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THE TURN OF THE SCREW
by Henry James

The story had held us, round the fire, sufficiently breathless,
but except the obvious remark that it was gruesome, as, on
Christmas Eve in an old house, a strange tale should essen-
tially be, I remember no comment uttered till somebody hap-
pened to say that it was the only case he had met in which
such a visitation had fallen on a child. The case, I may men-
tion, was that of an apparition.in just such an old house as
had gathered us for the occasion—an appearance, of a dread-
ful kind, to a little boy sleeping in the room with his mother
and waking her up in the terror of it; waking her not to
dissipate his dread and soothe him to sleep again, but to en-
counter also, herself, before she had succeeded in doing so,
the same sight that had shaken him. It was this observation
that drew from Douglas—not immediately, but later in the
evening—a reply that had the interesting consequence to
which I call attention. Someone else told a story not particu-
larly effective, which I saw he was not following. This 1 took
for a sign that he had himself something to produce and that
we should only have to wait. We waited in fact till two nights
later; but that same evening, before we scattered, he brought
out what was in his mind.

“I quite agree—in regard to Griffin's ghost, or whatever it
was—that its appearing first to the little boy, at so tender an
age, adds a particular touch. But it’s not the first occurrence
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8 A Treasury of Great Ghost Stories

of its charming kind that I know to have involved a child. If
the child gives the effect another turn of the screw, what do
you say to two children——?”

“We say, of course,” somebody exclaimed, “that they give
two turns! Also that we want to hear about them.”

I can see Douglas there before the fire, to which he had got
up to present his back, looking down at his interlocutor with
his hands in his pockets. “Nobody but me, till now, has ever
heard. It’s quite too horrible.” This, naturally, was declared by
several voices to give the thing the utmost price, and our
friend, with quiet art, prepared his triumph by turning his eyes
over the rest of us and going on: “It’s beyond everything.
Nothing at all that I know touches it.”

“For sheer terror?” I remember asking.

He seemed to say it was not so simple as that; to be really
at a loss how to qualify it. He passed his hand over his eyes,
made a little wincing grimace. “For dreadful-—dreadfulness!”

“Oh, how delicious!” cried one of the women.

He took no notice of her; he looked at me, but as if, instead
of me, he saw what he spoke of. “For general uncanny ugli-
ness and horror and pain.”

“Well then,” I said, “just sit right down and begin.”

He turned round to the fire, gave a kick to a log, watched it
an instant. Then as he faced us again: “I can’t begin. I shall
have to send to town.” There was a unanimous groan at this,
and much reproach; after which, in his preoccupied way, he
explained. “The story’s written. It’s in a locked drawer—it has
not been out for years. I could write to my man and enclose
the key; he could send down the packet as he finds it.” It was
to me in particular that he appeared to propound this—ap-
peared almost to appeal for aid not to hesitate. He had broken
a thickness of ice, the formation of many a winter; had had
his reasons for a long silence. The others resented postpone-
ment, but it was just his scruples that charmed me. I adjured
him to write by the first post and to agree with us for an early
hearing; then I asked him if the experience in question had
been his own. To this his answer was prompt. “Oh, thank
God, no!”

“And is the record yours? You took the thing down?”

“Nothing but the impression. I took that here”—he tapped
his heart. “I've never lost it.” ’

“Then your manuscript ”

“Is in old, faded ink, and in the most beautiful hand.” He
hung fire again. “A woman’s. She has been dead these twenty
years. She sent me the pages in question before she died.”
They were all listening now, and of course there was some-
body to be arch, or at any rate to draw the inference. But if he
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put the inference by without a smile it was also without irrita-
tion. “She was a most charming person, but she was ten years
older than 1. She was my sister's governess,” he quietly said.
“She was the most agreeable woman I've ever known in her
position; she would have been worthy of any whatever. It was
long ago, and this episode was long before. I was at Trinity,
and I found her at home on my coming down the second
summer. I was much there that year—it was a beautiful one;
and we had, in her off-hours, some strolls and talks in the
garden—talks in which she struck me as awfully clever and
nice. Oh yes; don’t grin: I liked her extremely and am glad to
this day to think she liked me, too. If she hadn’t she wouldn’t
have told me. She had never told anyone. It wasn’t simply that
she said so, but that I knew she hadn’t. I was sure; I could see.
You'll easily judge why when you hear.”

“Because the thing had been such a scare?”

He continued to fix me. “You’ll easily judge,” he repeated:
“you will.”

1 fixed him, too. “I see. She was in love.”

He laughed for the first time. “You are acute. Yes, she was
in love. That is, she had been. That came out—she couldn’t
tell her story without its coming out. I saw it, and she saw I
saw it; but neither of us spoke of it. I remember the time and
the place—the corner of the lawn, the shade of the great
beeches and the long, hot summer afternoon. It wasn’t a scene
for a shudder; but oh I” He quitted the fire and dropped
back into his chair.

“You'll receive the packet Thursday mormng?” I inquired.

“Probably not till the second post.”

“Well then; after dinner- ”

“You’ll all meet me here?” He looked us round agdin. “Isn’t
anybody going?” It was almost the tone of hope.

“Bverybody will stay!”

“I will—and I will?” cried the ladies whose departure had
been fixed. Mrs. Griffin, however, expressed the need for a
little more light. “Who was it she was in love with?”

“The story will tell,” I took upon myself to reply.

“Oh, I can’t wait for the story!”

-“The story won't tell,” said Douglas; “not in any literal,
vulgar way.’

“More’s the pity, then. That’s the only way I ever under-
stand.”

“Won’t you tell, Douglas?” somebody else inquired.

He sprang to his feet again. “Yes—tomorrow. Now I must
go to bed. Good night.” And quickly catching up a candle-
stick, he left us slightly bewildered. From our end of the great
brown hall we heard his step on the stair; whereupon Mrs.
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Griffin spoke. “Well, if I don’t know who she was in love with,
I know who he was.”

“She was ten years older,” said her husband.

“Raison de plus—at that agel But it's rather nice, his long
reticence.”

“Forty years!” Griffin put in.

“With this outbreak at last.”

“The outbreak,” I returned, “will make a tremendous occa-
sion of Thursday night”; and everyone so agreed with me that,
in the light of it, we lost all attention for everything else. The
Jast story, however incomplete and like the mere opening of a
serial, had been told; we handshook and “candlestuck,” as
somebody said, and went to bed.

I knew the next day that a letter containing the key had, by
the first post, gone off to his London apartments; but in spite
of—or perhaps just on account of—the eventual diffusion of
this knowledge we quite let him alone till after dinner, till such
an hour of the evening, in fact, as might best accord with the
kind of emotion on which our hopes were fixed. Then he
became as communicative as we could desire and indeed gave
us his best reason for being so. We had it from him again
before the fire in the hall, as we had had our mild wonders of
the previous night. It appeared that the narrative he had
promised to read us really required for a proper intelligence a
few words of prologue. Let me say here distinctly, to have
done with it, that this narrative, from an exact transcript of
my own made much later, is what I shall presently give. Poor
Douglas, before his death—when it was in sight—committed
to me the manuscript that reached him on the third of these
days and that, on the same spot, with immense effect, he
began to read to our hushed little circle on the night of the
fourth. The departing ladies who had said they would stay
didn’t, of course, thank heaven, stay: they departed, in conse-
quence of arrangements made, in a rage of curiosity, as they
professed, produced by the touches with which he had already
worked us up. But that only made his little final auditory more
compact and select, kept it, round the hearth, subject to a
common thrill.

The first of these touches conveyed that the written state-
ment took up the tale at a point after it had, in a manner,
begun. The fact to be in possession of was therefore that his
old friend, the youngest of several daughters of a poor coun-
try parson, had, at the age of twenty, on taking service for the
first time in the schoolroom, come up to London, in trepida-
tion, to answer in person an advertisement that had already
placed her in brief correspondence with the advertiser. This
person proved, on her presenting herself, for judgment, at a
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house in Harley Street, that impressed her as vast and im-
posing—this prospective patron proved a gentleman, a bache-
lor in the prime of life, such a figure as had never risen, save
in a dream or an old novel, before a fluttered, anxious girl out
of a Hampshire vicarage. One could easily fix his type; it
never, happily, dies out. He was handsome and bold and
pleasant, offhand and gay and kind. He struck her, inevitably,
as gallant and splendid, but what took her most of all and
gave her the courage she afterward showed was that he put
the whole thing to her as a kind of favor, an obligation he
should gratefully incur. She conceived him as rich, but as
fearfully extravagant—saw him all in a glow of high fashion,
of good looks, of expensive habits, of charming ways with
women. He had for his own town residence a big house filled
with the spoils of travel and the trophies of the chase; but it
was to his country home, an old family place in Essex, that he
wished her immediately fo proceed. '

He had been left, by the death of their parents in India,
guardian to a small pephew and a small niece, children of a
younger, a military brother, whom he had lost two years be-
fore. These children were, by the strangest of chances for a
man in his position—a lone man without the right sort of
experience or a grain of patience—very heavily on his hands.
It had all been a great worry and, on his own part doubtless, a
series of blunders, but he immensely pitied the poor chicks
and had done all he could; had in particular sent them down
to his other house, the proper place for them being of course
the country, and kept them there, from the first, with the best
people he could find to look after them, parting even with his
own servants to wait on them and going down himself, when-
ever he might, to see how they were doing. The awkward
thing was that they had practically no other relations and that
his own affairs took up all his time. He had put them in
possession of Bly, which was healthy and secure, and had
placed at the head of their little establishment—but below
stairs only—an excellent woman, Mrs. Grose, whom he was
sure his visitor would like and who had formerly been maid to
his mother. She was now housekeeper and was also acting for
the time as superintendent to the little girl, of whom, without
children of her own, she was, by good luck, extremely fond.
There were plenty of people to help, but of course the young
lady who should go down as governess would be in supreme
authority. She would also have, in holidays, to look after the
small boy, who had been for a term at school—young as he
was to be sent, but what else could be done?—and who, as the
holidays were about to begin, would be back from one day to
the other. There had been for the two children at first a young
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lady whom they had had the misfortune to lose. She had done
for them quite beautifully—she was a most respectable person
—till her death, the great awkwardness of which had, pre-
cisely, left no alternative but the school for little Miles. Mrs.
Grose, since then, in the way of manners and things, had done
as she could for Flora; and there were, further, a cook, a
housemaid, a dairywoman, an old pony, an old groom, and an
old gardener, all likewise thoroughly respectable.

So far had Douglas presented his picture. when someone put
a question. “And what did the former governess die of?—of
so much respectability?” '

Our friend’s answer was prompt. “That will come out. I
don’t anticipate.”

“Excuse me—1I thought that was just what you are doing.”

“In her successor’s place,” 1 suggested, “I should have
wished to learn if the office brought with i ”

“Necessary danger to life?”” Douglas completed my thought.
“She did wish to.learn, and she did learn. You shall hear
tomorrow what she learned. Meanwhile, of course, the pros-
pect struck her as slightly grim. She was young, untried, nerv-
ous: it was a vision of serious duties and little company, of
really great loneliness. She hesitated—took a couple of days to
consult and consider. But the salary offered much exceeded
her modest measure, and on a second interview she faced the
music, she engaged.” And Douglas, with this, made a pause
that, for the benefit of the company, moved me to throw in—

“The moral of which was of course the seduction exercised
by the splendid young man. She succumbed to it.”

