to accomplish a service to mankind
before I die, and to subserve the vengeance of Heaven upon the fiends who
have murdered my poor child in the spring of her hopes and beauty!”

“You said, just now, that you intended relating everything as it oc-
curred,” said my father. “Pray do; I assure you that it is not mere curiosity
that prompts me.”

By this time we had reached the point at which the Drunstall road, by
which the General had come, diverges from the road which we were
travelling to Karnstein.
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“How far is it to the ruins?” inquired the General, looking anxiously
forward.

“About half a league,” answered my father. ‘‘Pray let us hear the story
you were so good as to promise.”

XI
The Story

“With all my heart,” said the General, with an effort; and after a short
pause in which to arrange his subject, he commenced one of the strangest
narratives I ever heard.

“My dear child was looking forward with great pleasure to the visit you
had been so good as to arrange for her to your charming daughter.” Here
he made me a gallant but melancholy bow. “In the meantime we had an
invitation to my old friend the Count Carlsfeld, whose schloss is about six
leagues to the other side of Karnstein. It was to attend the series of fétes
which, you remember, were given by him in honour of his illustrious
visitor, the Grand Duke Charles.”

“Yes; and very splendid, I believe, they were,” said my father.

“Princely! But then his hospitalities are quite regal. He has Aladdin’s
lamp. The night from which my sorrow dates was devoted to a magnificent
masquerade. The grounds were thrown open, the trees hung with coloured
lamps. There was such a display of fireworks as Paris itself had never
witnessed. And such music—music, you know, is my weakness—such rav-
ishing music! The finest instrumental band, perhaps, in the world, and the
finest singers who could be collected from all the great operas in Europe.
As you wandered through these fantastically illuminated grounds, the
moon-lighted chateau throwing a rosy light from its long rows of windows,
you would suddenly hear these ravishing voices stealing from the silence of
some grove, or rising from boats upon the lake. I felt myself, as I looked
and listened, carried back into the romance and poetry of my early youth.

“When the fireworks were ended, and the ball beginning, we returned to
the noble suite of rooms that were thrown open to the dancers. A masked
ball, you know, is a beautiful sight; but so brilliant a spectacle of the kind I
never saw before.

“It was a very aristocratic assembly. I was myself almost the only ‘no-
body’ present.

“My dear child was looking quite beautiful. She wore no mask. Her
excitement and delight added an unspeakable charm to her features, al-
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ways lovely. I remarked a young lady, dressed magnificently, but wearing
a mask, who appeared to me to be observing my ward with extraordinary
interest. I had seen her, earlier in the evening, in the great hall, and again,
for a few minutes, walking near us, on the terrace under the castle win-
dows, similarly employed. A lady, also masked, richly and gravely dressed,
and with a stately air, like a person of rank, accompanied her as a chap-
eron. Had the young lady not worn a mask, I could, of course, have been
much more certain upon the question whether she was really watching my
poor darling. I am now well assured that she was.

“We were now in one of the salons. My poor dear child had been danc-
ing, and was resting a little in one of the chairs near the door; I was
standing near. The two ladies I have mentioned had approached and the
younger took the chair next my ward; while her companion stood beside
me, and for a little time addressed herself, in a low tone, to her charge.

“Availing herself of the privilege of her mask, she turned to me, and in
the tone of an old friend, and calling me by my name, opened a conversa-
tion with me, which piqued my curiosity a good deal. She referred to many
scenes where she had met me—at Court, and at distinguished houses. She
alluded to little incidents which I had long ceased to think of, but which, I
found, had only lain in abeyance in my memory, for they instantly started
into life at her touch.

“I became more and more curious to ascertain who she was, every
moment. She parried my attempts to discover very adroitly and pleasantly.
The knowledge she showed of many passages in my life seemed to me all
but unaccountable; and she appeared to take a not unnatural pleasure in
foiling my curiosity, and in seeing me flounder in my eager perplexity,
from one conjecture to another.

“In the meantime the young lady, whom her mother called by the odd
name of Millarca, when she once or twice addressed her, had, with the
same ease and grace, got into conversation with my ward.

“She introduced herself by saying that her mother was a very old ac-
quaintance of mine. She spoke of the agreeable audacity which a mask
rendered practicable; she talked like a friend; she admired her dress, and
insinuated very prettily her admiration of her beauty. She amused her with
laughing criticisms upon the people who crowded the ballroom, and
laughed at my poor child’s fun. She was very witty and lively when she
pleased, and after a time they had grown very good friends, and the young
stranger lowered her mask, displaying a remarkably beautiful face. I had
never seen it before, neither had my dear child. But though it was new to
us, the features were so engaging, as well as lovely, that it was impossible
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not to feel the attraction powerfully. My poor girl did so. I never saw
anyone more taken with another at first sight, unless, indeed, it was the
stranger herself, who seemed quite to have lost her heart to her.

“In the meantime, availing myself of the licence of a masquerade, I put
not a few questions to the elder lady.

““You have puzzled me utterly,” I said, laughing. ‘Is that not enough?
Won'’t you, now, consent to stand on equal terms, and do me the kindness
to remove your mask?’

“‘Can any request be more unreasonable?’ she replied. ‘Ask a lady to
yield an advantage! Beside, how do you know you should recognise me?
Years make changes.’

“‘As you see,” I said, with a bow, and, I suppose, a rather melancholy
little laugh.

“ ‘As philosophers tell us,” she said; ‘and how do you know that a sight
of my face would help you?’

‘I should take chance for that,” I answered. ‘It is vain trying to make
yourself out an old woman; your figure betrays you.’

“ “Years, nevertheless, have passed since I saw you, rather since you saw
me, for that is what I am considering. Millarca, there, is my daughter; I
cannot then be young, even in the opinion of people whom time has taught
to be indulgent, and I may not like to be compared with what you remem-
ber me. You have no mask to remove. You can offer me nothing in ex-
change.’

“ My petition is to your pity, to remove it.’

“‘And mine to yours, to let it stay where it is,” she replied.

“ “Well, then, at least you will tell me whether you are French or Ger-
man; you speak both languages so perfectly.’

* ‘I don’t think I shall tell you that, General; you intend a surprise, and
are meditating the particular point of attack.’

‘At all events, you won’t deny this,” I said, ‘that being honoured by
your permission to converse, I ought to know how to address you. Shall I
say Madame la Comtesse?’

“She laughed, and she would, no doubt, have met me with another
evasion—if, indeed, I can treat any occurrence in an interview every cir-
cumstance of which was pre-arranged, as I now believe, with the
profoundest cunning, as liable to be modified by accident.

*“‘As to that,’ she began; but she was interrupted, almost as she opened
her lips, by a gentleman, dressed in black, who looked particularly elegant
and distinguished, with this drawback, that his face was the most deadly
pale I ever saw, except in death. He was in no masquerade—in the plain
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evening dress of a gentleman; and he said, without a smile, but with a
courtly and unusually low bow:—

“ ‘Will Madame la Comtesse permit me to say a very few words which
may interest her?

“The lady turned quickly to him, and touched her lip in token of silence;
she then said to me, ‘Keep my place for me, General; I shall return when I
have said a few words.’

“And with this injunction, playfully given, she walked a little aside with
the gentleman in black, and talked for some minutes, apparently very
earnestly. They then walked away slowly together in the crowd, and I lost
them for some minutes.

“I spent the interval in cudgelling my brains for a conjecture as to the
identity of the lady who seemed to remember me so kindly, and I was
thinking of turning about and joining in the conversation between my
pretty ward and the Countess’s daughter, and trying whether, by the time
she returned, I might not have a surprise in store for her, by having her
name, title, chateau, and estates at my fingers’ ends. But at this moment
she returned, accompanied by the pale man in black, who said:

‘T shall return and inform Madame la Comtesse when her carriage is
at the door.”

“He withdrew with a bow.”

XII
A Petition

““Then we are to lose Madame la Comtesse, but I hope only for a few
hours,’ I said, with a low bow.

“ ‘It may be that only, or it may be a few weeks. It was very unlucky his
speaking to me just now as he did. Do you now know me?’

“I assured her I did not.

“ “You shall know me,” she said, ‘but not at present. We are older and
better friends than, perhaps, you suspect. I cannot yet declare myself. I
shall in three weeks pass your beautiful schloss, about which I have been
making enquiries. I shall then look in upon you for an hour or two, and
renew a friendship which I never think of without a thousand pleasant
recollections. This moment a piece of news has reached me like a thunder-
bolt. I must set out now, and travel by a devious route, nearly a hundred
miles, with all the dispatch I can possibly make. My perplexities multiply.
I am only deterred by the compulsory reserve I practise as to my name
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from making a very singular request of you. My poor child has not quite
recovered her strength. Her horse fell with her, at a hunt which she had
ridden out to witness, her nerves have not yet recovered the shock, and our
physician says that she must on no account exert herself for some time to
come. We came here, in consequence, by very easy stages—hardly six
leagues a day. I must now travel day and night, on a mission of life and
death—a mission the critical and momentous nature of which I shall be
able to explain to you when we meet, as I hope we shall, in a few weeks,
without the necessity of any concealment.’

“She went on to make her petition, and it was in the tone of a person
from whom such a request amounted to conferring, rather than seeking a
favour. This was only in manner, and, as it seemed, quite unconsciously.
Than the terms in which it was expressed, nothing could be more depreca-
tory. It was simply that I would consent to take charge of her daughter
during her absence.