He got up and, as he had done the night before, went to the
fire, gave a stir to a log with his foot, then stood a moment
with his back to us. “She saw him only twice.”

“Yes, but that’s just the beauty of her passion.”

A little to my surprise, on this, Douglas turned round to
me. “It was the beauty of it. There were others,” he went on,
“who hadn’t succumbed. He told her frankly all his difficulty
—that for several applicants the conditions had been prohibi-
tive. They were, somehow, simply afraid. It sounded dull—it
sounded strange; and all the more so because of his main
condition.”

“Which was ”

“That she should never trouble him—but never, never:
neither appeal nor complain nor write about anything; only
meet all questions herself, receive all moneys from his solici-
tor, take the whole thing over and let him alone. She promised
to do this, and she mentioned to me that when, for a moment,
disburdened, delighted, he held her hand, thanking her for the
sacrifice, she already felt rewarded.”




THE TURN OF THE SCREW 13

“But was that all her reward?” one of the ladies asked.

“She never saw him again.”

“Oh!” said the lady; which, as our friend immediately left
us again, was the only other word of importance contributed
to the subject till, the next night, by the corner of the hearth,
in the best chair, he opened the faded red cover of a thin old-
fashioned gilt-edged album. The whole thing took indeed
more nights than one, but on the first occasion the same lady
put another question, “What is your title?” .

“I haven’t one.”

“Oh, I have!” I said. But Douglas, without heeding me, had
begun to read with a fine clearness that was like a rendering to
the ear of the beauty of his author’s hand.

I

1 remember the whole beginning as a succession of flights
and drops, a little seesaw of the right throbs and the wrong.
After rising, in town, to meet his appeal, T had at all events a
couple of very bad days—found myself doubtful again, felt
indeed sure I had made a mistake. In this state of mind I
spent the long hours of bumping, swinging coach that carried
me to the stopping place at which I was to be met by a vehicle
from the house. This convenience, I was told, had been or-
dered, and I found, toward the close of the June afternoon, a
commodious fly in waiting for me. Driving at that hour, on a
lovely day, through a country to which the summer sweetness
seemed to offer me a friendly welcome, my fortitude mounted
afresh and, as we turned into the avenue, encountered a re-
prieve that was probably but a proof of the point to which it
had sunk. I suppose I had expected, or had dreaded, some-
thing so melancholy that what greeted me was a good sur-
prise. I remember as a most pleasant impression the broad,
clear front, its open windows and fresh curtains and the pair
of maids looking out; I remember the lawn and the bright
flowers and the crunch of my wheels on the gravel and the
clustered treetops over which the rooks circled and cawed in
the golden sky. The scene had a greatness that made it a dif-
ferent affair from my own scant home, and there immediately
appeared at the door, with a little girl in her hand, 2 civil per-
son who dropped me as decent a curtsy as if I had been the
mistress or a distinguished visitor. I had received in Harley
Street a narrower notion of the place, and that, as I recalled
it, made me think the proprietor still more of a gentleman,
suggested that what I was to enjoy might be something be-
yond his promise.
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I had no drop again till the next day, for I was carried
triumphantly through the following hours by my introduction
to the younger of my pupils. The little girl who accompanied
Mrs. Grose appeared to me on the spot a creature so
charming as to make it a great fortune to have to do with her.
She was the most beautiful child I had ever seen, and I after-
ward wondered that my employer had not told me more of
her. I slept little that night—I was too much excited; and this
astonished me, too, I recollect, remained with me, adding to
my sense of the liberality with which I was treated. The large,
impressive room, one of the best in the house, the great state
bed, as I almost- felt it, the full, figured draperies, the long
glasses in which, for the first time, I could see myself from
head to foot, all struck me—like the extraordinary charm of
my small charge—as so many things thrown in. It was thrown
in as well, from the first moment, that I should get on with
Mrs. Grose in a relation over which, on my way, in the coach,
I fear I had rather brooded. The only thing indeed that in this
early outlook might have made me shrink again was the clear
circumstance of her being so glad to see me. I perceived
within half an hour that she was so glad—stout, simple, plain,
clean, wholesome woman—as to be positively on her guard
against showing it too much. I wondered even then a little
why she should wish not to show it, and that, with reflection,
with suspicion, might of course have made me uneasy.

But it was a comfort that there could be no uneasiness in a
connection with anything so beatific as the radiant image of
my little girl, the vision of whose angelic beauty had probably
more than anything else to do with the restlessness that, before
morning, made me-several times rise and wander about my
room to take in the whole picture and prospect; to watch,
from my open window, the faint summer dawn, to look at
such portions of the rest of the house as I could catch, and to
listen, while, in the fading dusk, the first birds began to twit-
ter, for the possible recurrence of a sound or two, less natural
and not without, but within, that I had fancied I heard. There
had been a moment when I believed I recognized, faint and
far, the cry of a child; there had been another when I found
myself just consciously starting as-at the passage, before my
door, of a light footstep. But these fancies were not marked
enough not to be thrown off, and it is only in the light, or the
gloom, I should rather say, of other and subsequent matters
that they now come back to me. To watch, teach, “form” little
Flora would too evidently be the making of a happy and
useful life. It had been agreed between us downstairs that after
this first occasion I should have her as a matter of course at
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night, her small white bed being already arranged, to that end,
in my room. What I had undertaken was the whole care of
her, and she had remained, just this last time, with Mrs. Grose
only as an effect of our consideration for my inevitable
strangeness and her natural timidity. In spite of this timidity—
which the child herself, in the oddest way in the world, had
been perfectly frank and brave about, allowing it, without a
sign of uncomfortable consciousness, with the deep, sweet
serenity indeed of one of Raphael’s holy infants, to be dis-
cussed, to be imputed to her, and to determine us—I felt quite
sure she would presently like me. It was part of what I already
liked Mrs. Grose herself for, the pleasure I could see her feel
in my admiration and wonder as I sat at supper with four tall
candles and with my pupil, in a high chair and a bib, brightly
facing me, between them, over bread and milk. There were
naturally things that in Flora’s presence could pass between us
only as prodigious and gratified looks, obscure and rounda-
bout allusions. i

“And the little boy—does he look like her? Is he too so very
remarkable?”

One wouldn't flatter a child. “Oh, miss, most remarkable. If
you think well of this one!”—and she stood there with a plate
in her hand, beaming at our companion, who looked from one
of us to the other with placid heavenly eyes that contained
pothing to-check us.

“Yes; if I do——7"

“You will be carried away by the little gentleman!”

“Well, that, I think, is what I came for—to be carried away.
I'm afraid, however,” I remember feeling the impulse to add,
;I’m rather easily carried away. I was carried away in Lon-

on{”

I can still see Mrs. Grose’s broad face as she took this in.
“In Harley Street?”

“In Harley Street.”

1 “Well, miss, you're not the first—and you won’t be the
ast.”

“Oh, I've no pretension,” I could laugh, “to being the only
one. My other pupil, at any rate, as I understand, comes back
tomorrow?”

“Not tomorrow—Friday, miss. He arrives, as you did, by
the coach, under care of the guard, and is to be met by the
same carriage.”

I forthwith expressed that the proper as well as the pleasant
and friendly thing would be therefore that on the arrival of
the public conveyance I should be in waiting for him with his
little sister; an idea in which Mrs. Grose concurred so heartily
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that I somehow took her manner as a kind of comforting
pledge—never falsified, thank heaven!-—that we should on ev-
ery question be quite at one. Oh, she was glad I was there!

What I felt the next day was, I suppose, nothing that could
be fairly called a reaction from the cheer of my arrival; it was
probably at the most only a slight oppression produced by a
fuller measure of the scale, as I walked round them, gazed up
at them, took them in, of my new circumstances. They had, as
it were, an extent and mass for which I had not been prepared
and in the presence of which I found myself, freshly, a little
scared as well as a little proud. Lessons, in this agitation,
certainly suffered some delay; I reflected that my first duty
was, by the gentlest arts I could contrive, to win the child into
the sense of knowing me. I spent the day with her out-of-
doors; I arranged with her, to her great satisfaction, that it
should be she, she only, who might show me the place. She
showed it step by step and room by room and secret by secret,
with droll, delightful, childish talk about it and with the result,
in half an hour, of our becoming immense friends. Young as
she was, I was struck, throughout our little tour, with her
confidence and courage with the way, in empty chambers and
dull corridors, on crooked staircases that made me pause and
even on the summit of an old machicolated square tower that
made me dizzy, her morning music, her disposition to tell me
so many more things than she asked, rang out and-led me on.
I have not seen Bly since the day I left it, and I daresay that to
my older and more informed eyes it would now appear
sufficiently contracted. But as my little conductress, with her
hair of gold and her frock of blue, danced before me round
corners and pattered down passages, I had the view of a castle
of romance inhabited by a rosy sprite, such a place as would
somehow, for diversion of the young idea, take all color out
of storybooks and fairytales. Wasn't it just a storybook over
which I had fallen adoze and adream? No; it was a big, ugly,
antique, but convenient house, embodying a few features of a
building still older, half-replaced and half-utilized, in which I
had the fancy of our being almost as lost as a handful of
passengers in a great drifting ship. Well, I was, strangely, at
the helm!

I

This came home to me when, two days later, I drove over
with Flora to meet, as Mrs. Grose said, the little gentleman;
and all the more for an incident that, presenting itself the
second evening, had deeply disconcerted me. The first day had
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been, on the whole, as I have expressed, reassuring; but I was
to see it wind up in keen apprehension. The postbag, that
evening—it came late—contained a letter for me, which, how-
ever, in the hand of my employer, I found to be composed but
of a few words enclosing another, addressed to himself, with a
seal still unbroken. “This, I recognize, is from the headmaster,
and the headmaster’s an awful bore. Read him, please; deal
with him; but mind you don’t report. Not a word. I'm off!” 1
broke the seal with a great effort—so great a one that I was a
long time coming to it; took the unopened missive at last up
to my room and only attacked it just before going to bed. I
had better have let it wait till morning, for it gave me a second
sleepless night. With no counsel to take, the next day, I was
full of distress; and it finally got so the better of me that I
determined to open myself at least to Mrs. Grose.

“What does it mean? The child’s dismissed his school.”

She gave me a look that I remarked at the moment; then,
visibly, with a quick blankness, seemed to try to take it back.
“But aren't they all——7"

“Sent home—ryes. But only for the holidays. Miles may
never go back at all.”

Consciously, under my attention, she reddened. “They
won’t take him?”

“They absolutely decline.”

‘At this she raised her eyes, which she had turned from me;
I saw them fill with good tears. “What has he done?”

I hesitated; then I judged best simply to hand her my letter
—which, however, had the effect of making her, without
taking it, simply put her hands behind her She shook her
head sadly “Such things are not for me, miss."

My counselor couldn’t read! I winced at my mistake, which
I attenuated as I could, and opened my letter again to repeat it
to her; then, faltering in the act and folding it up once more, 1
put it back in my pocket. “Is he really bad?”

The tears were still in her eyes. “Do the gentlemen say so?”

“They go into no particulars. They simply express their
regret that it should be impossible to keep him. That can have
only one meaning.” Mrs. Grose listened with dumb emotion;
she forbore to ask me what this meaning might be; so that,
presently, to put the thing with some coherence and with the
mere aid of her presence to my own mind, T went on: “That
he’s an injury to the others.”

At this, with one of the quick turns of sxmple folk, she
suddenly flamed up. “Master Miles! kim an injury?”

There was such a flood of good faith in it that, though I
had not yet seen the child, my very fears made me jump to the
absurdity of the idea. I found myself, to meet my friend the
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better, offering it, on the spot, sarcastically. “To his poor little
innocent mates!”

“It’s too dreadful,” cried Mrs. Grose, “to say such cruel
things!,;Why, he’s scarce ten years old.”

“Yes, yes; it would be incredible.”

She was evidently grateful for such a profession. “See him,
miss, first. Then believe it]” I felt forthwith a new impatience
to see him; it was the beginning of a cunosxty that, for all the
next hours, was to deepen almost to pain, Mrs. Grose was
aware, I could judge, of what she had produced in me, and
she followed it up with assurance. “You might as well believe
it of the little lady. Bless her,” she added the next moment—
“look at her!”

I turned and saw that Flora, whom, ten minutes before, 1
had established in the schoolroom with a sheet of white paper,
a pencil, and a copy of nice “round o’s,” now presented her-
self to view at the open door. She expressed in her little way
an extraordinary detachment from disagreeable duties, looking
to me, however, with a great childish light that seemed to of-
fer it as a mere result of the affection she had conceived for
my person, which had rendered necessary that she should fol-
lew me. I needed nothing more than this to feel the full force
of Mrs. Grose’s comparison, and, catching my pupil in my
arms, covered her with kisses in which there was a sob of
atonement. '

Nonetheless, the rest of the day I watched for further occa-
sion to approach my colleague, especially as, toward evening,
I began to fancy she rather sought to avoid me. I overtook
her, I remember, on the staircase; we went down together, and
at the bottom I detained her, holding her there with a hand on
her arm. “I take what you said to me at noon as a declaration
that you’ve never known him to be bad.”

She threw back her head; she had clearly, by this time, and
very honestly, adopted an attitude. “Oh, never known him—I
don’t pretend that!”

1 was upset again. “Then you have known him——?”

“Yes indeed, miss, thank God!”

On reflection I accepted this. “You mean that a boy who
never is——?” '

" “Is no boy for mel”

I held her tighter. “You like them with the spirit to be
naughty?” Then, keeping pace with her answer, “So do I!” I
eagerly brought out. “But not to the degree to contaminate—"

“To contaminate?”’—my big word left her at a loss. I ex-
plained it. “To corrupt.”

She stared, taking my meaning in; but it produced in her an
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odd laugh. “Are you afraid he'll corrupt you?" She put the
question with such a fine bold humor that, with a laugh, a
little silly doubtless, to match her own, I gave way for the time
to the apprehension of ridicule.

But the next day, as the hour for my drive approached, I
cropped up in another place. “What was the lady who was
here before?”

“The last governess? She was also young and pretty—al-
most as young and almost as pretty, miss, even as you.”

“Ah, then, I hope her youth and her beauty helped her!” I
recollect throwing off. “He seems to like us young and pretty!”

“Oh, he did,” Mrs. Grose assented: “it was the way he liked
everyone!” She had no sooner spoken indeed than she caught
herself up. “I mean that’s his way—the master’s.”

I was struck. “But of whom did you speak first?”

She looked blank, but she colored. “Why, of kim.”

“Of the master?”

“Of who else?”

There was so obviously no one else that the next moment I
had lost my impression of her having accidentally said more
than she meant; and I merely asked what I wanted to know,
“Did she see anything in the boy——7”

“That wasn’t right? She never told me.”

I had a scruple, but I overcame it. “Was she careful—par-
ticutar?” -

Mrs. Grose appeared to try to be conscientious. “About
some things—yes.”

“But not about all?”

Again she considered. “Well, miss—she’s gone. I won’t tell
tales.”

“I quite understand your feeling,” I hastened to reply; but I
thought it, after an instant, not opposed to this concession to
pursue: “Did she die here?”

“No—she went off.”

I don’t know what there was in this brevity of Mrs. Grose's
that struck me as ambiguous. “Went off to die?” Mrs. Grose
looked straight out of the window, but I felt that, hypotheti-
cally, I had a right to know what young persons engaged for
Bly were expected to do. “She was taken ill, you mean, and
went home?”

“She was not taken ill, so far as appeared, in this house. She
left it, at the end of the year, to go home, as she said, for a
short holiday, to which the time she had put in had certainly
given her a right. We had then a young woman—a nursemaid
who had stayed on and who was a good girl and clever; and
she took the children altogether for the interval. But our
young lady never came back, and at the very moment I was



20 A Treasury of Great Ghost Stories

expecting her 1 heard from the master that she was dead.”
I turned this over. “But of what?”
“He never told me! But please, miss,” said Mrs. Grose, “I
must get to my work.”

m

Her thus turning her back on me was fortunately not, for
my just preoccupations, a snub that could check the growth of
our mutual esteem. We met, after I had brought home little
Miles, more intimately than ever on the ground of my stupe-
faction, my general emotion: $o monstrous was I then ready
to pronounce it that such a child as had now been 'revealed to
me should be under an interdict. I was a little late on the
scene, and I felt, as he stood wistfully looking out for me
before the door of the inn at which the coach had put him
down, that"I had seen him, on the instant, without and within,
in the great glow of freshness, the same positive fragrance of
purity, in which I had, from the first moment, ‘seen his little
sister. He was incredibly beautiful, and Mrs. Grose had put
her finger on it: everything but a sort of passion of tenderness
for him was swept away by his presence. What I then and
there took him to my heart for was something divine that 1
have never found to the same degree in any child—his inde-
scribable little air of knowing nothing in the world but love. It
would have been impossible to carry a bad name with a
greater sweetness of innocence, and by the time I had got
back to Bly with him I remained merely bewildered—so far,
that is, as I was not outraged—by the sense of the horrible
letter locked up in my room; in a drawer. As soon as I could
compass a private word with Mrs, Grose I declared to her that
it was grotesque.

She promptly understood me. “You mean the cruel
charge——7”

“It doesn’t live an instant. My dear woman, look at him!”

She smiled at my pretention to have discovered his charm.
“I assure you, miss, I do nothing else! What will you say,
then?” she immediately added.

“In answer to the letter?”” I had made up my mind. “Noth-
mg"’

“And to his uncle?”

I was incisive. “Nothing.”

“And to the boy himself?”

I was wonderful. “Nothing.”

She gave with her apron a great wipe to her mouth. “Then
I'll stand by you. We'll see it out.”
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“We’ll see it out!” I ardently echoed, giving her my hand to
make it a vow.

She held me there a moment, then whisked up her apron
again with her detached hand. “Would you mind, miss, if I
used the freedor ”

“To kiss me? No!” I took the good creature in my arms
and, after we had embraced like sisters, felt still more fortified
and indignant.

This, at all events, was for the time: a time so full that, as [
recall the way it went, it reminds me of all the art I now need
to make it a little distinct. What I look back at with amaze-
ment is the situation I accepted. I had undertaken, with my
companion, to see it out, and I was under a charm, appar-
ently, that could smooth away the extent and the far and
difficult connections of such an effort. I was lifted aloft on a
great wave of infatuation and pity. I found it simple, in my
ignorance, my confusion, and perhaps my conceit, to assume
that I could deal .with a boy whose education for the world
was all on the point of beginning. I am unable even to remem-
ber at this day what proposal I framed for the end of his
holidays and the resumption of his studies. Lessons with me,
indeed, that charming summer, we all had a theory that he
was to have; but I now feel that, for weeks, the lessons must
have been rather my own. I learned something—at first, cer-
tainly—that had not been one of the teachings of my small,
smothered life; learned to be amused, and even amusing, and
not to think for the morrow. It was the first time, in a manner,
that I had known space and air and freedom, all the music of
summer and all the mystery of nature. And then there was
consideration—and consideration was sweet. Oh, it was a trap
—not designed, but deep—to my imagination, to my deli-
cacy, perhaps to my vanity; to whatever, in me, was most
excitable. The best way to picture it all is to say that I was off
my guard. They gave me so little trouble—they were of a
gentleness so extraordinary. I used to speculate—but even this
with a dim disconnectedness—as to how the rough future (for
all futures are rough!) would handle them and might bruise
them. They had the bloom of health and happiness; and yet,
as if I had been in charge of a pair of little grandees, of
princes of the blood, for whom everything, to be right, would
have to be enclosed and protected, the only form that, in my
fancy, the afteryears could take for them was that of a roman-
tic, a really royal extension of the garden and the park. It may
be, of course, above all, that what suddenly broke into this
gives the previous time a charm of stillness—that hush in
which something gathers or crouches. The change was actually
like the spring of a beast.
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In the first weeks the days were long; they often, at their
finest, gave me what I used to call my own hour, the hour
when, for my pupils, teatime and bedtime having come and
gone, I had, before my final retirement, a small interval alone.
Much as I liked my companions, this hour was the thing in
the day I liked most; and I liked it best of all when, as the
light faded—or rather, I should say, the day lingered and the
last calls of the last birds sounded, in a flushed sky, from the
old trees—I could take a turn into the grounds and enjoy,
almost with a sense of property that amused and flattered me,
the beauty and dignity of the place. It was a pleasure at these
moments to feel myself tranquil and justified; doubtless, per-
haps, also to reflect that by my discretion, my quiet good
sense and general high propriety, I was giving pleasure—if he
ever thought of itl—to the person to whose pressure I had
responded. What I was doing was what he had earnestly
hoped and directly asked of me, and that I could, after all, do
it proved even a greater joy than I had expected. I daresay I
fancied myself, in short, a remarkable young woman and took
comfort in the faith that this would more publicly appear.
Well, I needed to be remarkable to offer a front to the re-
markable things that presently gave their first sign.

It was plump, one afternoon, in the middle of my very
hour: the children were tucked away, and I had come out for
my stroll. One of the thoughts that, as I don’t in the least
shrink now from noting, used to be with me in these wan-
derings was that it would be as charming as a charming story
suddenly to meet someone. Someone would appear there at
the turn of a path and would stand before me and smile and
approve. I didn’t ask more than that—I only asked that he
should krnow; and the only way to be sure he knew would be
to see it, and the kind light of it, in his handsome face. That
was exactly present to me—by which I mean the face was—
when, on the first of these occasions, at the end of a long June
day, I stopped short on emerging from one of the plantations
and coming into view of the house. What. arrested me on the
spot—and with a shock much greater than any vision had
allowed for—was the sense that my imagination had, in a
flash, turned real. He did stand there!—but high up, beyond
the lawn and at the very top of the tower to which, on that
first morning, little Flora had conducted me. This tower was
one of a pair—square, incongruous, crenelated structures—
that were distinguished, for some reason, though I could see
little difference, as the new and the old. They flanked opposite
ends of the house and were probably architectural absurdities,
redeemed in a measure indeed-by not being wholly disengaged
nor of a height too pretentious, dating, in their gingerbread
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antiquity, from a romantic revival that was already a respecta-
ble past. I admired them, had fancies about them, for we
could all profit in a degree, especially when they loomed
through the dusk, by the grandeur of their actual battlements;
yet it was not at such an elevation that the figure I had so
often invoked seemed most in place.