“This was, all things considered, a strange, not to say, an audacious
request. She in some sort disarmed me, by stating and admitting every-
thing that could be urged against it, and throwing herself entirely upon my
chivalry. At the same moment, by a fatality that seems to have predeter-
mined all that happened, my poor child came to my side, and, in an
undertone, besought me to invite her new friend, Millarca, to pay us a
visit. She had just been sounding her, and thought, if her mamma would
allow her, she would like it extremely.

“At another time I should have told her to wait a little, until, at least,
we knew who they were. But I had not a moment to think in. The two
ladies assailed me together, and I must confess the refined and beautiful
face of the young lady, about which there was something extremely engag-
ing, as well as the elegance and fire of high birth, determined me; and,
quite overpowered, I submitted, and undertook, too easily, the care of the
young lady, whom her mother called Millarca.

“The Countess beckoned to her daughter, who listened with grave atten-
tion while she told her, in general terms, how suddenly and peremptorily
she had been summoned, and also of the arrangement she had made for
her under my care, adding that I was one of her earliest and most valued
friends.

“I made, of course, such speeches as the case seemed to call for, and
found myself, on reflection, in a position which I did not half like.

“The gentleman in black returned, and very ceremoniously conducted
the lady from the room.

“The demeanour of this gentleman was such as to impress me with the
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conviction that the Countess was a lady of very much more importance
than her modest title alone might have led me to assume.

“Her last charge to me was that no attempt was to be made to learn
more about her than I might have already guessed, until her return. Our
distinguished host, whose guest she was, knew her reasons.

*“ ‘But here,’ she said, ‘neither I nor my daughter could safely remain for
more than a day. I removed my mask imprudently for a moment, about an
hour ago, and, too late, I fancied you saw me. So I resolved to seek an
opportunity of talking a little to you. Had I found that you Aad seen me, I
should have thrown myself on your high sense of honour to keep my secret
for some weeks. As it is, I am satisfied that you did not see me; but if you
now suspect, or, on reflection, should suspect, who I am, I commit myself,
in like manner, entirely to your honour. My daughter will observe the
same secrecy, and I well know that you will, from time to time, remind
her, lest she should thoughtlessly disclose it.’

*“She whispered a few words to her daughter, kissed her hurriedly twice,
and went away, accompanied by the pale gentleman in black, and disap-
peared in the crowd.

*“ ‘In the next room,’ said Millarca, ‘there is a window that looks upon
the hall door. I should like to see the last of mamma, and to kiss my hand
to her.’

“We assented, of course, and accompanied her to the window. We
looked out, and saw a handsome old-fashioned carriage, with a troop of
couriers and footmen. We saw the slim figure of the pale gentleman in
black, as he held a thick velvet cloak, and placed it about her shoulders
and threw the hood over her head. She nodded to him, and just touched
his hand with hers. He bowed low repeatedly as the door closed, and the
carriage began to move.

“ ‘She is gone,” said Millarca, with a sigh.

“ ‘She is gone,’ I repeated to myself, for the first time—in the hurried
moments that had elapsed since my consent—reflecting upon the folly of
my act.

* ‘She did not look up,’ said the young lady, plaintively.

“‘The Countess had taken off her mask, perhaps, and did not care to
show her face,” I said; ‘and she could not know that you were in the
window.’

“She sighed, and looked in my face. She was so beautiful that I relented.
I was sorry I had for a moment repented of my hospitality, and I deter-
mined to make her amends for the unavowed churlishness of my reception.

“The young lady, replacing her mask, joined my ward in persuading me
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to return to the grounds, where the concert was soon to be renewed. We
did so, and walked up and down the terrace that lies under the castle
windows. Millarca became very intimate with us, and amused us with
lively descriptions and stories of most of the great people whom we saw
upon the terrace. I liked her more and more every minute. Her gossip,
without being ill-natured, was extremely diverting to me, who had been so
long out of the great world. I thought what life she would give to our
sometimes lonely evenings at home.

“This ball was not over until the morning sun had almost reached the
horizon. It pleased the Grand Duke to dance till then, so loyal people
could not go away, or think of bed.

“We had just got through a crowded saloon, when my ward asked me
what had become of Millarca. I thought she had been by her side, and she
fancied she was by mine. The fact was, we had lost her.

“All my efforts to find her were vain. I feared that she had mistaken, in
the confusion of a momentary separation from us, other people for her new
friends, and had, possibly, pursued and lost them in the extensive grounds
which were thrown open to us.

“Now, in its full force, I recognised a new folly in my having undertaken
the charge of a young lady without so much as knowing her name; and
fettered as I was by promises, of the reasons for imposing which I knew
nothing, I could not even point my inquiries by saying that the missing
young lady was the daughter of the Countess who had taken her departure
a few hours before.

“Morning broke. It was clear daylight before I gave up my search. It
was not till near two o’clock next day that we heard anything of my
missing charge.

“At about that time a servant knocked at my niece’s door, to say that he
had been earnestly requested by a young lady, who appeared to be in great
distress, to make out where she could find the General Baron Spielsdorf
and the young lady his daughter, in whose charge she had been left by her
mother.

“There could be no doubt, notwithstanding the slight inaccuracy, that
our young friend had turned up; and so she had. Would to heaven we had
lost her!

“She told my poor child a story to account for her having failed to
recover us for so long. Very late, she said, she had got to the housekeeper’s
bedroom in despair of finding us, and had then fallen into a deep sleep
which, long as it was, had hardly sufficed to recruit her strength after the
fatigues of the ball.
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“That day Millarca came home with us. I was only too happy, after all,
to have secured so charming a companion for my dear girl.”

XIII
The Woodman

“There soon, however, appeared some drawbacks. In the first place, Mil-
larca complained of extreme languor—the weakness that remained after
her late illness—and she never emerged from her room till the afternoon
was pretty far advanced. In the next place, it was accidentally discovered,
although she always locked her door on the inside, and never disturbed the
key from its place till she admitted the maid to assist at her toilet, that she
was undoubtedly sometimes absent from her room in the very early morn-
ing, and at various times later in the day, before she wished it to be under-
stood that she was stirring. She was repeatedly seen from the windows of
the schloss, in the first faint grey of the morning, walking through the
trees, in an easterly direction, and looking like a person in a trance. This
convinced me that she walked in her sleep. But this hypothesis did not
solve the puzzle. How did she pass out from her room, leaving the door
locked on the inside? How did she escape from the house without unbar-
ring door or window?

“In the midst of my perplexities, an anxiety of a far more urgent kind
presented itself.

“My dear child began to lose her looks and health, and that in a manner
so mysterious, and even horrible, that I became thoroughly frightened.

“She was at first visited by appalling dreams; then, as she fancied, by a
spectre, sometimes resembling Millarca, sometimes in the shape of a beast,
indistinctly seen, walking round the foot of her bed, from side to side.
Lastly came sensations. One, not unpleasant, but very peculiar, she said,
resembled the flow of an icy stream against her breast. At a later time, she
felt something like a pair of large needles pierce her, a little below the
throat, with a very sharp pain. A few nights after, followed a gradual and
convulsive sense of strangulation; then came unconsciousness.”

I could hear distinctly every word the kind old General was saying,
because by this time we were driving upon the short grass that spreads on
either side of the road as you approach the roofless village which had not
shown the smoke of a chimney for more than half a century.

You may guess how strangely I felt as I heard my own symptoms so
exactly described in those which had been experienced by the poor girl
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who, but for the catastrophe which followed, would have been at that
moment a visitor at my father’s chateau. You may suppose, also, how I felt
as I heard him detail habits and mysterious peculiarities which were, in
fact, those of our beautiful guest, Carmilla!

A vista opened in the forest; we were on a sudden under the chimneys
and gables of the ruined village, and the towers and battlements of the
dismantled castle, round which gigantic trees are grouped, overhung us
from a slight eminence.

In a frightened dream I got down from the carriage, and in silence, for
we had each abundant matter for thinking; we soon mounted the ascent,
and were among the spacious chambers, winding stairs, and dark corridors
of the castle.

“And this was once the palatial residence of the Karnsteins!” said the
old General at length, as from a great window he looked out across the
village, and saw the wide, undulating expanse of forest. “It was a bad
family, and here its blood-stained annals were written,” he continued. “It
is hard that they should, after death, continue to plague the human race
with their atrocious lusts. That is the chapel of the Karnsteins, down
there.”

He pointed down to the grey walls of the Gothic building, partly visible
through the foliage, a little way down the steep. “And I hear the axe of a
woodman,” he added, “busy among the trees that surround it; he possibly
may give us the information of which I am in search, and point out the
grave of Mircalla, Countess of Karnstein. These rustics preserve the local
traditions of great families, whose stories die out among the rich and titled
s0 soon as the families themselves become extinct.”

“We have a portrait, at home, of Mircalla, the Countess Karnstein;
should you like to see it?”’ asked my father.

“Time enough, dear friend,” replied the General. “I believe that I have
seen the original; and one motive which has led me to you earlier than I at
first intended, was to explore the chapel which we are now approaching.”

“What! see the Countess Mircalla,” exclaimed my father; “why, she has
been dead more than a century!”