It produced in me, this figure, in the clear twilight, I re-
member, two distinct gasps of emotion, which were, sharply,
the shock of my first and that of  my second surprise. My
second was a violent perception of the mistake of my first: the
man who met my eyes was not the person I had precipitately
supposed. There came to me thus a bewilderment of vision of
which, after these years, there is no living view that I can hope
to give. An unknown man in a lonely place is a permitted
object of fear to a young woman privately bred; and the figure
that faced me was—a few more seconds assured me—as little
anyone else I knew as it was the image that had been in my
mind. I had not seen it in Harley Street—I had not seen it
anywhere. The place, moreover, in the strangest way in the
world, had, on the instant, and by the very fact of its appear-
ance, become a solitude. To me at least, making my statement
here with a deliberation with which I have never made it, the
whole feeling of the moment returns. It was as if, while I
took in—what I did take in—all the rest of the scene had been
stricken with death. I can hear again, as I write, the intense
hush in which the sounds of evening dropped. The rooks
stopped cawing in the golden sky, and the friendly hour lost,
for the minute, all its voice. But there was no other change in
nature, unless indeed it were a change that I saw with a stran-
ger sharpness. The gold was still in the sky, the clearness in
the air, and the man who looked at me over the battlements
was as definite as a picture in a frame. That’s how I thought,
with extraordinary quickness, of each person that he might
have been and that he was not. We were confronted across
our distance quite long enough for me to ask myself with
intensity who then he was and to feel, as an effect of my
inability to say, a wonder that in a few instants more became
intense.

The great question, or one of these, is, afterward, I know,
with regard to certain matters, the question of how long they
have lasted. Well, this matter of mine, think what you will of
it, lasted while I caught at a dozen possibilities, none of which
made a difference for the better, that I could see, in there
having been in the house—and for how long, above.all?—a
person of whom I was in ignorance. It lasted while I just
bridled a little with the sense that my office demanded that
there should be no such ignorance and no such person. It
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lasted while this visitant, at all events—and there was a touch
of the strange freedom, as I remember, in the sign of familiar-
ity of his wearing no hat—seemed to fix me, from his position,
with just the question, just the scrutiny through the fading
light, that his own presence provoked. We were too far apart
to call to each other, but there was a4 moment at which, at
shorter range, some challenge between us, breaking the hush,
would have been the right result of our straight mutual stare.
He was in one of the angles, the one away from the house,
very erect, as it struck me, and with both hands on the ledge.
So I saw him as I see the letters I form on this page; then,
exactly, after a minute, as if to add to the spectacle, he slowly
changed his place—passed, looking at me hard all the while,
to the opposite corner of the platform. Yes, I had the sharpest
sense that during this transit he never took his eyes from me,
and I can see at this moment the way his hand, as he went,
passed from one of the crenelations to the next. He stopped at
the other corner, but less long, and even as he turned away
still markedly fixed me. He turned away; that was all I knew.

v

It was not that I didn’t wait, on this occasion, for more, for
I was rooted as deeply as I was shaken. Was there a “secret”
at Bly—a mystery of Udolpho or an insane, an unmentionable
relative kept in unsuspected confinement? I can’t say how long
I turned it over, or how long, in a confusion of curiosity and
dread, I remained where I had had my collision; I only recall
that when I re-entered the house darkness had quite closed in.
Agitation, in the interval, certainly had held me and driven
me, for I must, in circling about the place, have walked three
miles; but I was to be, later on, so much more overwhelmed
that this mere dawn of alarm was a comparatively human
chill. The most singular part of it, in fact—singular as the rest
had been—was the part I became, in the hall, aware of in
meeting Mrs. Grose. This picture comes back to me in the
general train—the impression, as I received it on my return,
of the wide white panelled space, bright in the lamplight and
with its portraits and red carpet, and of the good surprised
look of my friend, which immediately told me she had missed
me. It came to me straightway, under her contact, that, with'
plain heartiness, mere relieved anxiety at my appearance, she
knew nothing whatever that could bear upon the incident I
had there ready for her. I had not suspected in advance that
her comfortable face would pull me up, and I somehow meas-
ured the importance of what 1 had seen by my thus finding
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myself hesitate to mention it. Scarce anything in the whole
history seems to me so odd as this fact that my real beginning
of fear was one, as I may say, with the instinct of sparing my
companion. On the spot, accordingly, in the pleasant hall and
with her eyes on me, I, for a reason that I couldn’t then have
phrased, achieved an inward resolution—offered a vague pre-
text for my lateness and, with the plea of the beauty of the
night and of the heavy dew and wet feet, went as soon as
possible to my room.

Here it was another affair; here, for many days after, it was
a queer affair enough. There were hours, from day to day—or
at least there were moments, snatched even from clear duties
—when I had to shut myself up to think. It was not so much
yet that I was more nervous than I could bear to be as that I
was remarkably afraid of becoming so; for the truth I had
now to turn over was, simply and clearly, the truth that I
could arrive at no account whatever of the visitor with whom
I had been so inexplicably and yet, as it seemed to me, so
intimately concerned. It took little time to see that I could
sound without forms of inquiry and without exciting remark
any domestic complication. The shock I had suffered must
have sharpened all my senses; I felt sure, at the end of three
days and as the result of mere closer attention, that I had not
been practiced upon by the servants nor made the object of
any “game.” Of whatever it was that I knew, nothing was
known around me. There was but one sane inference: some-
one had taken a liberty rather gross. That was what, re-
peatedly, I dipped into my room and locked the door to say to
myself. We had been, collectively, subject to an intrusion;
some unscrupulous traveler, curious in old houses, had made
his way in unobserved, enjoyed the prospect from the best
point of view, and then stolen out as he came. If he had given
me such a bold hard stare, that was but a part of his indiscre-
tion. The good thing, after all, was that we should surely see
no more of him.

This was not so good a thing, I admit, as not to leave me to
judge that what, essentially, made nothing else much signify
was simply my charming work. My charming work was just
my life with Miles and Flora, and through nothing could I so
like it as through feeling that I could throw myself into it in
trouble. The attraction of my small charges was a constant
joy, leading me to wonder afresh at the vanity of my- original
fears, the distaste I had begun by entertaining for the probable
gray prose of my office. There was to be no gray prose, it
appeared, and no long grind; so how could work not be
charming that presented itself as daily beauty? It was all the
romance of the nursery and the poetry of the schoolroom. I
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don’t mean by this, of course, that we studied only fiction and
verse; I mean I can express no otherwise the sort of interest
my companions inspired. How can I describe that except by
saying that instead of growing used to them—and it’s a marvel
for a governess: I call the sisterhood to witness!—I made
constant fresh discoveries. There was one direction, assuredly,
in which these discoveries stopped: deep obscurity continued
to cover the region of the boy’s conduct at school. It had been
promptly given me, I have noted, to face that mystery without
a pang. Perhaps even it would be nearer the truth to say that
—without a word—he himself had cleared it up. He had made
the whole charge absurd. My conclusion bloomed there with
the real rose flush of his innocence: he was only too fine and
fair for the little horrid, unclean school world, and he had
paid a price for it. I reflected acutely that the sense of such
differences, such superiorities of quality, always, on the part of
the majority—which could include even stupid, sordid head-
masters—turns infallibly to the vindictive.

Both the children had a gentleness (it was their only fault,
and it never made Miles a muff) that kept them—how shall I
express it?—almost impersonal and certainly quite unpun-
ishable. They were like the cherubs of the anecdote, who had
—morally, at any rate—nothing to whack! I remember feeling
with Miles in especial as if he had had, as it were, no history.
We expect of a small child a scant one, but there was in this
beautiful little boy something extraordinarily sensitive, yet ex-
traordinarily happy, that, more than in any creature of his age
I have seen, struck me as beginning anew each day. He had
never for a second suffered. I took this as a direct disproof of
his having really been chastised. If he had been wicked he
would have “caught” it, and I should have caught it by the
rebound—I should have found the trace. I found nothing at
all, and he was therefore an angel. He never spoke of his
school, never mentioned a comrade or a master; and I, for my
part, was quite too much-disgusted to allude to them. Of
course I was under the spell, and the wonderful part is that,
even at the time, I perfectly knew I was. But I gave myself up
to it; it was an antidote to any pain, and I had more pains
than one. I was in receipt in these days of disturbing letters
from home, where things were not going well. But with my
children, what things in the world mattered? That was the
question I used to put to my scrappy retirements. I was
dazzled by their loveliness.

There was a Sunday—to get on—when it rained with such
force and for so many hours that there could be no procession
to church; in consequence of which, as the day declined, I had
arranged with Mrs. Grose that, should the evening show im-
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provement, we would attend together the late service. The rain
happily stopped, and I prepared for our walk, which, through
the park and by the good road to the village, would be a
matter of twenty minutes. Coming downstairs to meet my
colleague in the hall, I remembered a pair of gloves that had
required three stitches and that had received them—with a
publicity perhaps not edifying—while 1 sat with the children
at their tea, served on Sundays, by exception, in that cold,
clean temple of mahogany and brass, the “grown-up” dining
room. The gloves had been dropped there, and I turned in to
recover them. The day was gray enough, but the afternoon
light still lingered, and it enabled me, on crossing the thresh-
old, not only to recognize, on a chair near the wide window,
then closed, the articles I wanted, but to become aware of a
person on the other side of the window and looking straight
in. One step into the room had sufficed; my vision was instan-
taneous; it was all there. The person looking straight in was
the person who had already appeared to me. He appeared thus.
again with I won’t say greater distinctness, for that was impos-
sible, but with a nearness that represented a forward stride in
our intercourse and made me, as I met him, catch my breath
and turn cold. He was the same—he was the same, and seen,
this time, as he had been seen before, from the waist up, the
window, though the dining room was on the ground floor, not
going down to the terrace on which he stood. His face was
close to the glass, yet the effect of this better view was,
strangely, only to show me how intense the former had been.
He remained but a few seconds—Ilong enough to convince me
he also saw and recognized; but it was as if I had been looking
at him for years and had known him always. Something, how-
ever, happened this time that had not happened before; his
stare into my face, through the glass and across the room, was
as deep and hard as then, but it quitted me for a moment
during which I could still watch it, see it fix successively sev-
eral other things. On the spot there came to me the added
shock of a certitude that it was not for me he had come there.
He had come for someone else.

The flash of this knowledge—for it was knowledge in the
midst of dread—produced in me the most. extraordinary
effect, started, as I stood there, a sudden vibration of duty and
courage. I say courage because I was beyond all doubt already
far gone. I bounded straight out of the door again, reached
that of the house, got, in an instant, upon the drive, and,
passing along the terrace as fast as I could rush, turned a
corner and came full in sight. But it was in sight of nothing
now—immy visitor had vanished. I stopped, I almost dropped,
with the real relief of this; but I took in the whole scene—1
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gave him time to reappear. I call it time, but how long was it?
I can’t speak to the purpose today of the duration of these
things. That kind of measure must have left me: they couldn’t
have lasted as they actually appeared to me to last. The ter-
race and the whole place, the lawn and the garden beyond it,
all I could see of the park, were empty with a great emptiness.
There were shrubberies and big trees, but I remember the
clear assurance I felt that none of them concealed him. He
was there or was not there: not there if I didn’t see him. I got
hold of this; then, instinctively, instead of returning as I had
come, went to the window. It was confusedly present to me
that I ought to place myself where he had stood. I did so; I
applied my face to the pane and looked, as he had looked,
into the room. As if, at this moment, to show me exactly what
his range had been, Mrs. Grose, as I had done for himself just
before, came in from the hall. With this I had the full image
of a repetition of what had already occurred. She saw me as I
had seen my own visitant; she pulled up short as I had done; I
gave her something of the shock that I had received. She
turned white, and this made me ask myself if I had blanched
as much. She stared, in short, and retreated on just my lines,
and I knew she had then passed out and come round to me
and that I should presently meet her. I remained where I was,
and while I waited I thought of more things than one. But
there’s only one I take space to mention. I wondered why she
should be scared.

v

Oh, she let me know as soon as, round the corner of the
house, she loomed again into view. “What in the name of
goodness is the matter: ?” She was now flushed and out of
breath.