“Not so dead as you fancy, I am told,” answered the General.

“I confess, General, you puzzle me utterly,” replied my father, looking
at him, I fancied, for a moment with a return of the suspicion I detected
before. But although there was anger and detestation, at times, in the old
General’s manner, there was nothing flighty.

“There remains to me,” he said, as we passed under the heavy arch of
the Gothic church—for its dimensions would have justified its being so
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styled—"but one object which can interest me during the few years that
remain to me on earth, and that is to wreak on her the vengeance which, I
thank God, may still be accomplished by a mortal arm.”

“What vengeance can you mean?” asked my father, in increasing
amazement.

“I mean, to decapitate the monster,” he answered, with a fierce flush,
and a stamp that echoed mournfully through the hollow ruin, and his
clenched hand was at the same moment raised, as if it grasped the handle
of an axe, while he shook it ferociously in the air.

“What?”’ exclaimed my father, more than ever bewildered.

“To strike her head off.”

*“Cut her head offt”

“Aye, with a hatchet, with a spade, or with anything that can cleave
through her murderous throat. You shall hear,” he answered, trembling
with rage. And hurrying forward he said:

“That beam will answer for a seat; your dear child is fatigued; let her be
seated, and I will, in a few sentences, close my dreadful story.”

The squared block of wood, which lay on the grass-grown pavement of
the chapel, formed a bench on which I was very glad to seat myself, and in
the meantime the General called to the woodman, who had been removing
some boughs which leaned upon the old walls; and, axe in hand, the hardy
old fellow stood before us.

He could not tell us anything of these monuments; but there was an old
man, he said, a ranger of this forest, at present sojourning in the house of
the priest, about two miles away, who could point out every monument of
the old Karnstein family; and, for a trifle, he undertook to bring him back
with him, if we would lend him one of our horses, in little more than half
an hour.

“Have you been long employed about this forest?”” asked my father of
the old man.

“I have been a woodman here,” he answered in his patois, “under the
forester, all my days; so has my father before me, and so on, as many
generations as I can count up. I could show you the very house in the
village here, in which my ancestors lived.”

“How came the village to be deserted?” asked the General.

“It was troubled by revenants, sir; several were tracked to their graves,
there detected by the usual tests, and extinguished in the usual way, by
decapitation, by the stake, and by burning; but not until many of the
villagers were Killed.

“But after all these proceedings according to law,” he continued—*“so
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many graves opened, and so many vampires deprived of their horrible
animation—the village was not relieved. But a Moravian nobleman, who
happened to be travelling this way, heard how matters were, and being
skilled—as many people are in his country—in such affairs, he offered to
deliver the village from its tormentor. He did so thus: There being a bright
moon that night, he ascended, shortly after sunset, the towers of the chapel
here, from whence he could distinctly see the churchyard beneath him;
you can see it from that window. From this point he watched until he saw
the vampire come out of his grave, and place near it the linen clothes in
which he had been folded, and then glide away towards the village to
plague its inhabitants.

“The stranger, having seen all this, came down from the steeple, took
the linen wrappings of the vampire, and carried them up to the top of the
tower, which he again mounted. When the vampire returned from his
prowlings and missed his clothes, he cried furiously to the Moravian,
whom he saw at the summit of the tower, and who, in reply, beckoned him
to ascend and take them. Whereupon the vampire, accepting his invitation,
began to climb the steeple, and so soon as he had reached the battlements,
the Moravian, with a stroke of his sword, clove his skull in twain, hurling
him down to the churchyard, whither, descending by the winding stairs,
the stranger followed and cut his head off, and next day delivered it and
the body to the villagers, who duly impaled and burnt them.

“This Moravian nobleman had authority from the then head of the
family to remove the tomb of Mircalla, Countess Karnstein, which he did
effectually, so that in a little while its site was quite forgotten.”

“Can you point out where it stood?” asked the General, eagerly.

The forester shook his head, and smiled.

“Not a soul living could tell you that now,” he said; “besides, they say
her body was removed; but no one is sure of that either.”

Having thus spoken, as time pressed, he dropped his axe and departed,
leaving us to hear the remainder of the General’s strange story.

X1V
The Meeting

“My beloved child,” he resumed, “was now growing rapidly worse. The
physician who attended her had failed to produce the slightest impression
upon her disease, for such I then supposed it to be. He saw my alarm, and
suggested a consultation. I called in an abler physician, from Gratz. Sev-
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eral days elapsed before he arrived. He was a good and pious, as well as a
learned man. Having seen my poor ward together, they withdrew to my
library to confer and discuss. I, from the adjoining room, where I awaited
their summons, heard these two gentlemen’s voices raised in something
sharper than a strictly philosophical discussion. I knocked at the door and
entered. I found the old physician from Gratz maintaining his theory. His
rival was combating it with undisguised ridicule, accompanied with bursts
of laughter. This unseemly manifestation subsided and the altercation
ended on my entrance.

“ ‘Sir,” said my first physician, ‘my learned brother seems to think that
you want a conjuror, and not a doctor.’

 ‘Pardon me,” said the old physician from Gratz, looking displeased, ‘I
shall state my own view of the case in my own way another time. I grieve,
Monsieur le Général, that by my skill and science I can be of no use.
Before I go I shall do myself the honour to suggest something to you.’

“He seemed thoughtful, and sat down at a table and began to write.
Profoundly disappointed, I made my bow, and as I turned to go, the other
doctor pointed over his shoulder to his companion who was writing, and
then, with a shrug, significantly touched his forehead.

“This consultation, then, left me precisely where I was. I walked out
into the grounds, all but distracted. The doctor from Gratz, in ten or
fifteen minutes, overtook me. He apologised for having followed me, but
said that he could not conscientiously take his leave without a few words
more. He told me that he could not be mistaken; no natural disease exhib-
ited the same symptoms; and that death was already very near. There
remained, however, a day, or possibly two, of life. If the fatal seizure were
at once arrested, with great care and skill her strength might possibly
return. But all hung now upon the confines of the irrevocable. One more
assault might extinguish the last spark of vitality which is, every moment,
ready to die.

““<And what is the nature of the seizure you speak of?’ I entreated.

* I have stated all fully in this note, which I place in your hands upon
the distinct condition that you send for the nearest clergyman, and open
my letter in his presence, and on no account read it till he is with you; you
would despise it else, and it is a matter of life and death. Should the priest
fail you, then, indeed, you may read it.’

“He asked me, before taking his leave finally, whether I would wish to
see a man curiously learned upon the very subject, which, after I had read
his letter, would probably interest me above all others, and he urged me
earnestly to invite him to visit him there; and so took his leave.
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“The ecclesiastic was absent, and I read the letter by myself. At another
time, or in another case, it might have excited my ridicule. But into what
quackeries will not people rush for a last chance, where all accustomed
means have failed, and the life of a beloved object is at stake?

“Nothing, you will say, could be more absurd than the learned man’s
letter. It was monstrous enough to have consigned him to a madhouse. He
said that the patient was suffering from the visits of a vampire! The punc-
tures which she described as having occurred near the throat, were, he
insisted, the insertion of those two long, thin, and sharp teeth which, it is
well known, are peculiar to vampires; and there could be no doubt, he
added, as to the well-defined presence of the small livid mark which all
concurred in describing as that induced by the demon’s lips, and every
symptom described by the sufferer was in exact conformity with those
recorded in every case of a similar visitation.

“Being myself wholly sceptical as to the existence of any such portent as
the vampire, the supernatural theory of the good doctor furnished, in my
opinion, but another instance of learning and intelligence oddly associated
with some one hallucination. I was so miserable, however, that, rather
than try nothing, I acted upon the instructions of the letter.

“I concealed myself in the dark dressing-room, that opened upon the
poor patient’s room, in which a candle was burning, and watched there till
she was fast asleep. I stood at the door, peeping through the small crevice,
my sword laid on the table beside me, as my directions prescribed, until, a
little after one, I saw a large black object, very ill-defined, crawl, as it
seemed to me, over the foot of the bed, and swiftly spread itself up to the
poor girl’s throat, where it swelled, in a moment, into a great, palpitating
mass.

“For a few moments I had stood petrified. I now sprang forward, with
my sword in my hand. The black creature suddenly contracted towards
the foot of the bed, glided over it, and, standing on the floor about a yard
below the foot of the bed, with a glare of skulking ferocity and horror fixed
on me, I saw Millarca. Speculating I know not what, I struck at her
instantly with my sword; but I saw her standing near the door, unscathed.
Horrified, I pursued, and struck again. She was gone; and my sword flew
to shivers against the door.

“I can’t describe to you all that passed on that horrible night. The whole
house was up and stirring. The spectre Millarca was gone. But her victim
was sinking fast, and before the morning dawned, she died.”

The old General was agitated. We did not speak to him. My father
walked to some little distance, and began reading the inscriptions on the
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tombstones; and thus occupied, he strolled into the door of a side-chapel to
prosecute his researches. The General leaned against the wall, dried his
eyes, and sighed heavily. I was relieved on hearing the voices of Carmilla
and Madame, who were at that moment approaching. The voices died
away.

In this solitude, having just listened to so strange a story, connected, as
it was, with the great and titled dead, whose monuments were mouldering
among the dust and ivy round us, and every incident of which bore so
awfully upon my own mysterious case—in this haunted spot, darkened by
the towering foliage that rose on every side, dense and high above its
noiseless walls—a horror began to steal over me, and my heart sank as I
thought that my friends were, after all, not about to enter and disturb this
triste and ominous scene.

The old General’s eyes were fixed on the ground, as he leaned with his
hand upon the basement of a shattered monument.

Under a narrow, arched doorway, surmounted by one of those demonia-
cal grotesques in which the cynical and ghastly fancy of old Gothic carv-
ing delights, I saw very gladly the beautiful face and figure of Carmilla
enter the shadowy chapel.

I was just about to rise and speak, and nodded smiling, in answer to her
peculiarly engaging smile; when with a cry, the old man by my side caught
up the woodman’s hatchet, and started forward. On seeing him a brutal-
ised change came over her features. It was an instantaneous and horrible
transformation, as she made a crouching step backwards. Before I could
utter a scream, he struck at her with all his force, but she dived under his
blow, and unscathed, caught him in her tiny grasp by the wrist. He strug-
gled for a moment to release his arm, but his hand opened, the axe fell to
the ground, and the girl was gone.

He staggered against the wall. His grey hair stood upon his head, and a
moisture shone over his face, as if he were at the point of death.

The frightful scene had passed in a moment. The first thing I recollect
after, is Madame standing before me, and impatiently repeating again and
again, the question, “Where is Mademoiselle Carmilla?”

I answered at length, “I don’t know—I can’t tell—she went there,” and
I pointed to the door through which Madame had just entered; “only a
minute or two since.”

“But I have been standing there, in the passage, ever since Mademoiselle
Carmilla entered; and she did not return.”

She then began to call “Carmilla,” through every door and passage and
from the windows, but no answer came.
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“She called herself Carmilla?” asked the General, still agitated.

“Carmilla, yes,” I answered.

“Aye,” he said; “that is Millarca. That is the same person who long ago
was called Mircalla, Countess Karnstein. Depart from this accursed
ground, my poor child, as quickly as you can. Drive to the clergyman’s
house, and stay there till we come. Begone! May you never behold
Carmilla more; you will not find her here.”

XV
Ordeal and Execution

As he spoke one of the strangest looking men I ever beheld entered the
chapel at the door through which Carmilla had made her entrance and her
exit. He was tall, narrow-chested, stooping, with high shoulders, and
dressed in black. His face was brown and dried in with deep furrows; he
wore an oddly-shaped hat with a broad leaf. His hair, long and grizzled,
hung on his shoulders. He wore a pair of gold spectacles, and walked
slowly, with an odd shambling gait, with his face sometimes turned up to
the sky, and sometimes bowed down towards the ground, seemed to wear a
perpetual smile; his long thin arms were swinging, and his lank hands, in
old black gloves ever so much too wide for them, waving and gesticulating
in utter abstraction.

“The very man!” exclaimed the General, advancing with manifest de-
light. “My dear Baron, how happy I am to see you, I had no hope of
meeting you so soon.” He signed to my father, who had by this time
returned, and leading the fantastic old gentleman, whom he called the
Baron to meet him. He introduced him formally, and they at once entered
into earnest conversation. The stranger took a roll of paper from his
pocket, and spread it on the worn surface of a tomb that stood by. He had |
a pencil case in his fingers, with which he traced imaginary lines from |
point to point on the paper, which from their often glancing from it, |
together, at certain points of the building, I concluded to be a plan of the
chapel. He accompanied, what I may term, his lecture, with occasional
readings from a dirty little book, whose yellow leaves were closely written
over.

They sauntered together down the side aisle, opposite to the spot where ! {
I was standing, conversing as they went; then they began measuring dis- | |
tances by paces, and finally they all stood together, facing a piece of the |
side-wall, which they began to examine with great minuteness; pulling off |

i

|
i

{
)
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the ivy that clung over it, and rapping the plaster with the ends of their
sticks, scraping here, and knocking there. At length they ascertained the
existence of a broad marble tablet, with letters carved in relief upon it.

With the assistance of the woodman, who soon returned, a monumental
inscription, and carved escutcheon, were disclosed. They proved to be
those of the long lost monument of Mircalla, Countess Karnstein.

The old General, though not I fear given to the praying mood, raised his
hands and eyes to heaven, in mute thanksgiving for some moments.

“To-morrow,” I heard him say; ‘“‘the commissioner will be here, and the
Inquisition will be held according to law.”

Then turning to the old man with the gold spectacles, whom I have
described, he shook him warmly by both hands and said:

“Baron, how can I thank you? How can we all thank you? You will have
delivered this region from a plague that has scourged its inhabitants for
more than a century. The horrible enemy, thank God, is at last tracked.”

My father led the stranger aside, and the General followed. I knew that
he had led them out of hearing, that he might relate my case, and I saw
them glance often quickly at me, as the discussion proceeded.

My father came to me, Kissed me again and again, and leading me from
the chapel, said:

“It is time to return, but before we go home, we must add to our party
the good priest, who lives but a little way from this; and persuade him to
accompany us to the schloss.”

In this quest we were successful: and I was glad, being unspeakably
fatigued when we reached home. But my satisfaction was changed to dis-
may, on discovering that there were no tidings of Carmilla. Of the scene
that had occurred in the ruined chapel, no explanation was offered to me,
and it was clear that it was a secret which my father for the present
determined to keep from me.

The sinister absence of Carmilla made the remembrance of the scene
more horrible to me. The arrangements for the night were singular. Two
servants, and Madame were to sit up in my room that night; and the
ecclesiastic with my father kept watch in the adjoining dressing-room.

The priest had performed certain solemn rites that night, the purport of
which I did not understand any more than I comprehended the reason of
this extraordinary precaution taken for my safety during sleep.

I saw all clearly a few days later.

The disappearance of Carmilla was followed by the discontinuance of
my nightly sufferings.

You have heard, no doubt, of the appalling superstition that prevails in
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Upper and Lower Styria, in Moravia, Silesia, in Turkish Servia, in Poland,
even in Russia; the superstition, so we must call it, of the Vampire.

If human testimony, taken with every care and solemnity, judicially,
before commissions innumerable, each consisting of many members, all
chosen for integrity and intelligence, and constituting reports more volu-
minous perhaps than exist upon any one other class of cases, is worth
anything, it is difficult to deny, or even to doubt the existence of such a
phenomenon as the Vampire.

For my part I have heard no theory by which to explain what I myself
have witnessed and experienced, other than that supplied by the ancient
and well-attested belief of the country.

The next day the formal proceedings took place in the Chapel of Karn-
stein. The grave of the Countess Mircalla was opened; and the General and
my father recognised each his perfidious and beautiful guest, in the face
now disclosed to view. The features, though a hundred and fifty years had
passed since her funeral, were tinted with the warmth of life. Her eyes
were open; no cadaverous smell exhaled from the coffin. The two medical
men, one officially present, the other on the part of the promoter of the
inquiry, attested the marvellous fact that there was a faint but appreciable
respiration, and a corresponding action of the heart. The limbs were per-
fectly flexible, the flesh elastic; and the leaden coffin floated with blood, in
which to a depth of seven inches, the body lay immersed. Here then, were
all the admitted signs and proofs of vampirism. The body, therefore, in
accordance with the ancient practice, was raised, and a sharp stake driven
through the heart of the vampire, who uttered a piercing shriek at the
moment, in all respects such as might escape from a living person in the
last agony. Then the head was struck off, and a torrent of blood flowed
from the severed neck. The body and head was next placed on a pile of
wood, and reduced to ashes, which were thrown upon the river and borne
away, and that territory has never since been plagued by the visits of a
vampire.

My father has a copy of the report of the Imperial Commission, with the
signatures of all who were present at these proceedings, attached in verifi-
cation of the statement. It is from this official paper that I have summa-
rized my account of this last shocking scene.
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XVI
Conclusion

I write all this you suppose with composure. But far from it; I cannot think
of it without agitation. Nothing but your earnest desire so repeatedly ex-
pressed, could have induced me to sit down to a task that has unstrung my
nerves for months to come, and reinduced a shadow of the unspeakable
horror which years after my deliverance continued to make my days and
nights dreadful, and solitude insupportably terrific.

Let me add a word or two about that quaint Baron Vordenburg, to
whose curious lore we were indebted for the discovery of the Countess
Mircalla’s grave.

He had taken up his abode in Gratz, where, living upon a mere pittance,
which was all that remained to him of the once princely estates of his
family, in Upper Styria, he devoted himself to the minute and laborious
investigation of the marvellously authenticated tradition of Vampirism. He
had at his fingers’ ends all the great and little works upon the subject.
“Magia Posthuma,” “Phlegon de Mirabilibus,” “Augustinus de curd pro
Mortuis,” “Philosophicae et Christianae Cogitationes de Vampiris,” by
John Christofer Herenberg; and a thousand others, among which I remem-
ber only a few of those which he lent to my father. He had a voluminous
digest of all the judicial cases, from which he had extracted a system of
principles that appear to govern—some always, and others occasionally
only—the condition of the vampire. I may mention, in passing, that the
deadly pallor attributed to that sort of revenants, is a mere melodramatic
fiction. They present, in the grave, and when they show themselves in
human society, the appearance of healthy life. When disclosed to light in
their coffins, they exhibit all the symptoms that are enumerated as those
which proved the vampire-life of the long-dead Countess Karnstein.