I said nothing till she came quite near. “With me?” I must
have made a wonderful face. “Do I show it?”

“You’re as white as a sheet. You look awful.”

I considered; I could meet on this, without scruple, any
innocence. My need to respect the bloom of Mrs. Grose’s had
dropped, without a rustle, from my shoulders, and if I wa-
vered for the instant it was not with what I kept back. I put
out my hand to her and she took it; I held her hard a little,
liking to feel her close to me. There was a kind of support in
the shy heave of her surprise. “You came for me for church,
of course, but I can’t go.”

“Has anything happened?”

“Yes. You must know now. Did I look very queer?”
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“Through this window? Dreadful!”

“Well,” I said, “I've been frightened.” Mrs. Grose’s eyes
expressed plainly that she had no wish to be, yet also that she
knew too well her place not to be ready to share with me any
marked inconvenience. Oh, it was quite settled that she must
share! “Just what you saw from the dining room a minute
ago was the effect of that. What I saw—just before—was
much worse.”

Her band tightened. “What was it?”

“An extraordinary man. Looking in.”

“What extraordinary man?”

“I haven’t the least idea.”

Mrs. Grose gazed round us in vain. “Then where is he
gone?”’ -

“I know still less.”

“Have you seen him before?”

“Yes—once. On the old tower.”

She could only look at me harder. “Do you mean he’s a
stranger?”’ .

“Oh, very much!”

“Yet you didn’t tell me?”

“No—for reasons. But now that you’ve guessed

Mrs. Grose’s round eyes encountered this charge. “Ah, I
haven’t guessed!” she said very simply. “How can I if you
don’t imagine?”

“I don’t in the very least.”

“You've seen him nowhere but on the tower?”

“And on this spot just now.”

Mrs. Grose looked round again. “What was he doing on the
tower?” .

“Only standing there and looking down at me.”

She thought a minute. “Was he a gentleman?”’

I found I had no need to think. “No.” She gazed in deeper
wonder. “No.”

“Then nobody about the place? Nobody from the village?”

“Nobody—nobody. I didn’t tell you, but I made sure.”

She breathed a vague relief: this was, oddly, so much to the
good. It only went indeed a little way. “But if he isn’t a
gentleman——"

“What is he? He’s a horror.”

“A horror?”

“He’s—God help me if I know what he is!”

Mrs. Grose looked round once more; she fixed her eyes on
the duskier distance, then, pulling herself together, turned to
me with abrupt inconsequence. “It’s time we should be at
church.”

“Oh, P’'m not fit for church!”
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“Won’t it do you good?”

“It won’t do them——!" I nodded at the house.

“The children?”

“I can’t leave them now.”

“You're afraid 7

I spoke boldly. “I’m afraid of him.”

Mrs. Grose’s large face showed me, at this, for the first
time, the faraway faint glimmer of a consciousness more
acute: I somehow made out in it the delayed dawn of an idea
I myself had not given her and that was as yet quite. obscure
to me. It comes back to me that I thought instantly of this as
something I could get from her; and I felt it to be connected
with the desire she presently showed to know more. “When
was it—on the tower?”

“About the middle of the month. At this same hour.”

“Almost at dark,” said Mrs. Grose.

“Oh, no, not nearly. I saw him as I see you.”

“Then how did he get in?”

“And how did he get out?” I laughed. “I had no opportu-
nity to ask him! This evening, you see,” I pursued, “he has not
been able to get in.”

“He only peeps?”

“I hope it will be confined to that!” She had now let go my
hand; she turned away a little. I waited an instant; then I
brought out: “Go to church. Goodbye. I must watch.”

Slowly she faced me again. “Do you fear for them?”

We met in another long look. “Don’t you?” Instead of an-
swering she came nearer to the window and, for a minute,
applied her face to the glass. “You see how he could see,” I
meanwhile went on.

She didn’t move. “How long was he here?”

“Till I came out. I came to meet him.”

Mrs. Grose at last turned round, and there was still more in
her face. “I couldn’t have come out.”

“Neither could I!” I laughed again. “But I did come. I have
my duty.”

“So have I mine,” she replied; after which she added:
“What is he like?” -

“I've been dying to tell you. But he’s like nobody.”

“Nobody?” she echoed.

“He has no hat.” Then seeing in her face that she already,
in this, with a deeper dismay, found a touch of picture, I
quickly added stroke to stroke. “He has red hair, very red,
close-curling, and a pale face, long in shape, with straight,
good features and little, rather queer whiskers that are as red
as his hair. His eyebrows are, somehow, darker; they look
particularly arched and as if they might move a good deal. His
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eyes are sharp, strange—awfully; but I only know clearly that
they're rather small and very fixed. His mouth’s wide, and his
lips are thin, and except for his little whiskers he’s quite clean-
shaven. He gives me a sort of sense of looking like an actor.”

“An actor!” It was impossible to resemble one less, at least,
than Mrs. Grose at that moment.

“I've never seen one, but so I suppose them. He’s tall,
active, erect,” I continued, “but never—no, never!—a gentle-
man.”

My companion’s face had blanched as I went on; her round
eyes started and her mild mouth gaped. “A gentleman?” she
gasped, confounded, stupefied: “a gentleman he?”

“You know him then?”

She visibly tried to hold herself. “But he is handsome?”

I saw the way to help her. “Remarkably!”

“And dressed ”

“In somebody’s clothes. They’re smart, but they’re not his
own.”

She broke into a breathless affirmative groan: “They’re the
master’s!”

I caught it up. “You do know him?”

She faltered but a second. “Quint!” she cried.

“Quint?”

“Peter Quint—his own man, his valet, when he was here!”

“When the master was?”

Gaping still, but meeting me, she pieced it all together. “He
never wore his hat, but he did wear—well, there were waist-
coats missed. They were both here—last year. Then the mas-
ter went, and Quint was alone.”

I followed, but halting a little. “Alone?”

“Alone with us.,” Then, as from a deeper depth, “In
charge,” she added.

“And what became of him?”

She hung fire so long that I was still more mystified. “He
went, too,” she brought out at last.

“Went where?”

Her expression, at this, became extraordmary “God knows
where! He died.”

“Died?” I almost shrieked.

She seemed fairly to square herself, plant herself more
firmly to utter the wonder of it. “Yes. Mr. Quint is dead.”

vI

It took of course more than that particular passage to place
us together in presence of what we had now to live with as we
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could—my dreadful liability to impressions of the order so
vividly exemplified, and my companion’s knowledge, hence-
forth—a knowledge half consternation and half compassion—
of that liability. There had been; this evening, after the revela-
tion that left me, for an hour, so prostrate—there had been,
for either of us, no attendance on any service but a little
service of tears and vows, of prayers and promises, a climax
to the series of mutual challenges and pledges that had
straightway ensued on our retreating together to the school-
room and shutting ourselves up there to have everything out.
The result of our having everything out was simply to reduce
our situation to the last rigor of its elements., She herself had
seen nothing, not the shadow of a shadow, and nobody in the
house but the governess was in the governess’s plight; yet she
accepted without directly impugning my sanity the truth as 1
gave it to her, and ended by showing me, on this ground, an
awestricken tenderness, an expression of the sense of my more
than questionable privilege, of which the very breath has re-
mained with me as that of the sweetest of human charities.

What was settled between us, accordingly, that night, was
that we thought we might bear things together; and I was not
even sure that, in spite of her exemption, it was she who had
the best of the burden. I knew at this hour, I think, as well as
I knew later, what I was capable of meeting to shelter my
pupils; but it took me some time to be wholly sure of what my
honest ally was prepared for to keep terms with so compro-
mising a contract. I was queer company enough—quite as
queer as the company I received; but as I trace over what we
went through I see how much common ground we must have
found in the one idea that, by good fortune, could steady us.
It was the idea, the second movement, that led me straight
out, as I may say, of the inner chamber of my dread. I could
take the air in the court, at least, and there Mrs. Grose could
join me. Perfectly can I recall now the particular way strength
came to me before we separated for the night. We had gone
over and over every feature of what I had seen.

“He was looking for someone else, you say—someone who
was not you?”

“He was looking for little Miles.” A portentous clearness
now possessed me. “That’s whom he was looking for.”

“But how do you know?”

“I know, I know, I know!” My exaltation grew. “And you
know, my dear'"

She didn’t deny this, but I requnred I felt, not even so much
telling as that. She resumed in a moment, at any rate: “What if
he should see him?”

“Little Miles? That's what he wants!”
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She looked immensely scared again. “The child?”

“Heaven forbid! The man. He wants to appear to them.”
That he might was an awful conception, and yet, somehow, I
could keep it at bay; which, moreover, as we lingered there,
was what I succeeded in practically proving. I had an absolute
certainty that I should see again what I had already seen, but
something within me said that by offering’ myself bravely as
the sole subject of such experience, by accepting, by inviting,
by surmounting it all, I should serve as an expiatory victim
and guard the tranquility of my companions. The children, in
especial, I should thus fence about and absolutely save. I
recall one of the last things I said that night to Mrs. Grose.

“It does strike me that my - pupils have never men-
tioned >

She looked at me hard as I musingly pulled up. “His having
been here and the time they were with him?”

“The time they were with him, and his name, his presence,
his history, in any way.”

“Qh, the little lady doesn’t remember. She never heard or
knew.” -

“The circumstances of his death?” I thought with some
intensity. “Perhaps not. But Miles would remember—Miles
would know.”

“Ah, don’t try him!” broke from Mrs. Grose.

I returned her the look she had given me. “Don’t be
afraid.” I continued to think. “It is rather odd.”

“That he has never spoken of him?”

“Never by the least allusion. And you tell me they were
‘great friends’?”

“Oh, it wasn’t him/” Mrs. Grose with emphasis declared. “It
was Quint’s own fancy. To play with him, I mean—to spoil
him.” She paused a moment; then she added: “Quint was
much too free.”

This gave me, straight from my vision of his face—such a
facel—a sudden sickness of disgust. “Too free with my boy?”

“Too free with everyone!”

I forbore, for the moment, to analyze this description fur-
ther than by the reflection that a part of it applied to several
of the members of the household, of the half-dozen-maids and
men who were still of our small colony. But there was every-
thing, for our apprehension, in the lucky fact that no discom-
fortable legend, no perturbation of scullions, had ever, within
anyone’s memory attached to the kind old place. It had
neither bad name nor ill fame, and Mrs. Grose, most appar-
ently, only desired to cling to me and to quake in silence. I
even put her, the very last thing of all, to the test. It was
when, at midnight, she had her hand on the schoolroom door
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to take leave. “I have it from you then—for it’s of great
importance—that he was definitely and admittedly bad?”

“Oh, not admittedly. I knew it—but the master didn’t.”

“And you never told him?”

“Well, he didn’t like tale-bearing—he hated complairits. He
was terribly short with anything of that kind, and if people
were all right to him ”

“He wouldn’t be bothered with more?” This squared well
enough with my impression of him: he was not a trouble-
Joving gentleman, nor so very particular perhaps about some
of the company he kept. All the same, I pressed my interlocu-
tress. “I promise you I would have told!”