How they escape from their graves and return to them for certain hours
every day, without displacing the clay or leaving any trace of disturbance
in the state of the coffin or the cerements, has always been admitted to be
utterly inexplicable. The amphibious existence of the vampire is sustained
by daily renewed slumber in the grave. Its horrible lust for living blood
supplies the vigour of its waking existence. The vampire is prone to be
fascinated with an engrossing vehemence, resembling the passion of love,
by particular persons. In pursuit of these it will exercise inexhaustible
patience and stratagem, for access to a particular object may be obstructed
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in a hundred ways. It will never desist until it has satiated its passion, and
drained the very life of its coveted victim. But it will, in these cases,
husband and protract its murderous enjoyment with the refinement of an
epicure, and heighten it by the gradual approaches of an artful courtship.
In these cases it seems to yearn for something like sympathy and consent.
In ordinary ones it goes direct to its object, overpowers with violence, and
strangles and exhausts often at a single feast.

The vampire is, apparently, subject, in certain situations, to special con-
ditions. In the particular instance of which I have given you a relation,
Mircalla seemed to be limited to a name which, if not her real one, should
at least reproduce, without the omission or addition of a single letter,
those, as we say, anagrammatically, which compose it. Carmilla did this;
so did Millarca.

My father related to the Baron Vordenburg, who remained with us for
two or three weeks after the expulsion of Carmilla, the story about the
Moravian nobleman and the vampire at Karnstein churchyard, and then
he asked the Baron how he had discovered the exact position of the long-
concealed tomb of the Countess Mircalla? The Baron’s grotesque features
puckered up into a mysterious smile; he looked down, still smiling on his
worn spectacle-case and fumbled with it. Then looking up, he said:

“I have many journals, and other papers, written by that remarkable
man; the most curious among them is one treating of the visit of which you
speak, to Karnstein. The tradition, of course, discolours and distorts a
little. He might have been termed a Moravian nobleman, for he had
changed his abode to that territory, and was, beside, a noble. But he was,
in truth, a native of Upper Styria. It is enough to say that in very early
youth he had been a passionate and favoured lover of the beautiful Mir-
calla, Countess Karnstein. Her early death plunged him into inconsolable
grief. It is the nature of vampires to increase and multiply, but according
to an ascertained and ghostly law.

“Assume, at starting, a territory perfectly free from that pest. How does
it begin, and how does it multiply itself? I will tell you. A person, more or
less wicked, puts an end to himself. A suicide, under certain circum-
stances, becomes a vampire. That spectre visits living people in their slum-
bers; they die, and almost invariably, in the grave, develop into vampires.
This happened in the case of the beautiful Mircalla, who was haunted by
one of those demons. My ancestor, Vordenburg, whose title I still bear,
soon discovered this, and in the course of the studies to which he devoted
himself, learned a great deal more.

“Among other things, he concluded that suspicion of vampirism would
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probably fall, sooner or later, upon the dead Countess, who in life had been
his idol. He conceived a horror, be she what she might, of her remains
being profaned by the outrage of a posthumous execution. He has left a
curious paper to prove that the vampire, on its expulsion from its amphibi-
ous existence, is projected into a far more horrible life; and he resolved to
save his once beloved Mircalla from this.

“He adopted the stratagem of a journey here, a pretended removal of
her remains, and a real obliteration of her monument. When age had
stolen upon him, and from the vale of years, he looked back on the scenes
he was leaving, he considered, in a different spirit, what he had done, and a
horror took possession of him. He made the tracings and notes which have
guided me to the very spot, and drew up a confession of the deception that
he had practised. If he had intended any further action in this matter,
death prevented him; and the hand of a remote descendant has, too late for
many, directed the pursuit to the lair of the beast.”

We talked a little more, and among other things he said was this:

“One sign of the vampire is the power of the hand. The slender hand of
Mircalla closed like a vice of steel on the General’s wrist when he raised
the hatchet to strike. But its power is not confined to its grasp; it leaves a
numbness in the limb it seizes, which is slowly, if ever, recovered from.”

The following Spring my father took me a tour through Italy. We re-
mained away for more than a year. It was long before the terror of recent
events subsided; and to this hour the image of Carmilla returns to memory
with ambiguous alternations—sometimes the playful, languid, beautiful
girl; sometimes the writhing fiend I saw in the ruined church; and often
from a reverie I have started, fancying I heard the light step of Carmilla at
the drawing-room door.
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Eumenides in the Fourth Floor

Lavatory
BY ORSON SCOTT CARD

Living in a fourth-floor walkup was part of his revenge, as if to say to
Alice, “Throw me out of the house, will you? Then I’ll live in squalor in a
Bronx tenement, where the toilet is shared by four apartments! My shirts
will go unironed, my tie will be perpetually awry. See what you’ve done to
me?”’

But when he told Alice about the apartment, she only laughed bitterly
and said, “Not anymore, Howard. I won’t play those games with you. You
win every damn time.”

She pretended not to care about him anymore, but Howard knew better.
He knew people, knew what they wanted, and Alice wanted him. It was
his strongest card in their relationship—that she wanted him more than he
wanted her. He thought of this often: at work in the offices of Humboldt
and Breinhardt, Designers; at lunch in a cheap lunchroom (part of the
punishment); on the subway home to his tenement (Alice had kept the
Lincoln Continental). He thought and thought about how much she
wanted him. But he kept remembering what she had said the day she
threw him out: If you ever come near Rhiannon again I’ll kill you.

He could not remember why she had said that. Could not remember and
did not try to remember because that line of thinking made him uncom-
fortable and one thing Howard insisted on being was comfortable with
himself. Other people could spend hours and days of their lives chasing
after some accommodation with themselves, but Howard was accommo-
dated. Well adjusted. At ease. I'm OK, I'm OK, I'm OK. Hell with you.
“If you let them make you feel uncomfortable,” Howard would often say,
“you give them a handle on you and they can run your life.” Howard
could find other people’s handles, but they could never find Howard’s.
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It was not yet winter but cold as hell at three A.M. when Howard got
home from Stu’s party. A must-attend party, if you wished to get ahead at
Humboldt and Breinhardt. Stu’s ugly wife tried to be tempting, but How-
ard had played innocent and made her feel so uncomfortable that she
dropped the matter. Howard paid careful attention to office gossip and
knew that several earlier departures from the company had got caught
with, so to speak, their pants down. Not that Howard’s pants were an
impenetrable barrier. He got Dolores from the front office into the bed-
room and accused her of making life miserable for him. “In little ways,”” he
insisted. “I know you don’t mean to, but you’ve got to stop.”

“What ways?” Dolores asked, incredulous yet (because she honestly
tried to make other people happy) uncomfortable.

“Surely you knew how attracted I am to you.”

“No. That hasn’t—that hasn’t even crossed my mind.”

Howard looked tongue-tied, embarrassed. He actually was neither.
“Then—well, then, I was—I was wrong, I’'m sorry, I thought you were
doing it deliberately—"

“Doing what?”

“Snub—snubbing me—never mind, it sounds adolescent, just little
things, hell, Dolores, I had a stupid schoolboy crush—"

“Howard, I didn’t even know I was hurting you.”

“God, how insensitive,” Howard said, sounding even more hurt.

“Oh, Howard, do I mean that much to you?”

Howard made a little whimpering noise that meant everything she
wanted it to mean. She looked uncomfortable. She’d do anything to get
back to feeling right with herself again. She was so uncomfortable that
they spent a rather nice half hour making each other feel comfortable
again. No one else in the office had been able to get to Dolores. But
Howard could get to anybody.

He walked up the stairs to his apartment feeling very, very satisfied.
Don’t need you, Alice, he said to himself. Don’t need nobody, and
nobody’s who I've got. He was still mumbling the little ditty to himself as
he went into the communal bathroom and turned on the light.

He heard a gurgling sound from the toilet stall, a hissing sound. Had
someone been in there with the light off? Howard went into the toilet stall
and saw nobody. Then looked closer and saw a baby, probably about two
months old, lying in the toilet bowl. Its nose and eyes were barely above
the water; it looked terrified, its legs and hips and stomach were down the
drain. Someone had obviously hoped to kill it by drowning—it was incon-
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ceivable to Howard that anyone could be so moronic as to think it would
fit down the drain.

For a moment he thought of leaving it there, with the big-city tempta-
tion to mind one’s own business even when to do so would be an atrocity.
Saving this baby would mean inconvenience: calling the police, taking care
of the child in his apartment, perhaps even headlines, certainly a night of
filling out reports. Howard was tired. Howard wanted to go to bed.

But he remembered Alice saying, “You aren’t even human, Howard.
You'’re a goddam selfish monster.” I am not a monster, he answered si-
lently, and reached down into the toilet bowl to pull the child out.

The baby was firmly jammed in—whoever had tried to kill it had meant
to catch it tight. Howard felt a brief surge of genuine indignation that
anyone could think to solve his problems by killing an innocent child. But
thinking of crimes committed on children was something Howard was
determined not to do, and besides, at that moment he suddenly acquired
other things to think about.

As the child clutched at Howard’s arm, he noticed the baby’s fingers
were fused together into flipperlike flaps of bone and skin at the end of the
arm. Yet the flippers gripped his arms with an unusual strength as, with
two hands deep in the toilet bowl, Howard tried to pull the baby free.

At last, with a gush, the child came up and the water finished its flush-
ing action. The legs, too, were fused into a single limb that was hideously
twisted at the end. The child was male; the genitals, larger than normal,
were skewed off to one side. And Howard noticed that where the feet
should be were two more flippers, and near the tips were red spots that
looked like putrefying sores. The child cried, a savage mewling that re-
minded Howard of a dog he had seen in its death throes. (Howard refused
to be reminded that it had been he who killed the dog by throwing it out in
the street in front of a passing car, just to watch the driver swerve; the
driver hadn’t swerved.)

Even the hideously deformed have a right to live, Howard thought, but
now, holding the child in his arms, he felt a revulsion that translated into
sympathy for whoever, probably the parents, had tried to kill the creature.
The child shifted its grip on him, and where the flippers had been Howard
felt a sharp, stinging pain that quickly turned to agony as it was exposed to
the air. Several huge, gaping sores on his arm were already running with
blood and pus.

It took a moment for Howard to connect the sores with the child, and
by then the leg flippers were already pressed against his stomach, and the
arm flippers already gripped his chest. The sores on the child’s flippers
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were not sores; they were powerful suction devices that gripped Howard’s
skin so tightly that it ripped away when the contact was broken. He tried
to pry the child off, but no sooner was one flipper free than it found a new
place to hold even as Howard struggled to break the grip of another.

What had begun as an act of charity had now become an intense strug-
gle. This was not a child, Howard realized. Children could not hang on so
tightly, and the creature had teeth that snapped at his hands and arms
whenever they came near enough. A human face, certainly, but not a
human being. Howard threw himself against the wall, hoping to stun the
creature so it would drop away. It only clung tighter, and the sores where
it hung on him hurt more. But at last Howard pried and scraped it off by
levering it against the edge of the toilet stall. It dropped to the ground, and
Howard backed quickly away, on fire with the pain of a dozen or more
stinging wounds.

It had to be a nightmare. In the middle of the night, in a bathroom
lighted by a single bulb, with a travesty of humanity writhing on the floor,
Howard could not believe that it had any reality.

Could it be a mutation that had somehow lived? Yet the thing had far
more purpose, far more control of its body than any human infant. The
baby slithered across the floor as Howard, in pain from the wounds on his
body, watched in a panic of indecision. The baby reached the wall and cast
a flipper onto it. The suction held and the baby began to inch its way
straight up the wall. As it climbed, it defecated, a thin drool of green
tracing down the wall behind it. Howard looked at the slime following the
infant up the wall, looked at the pus-covered sores on his arms.

What if the animal, whatever it was, did not die soon of its terrible
deformity? What if it lived? What if it were found, taken to a hospital,
cared for? What if it became an adult?

It reached the ceiling and made the turn, clinging tightly to the plaster,
not falling off as it hung upside down and inched across toward the light
bulb.

The thing was trying to get directly over Howard, and the defecation
was still dripping. Loathing overcame fear, and Howard reached up, took
hold of the baby from the back, and, using his full weight, was finally able
to pry it off the ceiling. It writhed and twisted in his hands, trying to get
the suction cups on him, but Howard resisted with all his strength and was
able to get the baby, this time headfirst, into the toilet bowl. He held it
there until the bubbles stopped and it was blue. Then he went back to his
apartment for a knife. Whatever the creature was, it had to disappear from
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the face of the earth. It had to die, and there had to be no sign left that
could hint that Howard had killed it.

He found the knife quickly, but paused for a few moments to put some-
thing on his wounds. They stung bitterly, but in a while they felt better.
Howard took off his shirt; thought a moment and took off all his clothes,
then put on his bathrobe and took a towel with him as he returned to the
bathroom. He didn’t want to get any blood on his clothes.

But when he got to the bathroom, the child was not in the toilet. How-
ard was alarmed. Had someone found it drowning? Had they, perhaps,
seen him leaving the bathroom—or worse, returning with his knife? He
looked around the bathroom. There was nothing. He stepped back into the
hall. No one. He stood a moment in the doorway, wondering what could
have happened.

Then a weight dropped onto his head and shoulders from above, and he
felt the suction flippers tugging at his face, at his head. He almost
screamed. But he didn’t want to arouse anyone. Somehow the child had
not drowned after all, had crawled out of the toilet, and had waited over
the door for Howard to return.

Once again the struggle resumed, and once again Howard pried the
flippers away with the help of the toilet stall, though this time he was
hampered by the fact that the child was behind and above him. It was
exhausting work. He had to set down the knife so he could use both hands,
and another dozen wounds stung bitterly by the time he had the child on
the floor. As long as the child lay on its stomach, Howard could seize it
from behind. He took it by the neck with one hand and picked up the knife
with the other. He carried both to the toilet.

He had to flush twice to handle the flow of blood and pus. Howard
wondered if the child was infected with some disease—the white fluid was
thick and at least as great in volume as the blood. Then he flushed seven
more times to take the piece of the creature down the drain. Even after
death, the suction pads clung tightly to the porcelain; Howard pried them
off with the knife.

Eventually, the child was completely gone. Howard was panting with
the exertion, nauseated at the stench and horror of what he had done. He
remembered the smell of his dog’s guts after the car hit it, and he threw up
everything he had eaten at the party. Got the party out of his system, felt
cleaner; took a shower, felt cleaner still. When he was through, he made
sure the bathroom showed no sign of his ordeal.

Then he went to bed.

It wasn’t easy to sleep. He was too keyed up. He couldn’t take out of his
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mind the thought that he had committed murder (not murder, not murder,
simply the elimination of something too foul to be alive). He tried thinking
of a dozen, a hundred other things. Projects at work—but the designs kept
showing flippers. His children—but their faces turned to the intense face of
the struggling monster he had killed. Alice—ah, but Alice was harder to
think of than the creature.

At last he slept, and dreamed, and in his dream remembered his father,
who had died when he was ten. Howard did not remember any of his
standard reminiscences. No long walks with his father, no basketball in the
driveway, no fishing trips. Those things had happened, but tonight, be-
cause of the struggle with the monster, Howard remembered darker things
that he had long been able to keep hidden from himself.

“We can’t afford to get you a ten-speed bike, Howie. Not until the strike
is over.”

“I know, Dad. You can’t help it.” Swallow bravely. “And I don’t mind.
When all the guys go riding around after school, I'll just stay home and get
ahead on my homework.”

“Lots of boys don’t have ten-speed bikes, Howie.”

Howie shrugged, and turned away to hide the tears in his eyes. “Sure,
lot of them. Hey, Dad, don’t you worry about me. Howie can take care of
himself.”

Such courage. Such strength. He had got a ten-speed within a week. In
his dream, Howard finally made a connection he had never been able to
admit to himself before. His father had a rather elaborate ham radio setup
in the garage. But about that time he had become tired of it, he said, and
he sold it off and did a lot more work in the yard and looked bored as hell
until the strike was over and he went back to work and got killed in an
accident in the rolling mill.

Howard’s dream ended madly, with him riding piggy-back on his fa-
ther’s shoulders as the monster had ridden on Aim, tonight—and in his
hand was a knife, and he was stabbing his father again and again in the
throat.

He awoke in early morning light, before his alarm rang, sobbing weakly
and whimpering, “I killed him, I killed him, I killed him.”

And then he drifted upward out of sleep and saw the time. Six-thirty.
“A dream,” he said. And the dream had woken him early, too early, with
a headache and sore eyes from crying. The pillow was soaked. “A hell of a
lousy way to start the day,”” he mumbled. And, as was his habit, he got up
and went to the window and opened the curtain.

On the glass, suction cups clinging tightly, was the child.
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It was pressed close, as if by sucking very tightly it would be able to
slither through the glass without breaking it. Far below were the honks of
early morning traffic, the roar of passing trucks: but the child seemed
oblivious to its height far above the street, with no ledge to break its fall.
Indeed, there seemed little chance it would fall. The eyes looked closely,
piercingly at Howard.

Howard had been prepared to pretend that the night before had been
another terribly realistic nightmare.

He stepped back from the glass, watched the child in fascination. It
lifted a flipper, planted it higher, pulled itself up to a new position where it
could stare at Howard eye to eye. And then, slowly and methodically, it
began beating on the glass with its head.

The landlord was not generous with upkeep on the building. The glass
was thin, and Howard knew that the child would not give up until it had
broken through the glass so it could get to Howard.

He began to shake. His throat tightened. He was terribly afraid. Last
night had been no dream. The fact that the child was here today was proof
of that. Yet he had cut the child into small pieces. It could not possibly be
alive. The glass shook and rattled with every blow the child’s head struck.

The glass slivered in a starburst from where the child had hit it. The
creature was coming in. And Howard picked up the room’s one chair and
threw it at the child, threw it at the window. Glass shattered and the sun
dazzled on the fragments as they exploded outward like a glistening halo
around the child and the chair.

Howard ran to the window, looked out, looked down and watched as
the child landed brutally on the top of a large truck. The body seemed to
smear as it hit, and fragments of the chair and shreds of glass danced
around the child and bounced down into the street and the sidewalk.