She felt my discrimination. “I daresay 1 was wrong. But,
really, I was afraid.”

“Afraid of what?”

“Of things that man could do. Quint was so clever—he was
so deep.”

I took this in still more than, probably, I showed. “You
weren’t afraid of anything else? Not of his effect: Y

“His effect?” she repeated with a face of anguish and
waiting while I faltered.

“On innocent little precious lives. They were in your
charge.”

“No, they were not in mine!” she roundly and distressfully
returned. “The master believed in him and placed him here
because he was supposed not to be well and the country air so
good for him. So he had everything to say. Yes”—she let me
have it—"even about them.”

“Them—that creature?” I had to smother a kind of howl.
“And you could bear it!”

“No. I couldn’t—and I can’t now!” And the poor woman
burst into tears.

A rigid control, from the next day, was, as I have said, to
follow them; yet how often and how passionately, for a week,
we came back together to the subject! Much as we had dis-
cussed it that Sunday night, I was, in the immediate later
hours in especial—for it may be imagined whether I slept—
still haunted with the shadow of something she had not told
me. I myself had kept back nothing, but there was a word
Mrs. Grose had kept back. I was sure, moreover, by morning,
that this was not from a failure of frankness, but because on
every side there were fears. It seems to me indeed, in retro-
spect, that by the time the morrow’s sun was high I had
restlessly read into the fact before us almost all the meaning
they were to receive from subsequent and more cruel occur-
rences. What they gave me above all was just the sinister
figure of the living man—the dead one would keep awhile!—
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and of the months he had continuously passed at Bly, which,
added up, made a formidable stretch. The limit of this evil
time had arrived only when, on the dawn of a winter’s
morning, Peter Quint was found, by a laborer going to early
work, stone dead on the road from the village: a catastrophe
explained—superficially at least—by a visible wound to his
head; such a wound as might have been produced—and as, on
the final evidence, had been—by a fatal slip, in the dark and
after leaving the public house, on the steepish icy slope, a
wrong path altogether, at the bottom of which he lay. The icy
slope, the turn mistaken at night and in liquor, accounted for
much—opractically; in the end and after the inquest and
boundless chatter, for everything; but there had been matters
in his life—strange passages and perils, secret disorders, vices
more than suspected—that would have accounted for a good
deal more. .

I scarce know how to put my story into words that shall be
a credible picture of my state of mind; but I was in these days
literally able to find a joy in the extraordinary flight of her-
oism the occasion demanded of me. I now saw that I had been
asked for a service admirable and difficult; and there would be
a greatness in letting it be seen—oh, in the right quarter!-—
that I could succeed where many another girl might have
failed. It was an immense help to me—I confess I rather
applaud myself as I look back!—that I saw my service so
strongly and so simply. I was there to protect and defend the
little creatures in the world the most bereaved and the most
lovable, the appeal of whose helplessness had suddenly become
only too explicit, a deep, constant ache of one’s own commit-
ted heart. We were cut off, really, together; we were united in
our danger. They had nothing but me, and I—well, I had
them. It was in short a magnificent chance. This chance pre-
sented itself to me in an image richly material. I was a screen
—I was to stand before them. The more I saw, the less they
would. I began to watch them in a stifled suspense, a disguised
excitement that might well, had it continued too long, have
turned to something like madness. What saved me, as I now
see, was that it turned to something else altogether. It didn’t
last as suspense—it was superseded by horrible proofs. Proofs,
1 say, yes—from the moment I really took hold.

This moment dated from an afternoon hour that I hap-
pened to spend in the grounds with the younger of my
pupils alone. We had left Miles indoors, on the red cushion of
a deep window seat; he had wished to finish a book, and I had
been glad to encourage a purpose so laudable in a young man
whose only defect was an occasional excess of the restless. His
sister, on the contrary, had been alert to come out, and I
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strolled with her half an hour, seeking the shade, for the sun
was still high and the day exceptionally warm. I was aware
afresh, with her, as we went, of how, like her brother, she
contrived—it was the charming thing in both children—to let
me alone without appearing to drop me and to accompany me
without appearing to surround. They were never importunate
and yet never listless. My attention to them all really went to
seeing them amuse themselves immensely without me: this
was a spectacle they seemed actively to prepare and that en-
gaged me as an active admirer. I walked in a world of their
invention—they had no occasion whatever to draw upon
mine; so that my time was taken only with being, for them,
some remarkable person or thing that the game of the mo-
ment required and that was merely, thanks to my superior, my
exalted stamp, a happy and highly distinguished sinecure. I
forget what I was on the present occasion; I only remember
that I was something very important and very quiet and that
Flora was playing very hard. We were on the edge of the lake,
and, as we had lately begun geography, the lake was the Sea
of Azof.

Suddenly, in these circumstances, I became aware that, on
the other side of the Sea of Azof, we had an interested specta-
tor. The way this knowledge gathered in me was the strangest
thing in the world—the strangest, that is, except the very
much stranger in which it quickly merged itself. I had sat
down with a piece of work—for I was something or other that
could sit—on the old stone bench which overlooked the pond;
and in this position I began to take in with certitude, and yet
without direct vision, the presefice, at a distance, of a third
person. The old trees, the thick shrubbery, made a great and
pleasant shade, but it was all suffused with the brightness of
the hot, still hour. There was no ambiguity in anything; none
whatever, at least, in the conviction I from one moment to
another found myself forming as to what I should see straight
before me and across the lake as a consequence of raising my
eyes. They were attached at this juncture to the stitching in
which I was engaged, and I can feel once more the spasm of
my effort not to move them till I should so have steadied
myself as to be able to make up my mind what to do. There
was an alien.object in view—a figure whose right of presence I
instantly, passionately questioned. I recollect counting over
perfectly the poss1b111t1es reminding myself that nothing was
more natural, for instance, than the appearance of one of the
men about the-place, or even of a messenger, a postman, or a
tradesman’s boy, from the village. That reminder had as little
effect on my practical certitude as I was conscious—still even
without looking—of its having upon the character and attitude
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of our visitor. Nothing was more natural than that these
things should be the other things that they absolutely were
not.

Of the positive identity of the apparition I would assure
myself as soon as the small clock of my courage should have
ticked out the right second; meanwhile, with an effort that was
already sharp enough, I transferred my eyes straight to little
Flora, who, at the moment, was about ten yards away. My
heart had stood till for an instant with the wonder and terror
of the question whether she too would see; and I held my
breath while I waited for what a cry from her, what some
sudden innocent sign either of interest or of alarm, would tell
me. I waited, but nothing came; then, in the first place—and
there is something more dire in this, I feel, than in anything I
have to relate—I was determined by a sense that, within a
minute, all sounds from her had previously dropped; and, in
the second, by the circumstance that, also within the minute,
she had, in her play, turned her back to the water. This was
her attitude when I at last looked at her—looked with the
confirmed conviction that we were still, together, under direct
personal notice. She had picked up a small flat piece of wood,
which happened to have in it a little hole that had evidently
suggested to her the idea of sticking in another fragment that
might figure as a mast and make the thing a boat. This second
morsel, as I watched her, she was very. markedly and intently
attempting to tighten in its place. My apprehension of what
she was doing sustained me so that after some seconds I felt I
was ready for more. Then I again shifted my eyes—I faced
what I had to face.

VII

I got hold of Mrs. Grose as soon after this as I could; and I
can give no intelligible account of how I fought out the inter-
val. Yet I still hear myself cry as I fairly threw myself into her
arms: “They know—it’s too monstrous: they know, they
know!” - :

“And what on earth——?2" 1 felt her incredulity as she held
me. :

“Why, all that we know—and heaven knows what else be-
sides!” Then, as she released me, I made it out to her, made it
out perhaps only now with full coherency even to myself.
“Two hours ago, in the garden”—I could scarce articulate—
“Flora saw!” _

Mrs. Grose took it as she might have taken a blow in the
stomach. “She has told you?” she panted.
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“Not a word—that’s the horror. She kept it to herself! The
child of eight, that child!” Unutterable still, for me, was the
stupefaction of it.

Mrs. Grose, of course, could only gape the wider. “Then
how do you know?”

“I was there—I saw with my eyes: saw that she was per-
fectly aware.’ ’

“Do you mean aware of him?”

“No—of her.” 1 was conscious as I spoke that 1 looked
prodigious things, for I got the slow reflection of them in my
companion’s face. “Another person—this time; but a figure
of quite as unmistakable horror and evil: a woman in black,
pale and dreadful—with such an air also, and such a face!—
on the other side of the lake. I was there with the child—
quiet for the hour; and in the midst of it she came.”

“Came how—from where?”

“From where they come from! She just appeared and stood
there—but not so near.”

“And without coming nearer?”

“Oh, for the effect and the feeling, she might have been as
close as you!” '

My friend, with an odd impulse, fell back a step. “Was she
someone you’ve never seen?”

“Yes. But someone the child has. Someone you have.”
Then, to show how I had thought it all out: “My predecessor
—the one who died.”

“Miss Jessel?”

“Miss Jessel. You don't believe me?” I pressed.

She turned right and left in her distress. “How can you be
sure?”

This drew from me, in the state of my nerves, a flash of
impatience. “Then ask Flora—she’s sure!” But I had no
sooner spoken than I caught myself up. “No, for God’s sake,
don’t! She’ll say she isn’t—she’ll lie!”

Mrs. Grose was not too bewildered instinctively to protest.
“Ah, how can you?”

““Because I’'m clear. Flora doesn't want me to know.”

“It’s only then to spare you.”

“No, no—there are depths, depths! The more I go over it,
the more I see in it, and the more I see in it, the more I fear. I
don’t know what I don’t see—what I don’t fear!”

Mrs. Grose tried to keep up with me. “You mean you're
afraid of seeing her again?”

“Oh, no; that’s nothing—now!” Then I explained. “It’s of
not seeing her.”

But my companion only looked wan. “I don’t understand
you.”
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“Why, it’s that the child may keep it up—and that the child
assuredly will—without my knowing it.”

At the image of this possibility Mrs. Grose for a moment
collapsed, yet presently to pull herself together again, as if
from the positive force of the sense of what, should we yield
an inch, there would really be to give way to. “Dear, dear—
we must keep our heads! And after all, if she doesn’t mind it
—!" She even tried a grim joke. “Perhaps she likes it!”

“Likes such things—a scrap of an infant!”

“Isn’t it just a proof of her blessed innocence?” my friend
bravely inquired.

She brought me, for the instant, almost round. “Oh, we
must clutch at that—we must cling to it! If it isn’t a proof of
what you say, it's a proof of—God knows what' For the
woman’s a horror of horrors.”

Mrs. Grose, at this, fixed her eyes a minute on the ground;
then at last raising them, “Tell me how you know,” she said.

“Then you admit it’s what she was?” I cried.

“Tell me how you know,” my friend simply repeated.

“Know? By seeing her! By the way she looked.”

“At you, do you mean—so wickedly?”

“Dear me, no—I could have borne that. She gave me never
a glance. She only fixed the child.”

Mrs. Grose tried to see it. “Fixed her?”

“Ah, with such awful eyes!”

She stared at mine as if they might really have resembled
them. “Do you mean of dislike?”

“God help us, no. Of something much worse.”