The truck didn’t stop moving; it carried the broken body and the shards
of glass and the pool of blood on up the street, and Howard ran to the bed,
knelt beside it, buried his face in the blanket, and tried to regain control of
himself. He had been seen. The people in the street had looked up and seen
him in the window. Last night he had gone to great lengths to avoid
discovery, but today discovery was impossible to avoid. He was ruined.
And yet he could not, could never have let the child come into the room.

Footsteps on the stairs. Stamping up the corridor. Pounding on the
door. “Open up! Hey in there!”

If 'm quiet long enough, they’ll go away, he said to himself, knowing it
was a lie. He must get up, must answer the door. But he could not bring
himself to admit that he ever had to leave the safety of his bed.

T —
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“Hey, you son-of-a-bitch—"" The imprecations went on but Howard
could not move until, suddenly, it occurred to him that the child could be
under the bed, and as he thought of it he could feel the tip of the flipper
touching his thigh, stroking and ready to fasten itself—

Howard leaped to his feet and rushed for the door. He flung it wide, for
even if it was the police come to arrest him, they could protect him from
the monster that was haunting him.

It was not a policeman at the door. It was the man on the first floor who
collected rent. “You son-of-a-bitch irresponsible pig-kisser!” the man
shouted, his toupee only approximately in place. “That chair could have
hit somebody! That window’s expensive! Out! Get out of here, right now, I
want you out of this place, I don’t care how the hell drunk you are—"

“There was—there was this thing on the window, this creature—"

The man looked at him coldly, but his eyes danced with anger. No, not
anger. Fear. Howard realized the man was afraid of him.

“This is a decent place,” the man said softly. “You can take your crea-
tures and your booze and your pink stinking elephants and that’s a hun-
dred bucks for the window, a hundred bucks right now, and you can get
out of here in an hour, an hour, you hear? Or I'm calling the police, you
hear?”

“I hear.” He heard. The man left when Howard counted out five twen-
ties. The man seemed careful to avoid touching Howard’s hands, as if
Howard had become, somehow, repulsive. Well, he had. To himself, if to
no one else. He closed the door as soon as the man was gone. He packed
the few belongings he had brought to the apartment in two suitcases and
went downstairs and called a cab and rode to work. The cabby looked at
him sourly, and wouldn’t talk. It was fine with Howard, if only the driver
hadn’t kept looking at him through the mirror—nervously, as if he was
afraid of what Howard might do or try. I won’t try anything, Howard said
to himself, I'm a decent man. Howard tipped the cabby well and then gave
him twenty to take his bags to his house in Queens, where Alice could
damn well keep them for a while. Howard was through with the tenement
—that one or any other.

Obviously it had been a nightmare, last night and this morning. The
monster was only visible to him, Howard decided. Only the chair and the
glass had fallen from the fourth floor, or the manager would have noticed.

Except that the baby had landed on the truck, and might have been real,
and might be discovered in New Jersey or Pennsylvania later today.

Couldn’t be real. He had killed it last night and it was whole again this
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morning. A nightmare. I didn’t really kill anybody, he insisted. (Except
the dog. Except Father, said a new, ugly voice in the back of his mind.)

Work. Draw lines on paper, answer phone calls, dictate letters, keep
your mind off your nightmares, off your family, off the mess your life is
turning into. “Hell of a good party last night.” Yeah, it was, wasn’t it?
“How are you today, Howard?”’ Feel fine, Dolores, fine—thanks to you.
“Got the roughs on the IBM thing?” Nearly, nearly. Give me another
twenty minutes. “Howard, you don’t look well.” Had a rough night. The
party, you know.

He kept drawing on the blotter on his desk instead of going to the
drawing table and producing real work. He doodled out faces. Alice’s face,
looking stern and terrible. The face of Stu’s ugly wife. Dolores’s face,
looking sweet and yielding and stupid. And Rhiannon’s face.

But with his daughter Rhiannon, he couldn’t stop with the face.

His hand started to tremble when he saw what he had drawn. He ripped
the sheet off the blotter, crumpled it, and reached under the desk to drop it
in the wastebasket. The basket lurched, and flippers snaked out to seize his
hand in an iron grip.

Howard screamed, tried to pull his hand away. The child came with it,
the leg flippers grabbing Howard’s right leg. The suction pad stung, bring-
ing back the memory of all the pain last night. He scraped the child off
against a filing cabinet, then ran for the door, which was already opening
as several of his co-workers tumbled into his office demanding, “What is it!
What’s wrong! Why did you scream like that!”’

Howard led them gingerly over to where the child should be. Nothing.
Just an overturned wastebasket, Howard’s chair capsized on the floor. But
Howard’s window was open, and he could not remember opening it.
“Howard, what is it? Are you tired, Howard? What’s wrong?”

I don’t feel well. I don’t feel well at all.

Dolores put her arm around him, led him out of the room. “Howard,
I'm worried about you.”

I'm worried, too.

“Can I take you home? I have my car in the garage downstairs. Can I
take you home?”

Where’s home? Don’t have a home, Dolores.

“My home, then. I have an apartment, you need to lie down and rest.
Let me take you home.”

Dolores’s apartment was decorated in early Holly Hobby, and when she
put records on the stereo it was old Carpenters and recent Captain and
Tennille. Dolores led him to the bed, gently undressed him, and then,
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because he reached out to her, undressed herself and made love to him
before she went back to work. She was naively eager. She whispered in his
ear that he was only the second man she had ever loved, the first in five
years. Her inept lovemaking was so sincere it made him want to cry.

When she was gone he did cry, because she thought she meant some-
thing to him and she did not.

Why am I crying? he asked himself. Why should I care? It’s not my
fault she let me get a handle on her. . .

Sitting on the dresser in a curiously adult posture was the child, care-
lessly playing with itself as it watched Howard intently. “No,” Howard
said, pulling himself up to the head of the bed. “You don’t exist,” he said.
*“No one’s ever seen you but me.” The child gave no sign of understanding.
It just rolled over and began to slither down the front of the dresser.

Howard reached for his clothes, took them out of the bedroom. He put
them on in the living room as he watched the door. Sure enough, the child
crept along the carpet to the living room; but Howard was dressed by then,
and he left.

He walked the streets for three hours. He was coldly rational at first.
Logical. The creature does not exist. There is no reason to believe in it.

But bit by bit his rationality was worn away by constant flickers of the
creature at the edges of his vision. On a bench, peering over the back at
him; in a shop window; staring from the cab of a milk truck. Howard
walked faster and faster, not caring where he went, trying to keep some
intelligent process going on in his mind, and failing utterly as he saw the
child, saw it clearly, dangling from a traffic signal.

What made it even worse was that occasionally a passerby, violating the
unwritten law that New Yorkers are forbidden to look at each other,
would gaze at him, shudder, and look away. A short European-looking
woman crossed herself. A group of teenagers looking for trouble weren’t
looking for him—they grew silent, let him pass in silence, and in silence
watched him out of sight.

They may not be able to see the child, Howard realized, but they see
something.

And as he grew less and less coherent in the ramblings of his mind,
memories began flashing on and off, his life passing before his eyes like a
drowning man is supposed to see, only, he realized, if a drowning man saw
this he would gulp at the water, breathe it deeply just to end the visions.
They were memories he had been unable to find for years; memories he
would never have wanted to find.

His poor, confused mother, who was so eager to be a good parent that
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she read everything, tried everything. Her precocious son Howard read it,
too, and understood it better. Nothing she tried ever worked. And he
accused her several times of being too demanding, of not demanding
enough; of not giving him enough love, of drowning him in phony affec-
tion; of trying to take over with his friends, of not liking his friends
enough. Until he had badgered and tortured the woman until she was
timid every time she spoke to him, careful and longwinded and she
phrased everything in such a way that it wouldn’t offend, and while now
and then he made her feel wonderful by giving her a hug and saying,
“Have I got a wonderful Mom,” there were far more times when he put a
patient look on his face and said, “That again, Mom? I thought we went
over that years ago.” A failure as a parent, that’s what you are, he re-
minded her again and again, though not in so many words, and she nod-
ded and believed and died inside with every contact they had. He got
everything he wanted from her.

And Vaughn Robles, who was just a little bit smarter than Howard and
Howard wanted very badly to be valedictorian and so Vaughn and Howard
became best friends and Vaughn would do anything for Howard and when-
ever Vaughn got a better grade than Howard he could not help but notice
that Howard was hurt, that Howard wondered if he was really worth
anything at all. “Am I really worth anything at all, Vaughn? No matter
how well I do, there’s always someone ahead of me, and I guess it’s just
that before my father died he told me and told me, Howie, be better than
your Dad. Be the top. And I promised him Id be the top but hell, Vaughn,
I’m just not cut out for it—" and once he even cried. Vaughn was proud of
himself as he sat there and listened to Howard give the valedictory address
at high school graduation. What were a few grades, compared to a true
friendship? Howard got a scholarship and went away to college and he and
Vaughn almost never saw each other again.

And the teacher he provoked into hitting him and losing his job; and the
football player who snubbed him and Howard quietly spread the rumor
that the fellow was gay and he was ostracized from the team and finally
quit; and the beautiful girls he stole from their boyfriends just to prove that
he could do it and the friendships he destroyed just because he didn’t like
being excluded and the marriages he wrecked and the co-workers he un-
dercut and he walked along the street with tears streaming down his face,
wondering where all these memories had come from and why, after such a
long time in hiding, they had come out now. Yet he knew the answer. The
answer was slipping behind doorways, climbing lightpoles as he passed,
waving obscene flippers at him from the sidewalk almost under his feet.
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And slowly, inexorably, the memories wound their way from the distant
past through a hundred tawdry exploitations because he could find peo-
ple’s weak spots without even trying until finally memory came to the one
place where he knew it could not, could not ever go.

He remembered Rhiannon.

Born fourteen years ago. Smiled early, walked early, almost never cried.
A loving child from the start, and therefore easy prey for Howard. Oh,
Alice was a bitch in her own right—Howard wasn’t the only bad parent in
the family. But it was Howard who manipulated Rhiannon most. “Dad-
dy’s feelings are hurt, Sweetheart,”” and Rhiannon’s eyes would grow wide,
and she’d be sorry, and whatever Daddy wanted, Rhiannon would do. But
this was normal, this was part of the pattern, this would have fit easily into
all his life before, except for last month.

And even now, after a day of grief at his own life, Howard could not
face it. Could not but did. He unwillingly remembered walking by Rhian-
non’s almost-closed door, seeing just a flash of cloth moving quickly. He
opened the door on impulse, just on impulse, as Rhiannon took off her
brassiere and looked at herself in the mirror. Howard had never thought of
his daughter with desire, not until that moment, but once the desire
formed Howard had no strategy, no pattern in his mind to stop him from
trying to get what he wanted. He was uncomfortable, and so he stepped
into the room and closed the door behind him and Rhiannon knew no way
to say no to her father. When Alice opened the door Rhiannon was crying
softly, and Alice looked and after a moment Alice screamed and screamed
and Howard got up from the bed and tried to smooth it all over but
Rhiannon was still crying and Alice was still screaming, kicking at his
crotch, beating him, raking at his face, spitting at him, telling him he was a
monster, a monster, until at last he was able to flee the room and the house
and, until now, the memory.

He screamed now as he had not screamed then, and threw himself
against a plate-glass window, weeping loudly as the blood gushed from a
dozen glass cuts on his right arm, which had gone through the window.
One large piece of glass stayed embedded in his forearm. He deliberately
scraped his arm against the wall to drive the glass deeper. But the pain in
his arm was no match for the pain in his mind, and he felt nothing.

They rushed him to the hospital, thinking to save his life, but the doctor
was surprised to discover that for all the blood there were only superficial
wounds, not dangerous at all. “I don’t know why you didn’t reach a vein
or an artery,” the doctor said. “I think the glass went everywhere it could
possibly go without causing any important damage.”
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After the medical doctor, of course, there was the psychiatrist, but there
were many suicidals at the hospital and Howard was not the dangerous
kind. “I was insane for a moment, Doctor, that’s all. I don’t want to die, I
didn’t want to die then, I'm all right now. You can send me home.” And
the psychiatrist let him go home. They bandaged his arm. They did not
know that his real relief was that nowhere in the hospital did he see the
small, naked, child-shaped creature. He had purged himself. He was free.

Howard was taken home in an ambulance, and they wheeled him into
the house and lifted him from the stretcher to the bed. Through it all Alice
hardly said a word except to direct them to the bedroom. Howard lay still
on the bed as she stood over him, the two of them alone for the first time
since he left the house a month ago.

“It was kind of you,” Howard said softly, “to let me come back.”

“They said there wasn’t room enough to keep you, but you needed to be
watched and taken care of for a few weeks. So lucky me, I get to watch
you.” Her voice was a low monotone, but the acid dripped from every
word. It stung.

“You were right, Alice,” Howard said.

“Right about what? That marrying you was the worst mistake of my
life? No, Howard. Meeting you was my worst mistake.”

Howard began to cry. Real tears that welled up from places in him that
had once been deep but that now rested painfully close to the surface. “I've
been a monster, Alice. I haven’t had any control over myself. What I did
to Rhiannon—Alice, I wanted to die, I wanted to die!”

Alice’s face was twisted and bitter. “And I wanted you to, Howard. I
have never been so disappointed as when the doctor called and said you’d
be all right. You’ll never be all right, Howard, you’ll always be—"

“Let him be, Mother.”

Rhiannon stood in the doorway.

“Don’t come in, Rhiannon,” Alice said.

Rhiannon came in. “Daddy, it’s all right.”

“What she means,” Alice said, “is that we’ve checked her and she isn’t
pregnant. No little monster is going to be born.”

Rhiannon didn’t look at her mother, just gazed with wide eyes at her
father. “You didn’t need to—hurt yourself, Daddy. I forgive you. People
lose control sometimes. And it was as much my fault as yours, it really
was, you don’t need to feel bad, Father.”

It was too much for Howard. He cried out, shouted his confession, how
he had manipulated her all his life, how he was an utterly selfish and rotten
parent, and when it was over Rhiannon came to her father and laid her
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head on his chest and said, softly, “Father, it’s all right. We are who we
are. We've done what we’ve done. But it’s all right now. I forgive you.”

When Rhiannon left, Alice said, “You don’t deserve her.”

I know.

“I was going to sleep on the couch, but that would be stupid. Wouldn’t
it, Howard?”

I deserve to be left alone, like a leper.

“You misunderstand, Howard. I need to stay here to make sure you
don’t do anything else. To yourself or to anyone.”

Yes. Yes, please. I can’t be trusted.

“Don’t wallow in it, Howard. Don’t enjoy it. Don’t make yourself even
more disgusting than you were before.”

All right.

They were drifting off to sleep when Alice said, “Oh, when the doctor
called he wondered if I knew what had caused those sores all over your
arms and chest.”

But Howard was asleep, and didn’t hear her. Asleep with no dreams at
all, the sleep of peace, the sleep of having been forgiven, of being clean. It
hadn’t taken that much, after all. Now that it was over, it was easy. He felt
as if a great weight had been taken from him.

He felt as if something heavy was lying on his legs. He awoke, sweating
even though the room was not hot. He heard breathing. And it was not
Alice’s low-pitched, slow breath, it was quick and high and hard, as if the
breather had been exerting himself.

Itself.

Themselves.

One of them lay across his legs, the flippers plucking at the blanket. The
other two lay on either side, their eyes wide and intent, creeping slowly
toward where his face emerged from the sheets.

Howard was puzzled. “I thought you’d be gone,” he said to the chil-
dren. “You’re supposed to be gone now.”

Alice stirred at the sound of his voice, mumbled in her sleep.

He saw more of them stirring in the gloomy corners of the room, an-
other writhing slowly along the top of the dresser, another inching up the
wall toward the ceiling.

“I don’t need you anymore,” he said, his voice oddly high-pitched.

Alice started breathing irregularly, mumbling, “What? What?”

And Howard said nothing more, just lay there in the sheets, watching
the creatures carefully but not daring to make a sound for fear Alice would
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wake up. He was terribly afraid she would wake up and not see the crea-
tures, which would prove, once and for all, that he had lost his mind.

He was even more afraid, however, that when she awoke she would see
them. That was the one unbearable thought, yet he thought it continuously
as they relentlessly approached with nothing at all in their eyes, not even
hate, not even anger, not even contempt. We are with you, they seemed to
be saying, we will be with you from now on. We will be with you, Howard,
forever.

And Alice rolled over and opened her eyes.
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Lenore

BY GOTTFRIED AUGUST BURGER
English adaptation by Dante Gabriel Rossetti

Up rose Lenore as the red morn wore,

From weary visions starting;
“Art faithless, William, or, William, art dead?

*Tis long since thy departing.”

For he, with Frederick’s men of might,

In fair Prague waged the uncertain fight;

Nor once had he writ in the hurry of war,

And sad was the true heart that sickened afar.

The Empress and the King,

With ceaseless quarrel tired,
At length relaxed the stubborn hate

Which rivalry inspired:
And the martial throng, with laugh and song,
Spoke of their homes as they rode along,
And clank, clank, clank! came every rank,
With the trumpet-sound that rose and sank.

And here and there and everywhere,
Along the swarming ways,



230

LENORE

Went old man and boy, with the music of joy,
On the gallant bands to gaze;
And the young child shouted to spy the vaward,
And trembling and blushing the bride pressed forward:
But ah! for the sweet lips of Lenore
The kiss and the greeting are vanished and o’er.

From man to man all wildly she ran

With a swift and searching eye;
But she felt alone in the mighty mass,

As it crushed and crowded by:
On hurried the troop,—a gladsome group,—
And proudly the tall plumes wave and droop:
She tore her hair and she turned her round,
And madly she dashed her against the ground.

Her mother clasped her tenderly
With soothing words and mild:
“My child, may God look down on thee,—
God comfort thee, my child.”
*“Oh! mother, mother! gone is gone!
I reck no more how the world runs on:
What pity to me does God impart?
Woe, woe, woe! for my heavy heart!”

“Help, Heaven, help and favour her!
Child, utter an Ave Marie!
Wise and great are the doings of God;
He loves and pities thee.”
“Out, mother, out, on the empty lie!
Doth he heed my despair,—doth he list to my cry?
What boots it now to hope or to pray?
The night is come,—there is no more day.”

“Help, Heaven, help! who knows the Father
Knows surely that he loves his child:
The bread and the wine from the hand divine
Shall make thy tempered grief less wild.”
“Oh! mother, dear mother! the wine and the bread
Will not soften the anguish that bows down my head