“Worse than dislike?”’—this left her indeed at a loss.

“With a determination—indescribable. With a kind of fury
of intention.” ’

It made her turn pale. “Intention?”

“To get hold of her.” Mrs. Grose—her eyes just lingering
on mine-—gave a shudder and walked to the window; and
while she stood there looking out-1 completed my statement.
“That's what Flora knows.”

After a little she turned round. *“The person was in black,
you say?”’

“In mourning—rather poor, almost shabby. But—yes—
with extraordinary beauty.” I now recognized to what I had at
last, stroke by stroke, brought the victim of my confidence,
for she quite visibly weighed this. “Oh, handsome—very,
very,” I insisted; “wonderfully handsome. But infamous.”

She slowly came back to me. “Miss Jessel—was infamous.”
She once more took my hand in both her own, holding it-as
tight as if to fortify me against the increase of alarm I might
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draw from this disclosure. “They were both infamous,” she
finally said.

So, for a little, we faced it once more together; and I found
absolutely a degree of help in seeing it now so straight. “I
appreciate,” I said, “the great decency of your not having
hitherto spoken; but the time has certainly come to give me
the whole thing.” She appeared to assent to this, but still only
in silence; seeing which I went on: “I must have it now. Of
what did she die? Come, there was something between them.”

“There was everything.”

“In spite of the difference——?7”

“Oh, of their rank, their condmon —she brought it woe-
fully out. “She was a lady

I turned it over; I again saw. “Yes—she was a lady.”

“And he so dreadfully below,” said Mrs. Grose.

I felt that I doubtless needn’t press too hard, in such com-
pany, on the place of a servant in the scale; but there was
nothing to prevent an acceptance of my companion’s own
measure of my predecessor’s abasement. There was a way to
deal with that, and I dealt; the more readily for my full vision
—on the evidence—of our employer’s late clever, gpod-
looking “own” man; impudent, assured, spoiled, depraved.
“The fellow was a hound.”

Mrs. Grose considered as if it were perhaps a little a case
for a sense of shades. “I've never seen one like him. He did
what he wished.”

“With her?”

“With them all.”

It was as if now in my friend’s own eyes Miss Jessel had
again appeared. I seemed at any rate, for an instant, to see
their evocation of her as distinctly as I had seen her by the
pond; and I brought out with decision: “It must have been
also what she wished!”

Mrs. Grose’s face signified that it had been indeed, but she
said at the same time: “Poor woman—she paid for it!”

“Then you do know what she died of?” I asked.

“No—I know nothing. I wanted not to know; I was glad
enough I didn’t; and I thanked heaven she was well out of
this!”

“Yet you had, then, your idea

“Of her real reason for leaving? Oh, yes—as to that. She
couldn’t have stayed. Fancy it here—for a governess! And
afterward I imagined—and 1 still imagine. And what I imag-
ine is dreadful.”

“Not so dreadful as what I do,” I replied; on which I must
have shown her—as I was indeed but too conscious—a front
of miserable defeat. It brought out again all her compassion

”
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for me, and at the renewed touch of her kindness my power to
resist broke down. I burst, as I had, the other time, made her
burst, into tears; she took me to her motherly breast, and my
lamentation overflowed. “I don’t do it!” I sobbed in despair; “I
don’t save or shield them! It's far worse than I dreamed—
they’re lost!”

v

What I had said to Mrs. Grose was true enough: there were
in the matter I had put before her depths and possibilities that
I lacked resolution to sound; so that when we met once more
in the wonder of it we were of a common mind about the
duty of resistance to extravagant fancies. We were to keep our
heads if we should keep nothing else—difficult indeed as that
might be in the face of what, in our prodigious experience,
was least to be questioned. Late that night, while the house
slept, we had another talk in my room, when she went all the
way with me as to its being beyond doubt that I had seen
exactly what I had seen. To hold her perfectly in the pinch of
that, I found I had only to ask her how, if I had “made it up,”
I came to be able to give, of each of the persons appearing to
me, a picture disclosing, to the last detail, their special marks
—a portrait on the exhibition of which she had instantly rec-
ognized and named them. She wished of course—small blame
to her!—to sink the whole subject; and I was quick to assure
her that my own interest in it had now violently taken the
form of a search for the way to escape from it. I encountered
her on the ground of a probability that with recurrence—for
recurrence we took for granted—I should get used to my
danger, distinctly professing that my personal exposure had
suddenly become the least of my discomforts. It was my new
suspicion that was intolerable; and yet even to this complica-
tion the later hours of the day had brought a little ease.

On leaving her, after my first outbreak, I had of course
returned to my pupils, associating.the right remedy for my
dismay with that sense of their charm which I had already
found to be a thing I could positively cultivate and which had
never failed me yet. I had simply, in other words, plunged
afresh into Flora’s special society and there become aware—it
was almost a luxury!—that she could put her little conscious
hand straight upon the spot that ached. She had looked at me
in sweet speculation and then had accused me to my face of
having “cried.” I had supposed I had brushed away the ugly
signs: but I could literally—for the time, at all events—re-
joice, under this fathomless charity, that they had not entirely
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disappeared. To gaze into the depths of blue of the child’s
eyes and pronounce their loveliness a trick of premature cun-
ning was to be guilty of a cynicism in preference to which I
naturally preferred to abjure my judgment and, so far as
might be, my agitation. I couldn’t abjure for merely wanting
to, but I could repeat to Mrs. Grose—as I did there, over and
over, in the small hours—that with their voices in the air, their
pressure on one's heart, and their fragrant faces against one’s
cheek, everything fell to the ground but their incapacity and
their beauty. It was a pity that, somehow, to settle this once
for all, I had equally to re-enumerate the signs of subtlety
that, in the afternoon, by the lake, had made a miracle of my
show of self-possession. It was a pity to be obliged to reinves-
tigate the certitude of the moment itself and repeat how it had
come to me as a revelation that the inconceivable communion
I then surprised was a matter, for either party, of habit. It was
a pity that I should have had to quaver out again the reasons
for my not having, in my delusion, so much as questioned that
the little girl saw our visitant even as I actually saw Mrs.
Grose herself, and that she wanted, by just so much as she did
thus see, to make me suppose she didn’t, and at the same time,
without showing anything, arrive at a guess as to whether I
myself did! It was a pity that I needed once more to describe
the portentous little activity by which she sought to divert my
attention—the perceptible increase of movement, the greater
intensity- of play, the singing, the gabbling of nonsense, and
the invitation to romp.

Yet if. I had not indulged, to prove there was nothing in it,
in -this review, I should have missed the two or three dim
elements of comfort that still remained to me. I should not for
instance have been able to asseverate to my friend that I was
certain—which was so much to the good—that I at least had
not betrayed myself. I should not have been prompted, by
stress of need, by desperation of mind—TI scarce know what to
call it—to invoke such further aid to intelligence as might
spring from pushing my colleague fairly to the wall. She had
told me, bit by bit, under. pressure, a great deal; but a small
shifty spot on the wrong side of it all still sometimes brushed
my brow like the wing of a bat; and I remember how on this
occasion—for the sleeping house and the concentration alike
of our danger and our watch seemed to help—I felt the im-
portance of giving the last jerk to the curtain. “I don’t believe
anything so horrible,” 1 recollect saying; “no, let us put it
definitely, my dear, that I don’t. But if I did, you know,
there's a thing I should require now, just without sparing you
the least bit more—oh, not a scrap, come!—to get out of you.
What was it you had in mind when, in our distress, before
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Miles came back, over the letter from his school, you said,
under my insistence, that you didn’t pretend for him that he
had not literally ever been ‘bad’? He has not literally ‘ever,’ in
these weeks that I myself have lived with him and so closely
watched him; he has been an imperturbable little prodigy of
delightful, lovable goodness. Therefore you might perfectly
have-made the claim for him if you had not, as it happened,
seen an exception to take. What was your exception, and to
what passage in your personal observation of him did you
refer?”

It was a dreadfully austere inquiry, but levity was not our
note, and, at any rate, before the gray dawn admonished us to
separate I had got my answer. What my friend had had in
mind proved to be immensely to the purpose. It was neither
more nor less than the circumstance that for a period of
several months Quint and the boy had been perpetually to-
gether. It was in fact the very appropriate truth that she had
ventured to criticize the propriety, to hint at the incongruity,
of so close an alliance, and even to go so far on the subject as
a frank overture to Miss Jessel. Miss Jessel had, with a most
strange manner, requested her to mind her business, and the
good woman had, on this, directly approached little Miles.
What she had said to him, since I pressed, was that she liked
to se€ young gentlemen not forget their station.

I pressed again, of course, at this. “You reminded him that
Quint was only a base menial?”

“As you might say! And it was his answer, for one thing,
that was bad.”

“And for another thing?” I waited. “He repeated your
words to Quint?”

“No, not that. It’s just what he wouldn’t/”” she could still
impress upon me. “I was sure, at any rate,” she added, “that
he didn’t. But he denied certain occasions.”

“What occasions?”

“When they had been about together quite as if Quint were
his tutor—and a very grand one—and Miss Jessel only for the
little lady. When he had gone off with the fellow, I mean, and
spent hours with him.”

“He then prevaricated about it—he said he hadn’t?”” Her
assent was clear enough to cause me to add in a moment: “I
see. He lied.”

“Oh!” Mrs. Grose mumbled. This was a suggestion that it
didn’t matter; which indeed she backed up by a further remark.
“You see, after all, Miss Jessel didn’t mind. She didn’t forbid
him.”

I considered. “Did he put that to you as a justification?”

At this she dropped again. “No, he never spoke of it.”
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“Never mentioned her in connection with Quint?”

She saw, visibly flushing, where I was coming out. “Well, he
didn’t show anything. He denied,” she repeated; “he denied.”

Lord, how I pressed her now! “So that you could see he
knew what was between the two wretches?”

“I don’t know—I don’t know!” the poor woman groaned.

“You do know, you dear thing,” I replied; “only you
haven’t my dreadful boldness of mind, and you keep track, out
of timidity and modesty and delicacy, even the impression
that, in the past, when you had, without my aid, to flounder
about in silence, most of all made you miserable. But I shall
get it out of you yet! There was something in the boy that
suggested to you,” I continued, “that he covered and con-
cealed their relation.”

“Oh, he couldn’t prevent

“Your learning the truth? I daresay! But, heavens,” I fell,
with vehemence, athinking, “what it shows that they must, to
that extent, have succeeded in making of him!”

“Ah, nothing that’s not nice now!” Mrs. Grose lugubriously
pleaded.

“I don’t wonder you -looked queer,” I persisted, “when I
mentioned to you the letter from his school!”

“I doubt if I looked as queer as you!” she retorted with
homely force. “And if he was so bad then as that comes to,
how is he such an angel now?”

“Yes, indeed—and if he was a fiend at school! How, how,
how? Well,” I said in my torment, “you must put it to me
again, but I shall not be able to tell you for some days. Only,
put it to me again!” I cried in a way that made my friend
stare. “There are directions in which I must not for the pres-
ent let myself go.” Meanwhile I returned to her first example
—the one to which she had just previously referred—of the
boy’s happy capacity for an occasional slip. “If Quint—on
your remonstrance at the time you speak of—was a base
menial, one of the things Miles said to you, I find myself
guessing, was that you were another.” Again her admission
was so adequate that I continued: “And you forgave him
that?”

“Wouldn’t you?”

“Oh, yes!” And we exchanged there, in the stillness, a sound
of the oddest amusement. Then I went on: “At all events,
while he was with the man » )

“Miss Flora was with the woman. It suited them all!”

It suited me, too, I felt, only too well; by which I mean that
it suited exactly the particularly deadly view I was in the very
act of forbidding myself to entertain. But I so far succeeded in
checking the expression of this view-that I will throw, just
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here, no further light on it than may be offered by the mention
of my final observation to Mrs. Grose. “His having lied and
been impudent are, I confess, less engaging specimens than I
had hoped to have from you of the outbreak in him of the
little natural man. Still,” I mused, “They must do, for they
make me feel more than ever that I must watch.”

It made me blush, the next minute, to see in my friend’s
face how much more unreservedly she had forgiven him than
her anecdote struck me as presenting to my own tenderness an
occasion for doing. This came out when, at the schoolroom
door, she quitted me. “Surely you don’t accuse him »

“Of carrying on an intercourse that he conceals from me?
Ah, remember that, until further evidence, I now accuse no-
body.” Then, before shutting her out to go, by another pas-
sage, to her own place, “I must just wait,” I wound up.

X

I waited and waited, and the days, as they elapsed, took
something from my consternation. A very few of them, in
fact, passing, in constant sight of my pupils, without a fresh
incident, sufficed to give to grievous fancies and even to odi-
ous memories a kind of brush of the sponge. I have spoken of
the surrender to their extraordinary childish grace as a thing I
could actively cultivate, and it may be imagined if I neglected
now to address myself to this source for whatever it would
yield. Stranger than I can express, certainly, was the effort
to struggle against my new lights; it would doubtless have
been, however, a greater tension still had it not been so fre-
quently successful. I used to wonder how my little charges
could help guessing that I thought strange things about them;
and the circumstance that these things only made them more
interesting was not by itself a direct aid-to keeping them in the
dark. I trembled lest they should see that they were so im-
mensely more interesting. Putting things at the worst, at all
events, as in meditation I so often did, any clouding of their
innocence could only be—blameless and foredoomed as they
were—a reason the more for taking risks. There were mo-
ments when, by an irresistible impulse, I found myself
catching them up and pressing them to my heart. As soon as I
had done so I used to say to myself: “What will they think of
that? Doesn’t it betray too much?” It would have been easy to
get into a sad, wild tangle about how much I might betray;
but the real account, I feel, of the hours of peace that I could
still enjoy was that the immediate charm of my companions
was a beguilement still effective even under the shadow of the
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possibility that it was studied. For if it occurred to me that I
might occasionally excite suspicion by the little outbreaks of
my sharper passion for them, so too I remember wondering if
I mightn’t see a queerness in the traceable increase of their
own demonstrations.

They were at this period extravagantly and preternaturally
fond of me; which, after all, I could reflect, was no more than
a graceful response in children perpetually bowed over and
hugged. The homage of which they were so lavish succeeded,
in truth, for my nerves, quite as well as if I never appeared
to myself, as I may say, literally to catch them at a purpose
in it. They had never, I think, wanted to do so many things
for their poor protectress; I mean—though they got their
lessons better and better, which was naturally what would
please her most—in the way of diverting, entertaining, sur-
prising her; reading her passages, telling her stories, acting her
charades, pouncing out at her, in disguises, as animals and
historical characters, and above all astonishing her by the
“pieces” they had secretly got by heart and could interminably
recite. 1 should never get to the bottom—were I to let myself
go even now—of the prodigious private commentary, all
under still more private correction, with which, in these days,
I overscored their full hours. They had shown me from the
first a facility for everything, a general faculty which, taking
a fresh start, achieved remarkable flights. They got their little
tasks as if they loved them, and indulged, from the mere
exuberance of the gift, in the most unimposed little miracles
of memory. They not only popped out at me as tigers and as
Romans, but as Shakespeareans, astronomers, and navigators.
This was so singularly the case that it had presumably much
to do with the fact as to which, at the present day, I am at a
loss for a different explanation: I allude to my unnatural
composure on the subject of another school for Miles. What
I remember is that I was content not, for the time, to open
the question, and that contentment must have sprung from
the sense of his perpetually striking show of cleverness. He
was too clever for a bad governess, for a parson’s daughter,
to spoil; and the strangest if not the brightest thread in the
pensive embroidery I just spoke of was the impression I might
have got, if I had dared to work it out, that he was under
some influence operating in his small intellectual life as a
tremendous incitement.

If it was easy to reflect, however, that such a boy could
postpone school, it was at least as marked that for such a boy
to have been “kicked out” by a schoolmaster was a
mystification without end. Let me add that in their company
now-—and I was careful almost never to be out of it—I could
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follow no scent very far. We lived in a cloud of music and
love and success and private theatricals. The musical sense in
each of the children was of the quickest, but the elder in
especial had a marvelous knack-of catching and repeating.
The schoolroom piano broke into all gruesome fancies; and
when that failed there were confabulations in corners, with a
sequel of one of them going out in the highest spirits in order
to “come in” as something new. I had had brothers myself,
and it was no revelation to me that little girls could be slavish
idolaters of little boys. What surpassed everything was that
there was a little boy in the world who could have for the
inferior age, sex, and intelligence so fine a consideration. They
were extraordinarily at one, and to say that they never either
quarreled or complained is to make the note of praise coarse
for their quality of sweetness. Sometimes, indeed, when I
dropped into coarseness, I perhaps came across traces of little
understandings between them by which one of them should
keep me occupied while the other slipped away. There is a
naive side, I suppose, in all diplomacy; but if my pupils prac-
ticed upon me, it was surely with the minimum of grossness. It
was all in the other quarter that, after a lull, the grossness
broke out.

I find that I really hang back; but I must take my plunge. In
going on with the record of what was hideous at Bly, I not
only challenge the most liberal faith—for which I little care;
but—and this is another matter—I renew what I myself
suffered, 1 again push my way through it to the end. There
came suddenly an hour after which, as I look back, the affair
seems to me to have been all pure suffering; but I have at least
reached the heart of it, and the straightest road out is doubt-
less to advance. One evening—with nothing to lead up or to
prepare it—I felt the cold touch of the impression that had
breathed on me the night of my arrival and which, much
lighter then, as I have mentioned, I should probably have
made little of in memory had my subsequent sojourn been less
agitated. I had not gone to bed; I sat reading by a couple of
candles. There was a roomful of old books at Bly—last-cen-
tury fiction, some of it, which, to the extert of a distinctly
deprecated renown, but never to so much as that of a stray
specimen, had reached the sequestered home and appealed to
the unavowed curiosity of my youth. I remember that the
book I had in my hand was Fielding’s Amelia; also that I was
wholly awake. I recall further both a general conviction that it
was horribly late and a particular objection to looking at my
watch. I figure, finally, that the white curtain draping, in the
fashion of those days, the head of Flora’s little bed, shrouded,
as I had assured myself long before, the perfection of childish
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rest. I recollect in short that, though I was deeply interested in
my author, I found myself, at the turn of a page and with his
spell all scattered, looking straight up from him and hard at
the door of my room. There was a moment during which I
listened, reminded of the faint sense I had had, the first night,
of there being something undefinably astir in the house, and
noted the soft breath of the open casement just move the half-
drawn blind. Then, with all the marks of a deliberation that
must have seemed magnificent had there been anyone to ad-
mire it, I laid down my book, rose to my feet, and, taking a
candle, went straight out of the room and, from the passage,
on which my light made little impression, noiselessly closed
and locked the door.

I can say now neither what determined nor what guided me,
but I went straight along the lobby, holding my candle high,
till I came within sight of the tall window that presided over
the great turn of the staircase. At this point I precipitately
found myself aware of three things. They were practically
simultaneous, yet they had flashes of succession. My candle,
under a bold flourish, went out, and I perceived, by the uncov-
ered window, that the yielding dusk of earliest morning ren-
dered it unnecessary. Without it, the next instant, I saw that
there was someone on the stair. I speak of sequences, but I
required no lapse of seconds to stiffen myself for a third
encounter with Quint. The apparition had reached the landing
halfway up and was therefore on the spot nearest the window,
where at sight of me, it stopped short and fixed me exactly as
it had fixed me from the tower and from the garden. He knew
me as well as I knew him; and so, in the cold, faint twilight,
with a glimmer in the high glass and another on the polish of
the oak stair below, we faced each other in our common inten-
sity. He was absolutely, on this occasion, a living, detestable,
dangerous presence. But that was not the wonder of wonders;
I reserve this distinction for quite another circumstance: the
circumstance that dread had unmistakably quitted me and that
there was nothing in me there that dldnt meet and measure
him.

I had plenty of anguish after that extraordinary moment,
but I had, thank God, no terror. And he knew I had not—I
found myself at the end of an instant magnificently aware of
this. I felt, in a fierce rigor of confidence, that if I stood my
ground a minute I should cease—for the time, at least—to
have him to reckon with; and during the minute, accordingly,
the thing was as human and hideous as a real interview: hide-
ous just because it was human, as human as to have met
alone, in the small hours, in a sleeping house, some enemy,
some adventurer, some criminal. It was the dead silence of our



THE TURN OF THE SCREW 49

long gaze at such close quarters that gave the whole horror,
huge as it was, its only note of the unnatural. If I had met a
murderer in such a place and at such an hour, we still at least
would have spoken. Something would have passed, in life,
between us; if nothing had passed, one of us would have
moved. The moment was so prolonged that it would have
taken but little more to make me doubt if even I were in life. I
can’t express what followed it save by saying that the silence
itself—which was indeed in a manner an”attestation of my
strength—became the element into which I saw the figure
disappear; in which I definitely saw it turn as I might have
seen the low wretch to which it had once belonged turn on
receipt of an order, and pass, with my eyes on the villainous
back that no hunch could have more disfigured, straight down
the staircase and into the darkness in which the next bend was
lost.

X

I remained awhile at the top of the stair, but with the effect
presently of understanding that when my visitor had gone, he
had gone: then I returned to my room. The foremost thing I
saw there by the light of the candle I had left burning was that
Flora’s little bed was empty; and on this I caught my breath
with all the terror that, five minutes before, I had been able to
resist. I dashed at the place in which I had left her lying and
over which (for the small silk counterpane and the sheets were
disarranged) the white curtains had been deceivingly pulled
forward; then my step, to my unutterable relief, produced an
answering sound: | perceived an agitation of the window
blind, and the child, ducking down, emerged rosily from the
other side of it. She stood there in so much of her candor and
so little of her nightgown, with her pink bare feet and the
golden glow of her curls. She looked intensely grave, and I
had never had such a sense of losing an advantage acquired
(the thrill of which had just been so prodigious) as on my
consciousness that she addressed me with a reproach. “You
naughty: where have you been?’—instead of challenging her
own irregularity I found myself arraigned and explaining. She
herself explained, for that matter, with the loveliest, eagerest
simplicity. She had known suddenly, as she lay there, that I
was out of the room, and had jumped up to see what had
become of me. I had dropped, with the joy of her reappear-
ance, back into my chair—feeling then, and then only, a little
faint; and she had pattered straight over to me, thrown herself
upon my knee, given herself to be held with the flame of the
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candle full in the wonderful little face that was still flushed
with sleep. I remember closing my eyes an instant, yieldingly,
consciously, as before the excess of something beautiful that
shone out of the blue of her own. “You were looking for me
out of the window?” I said. “You thought I might be walking
in the grounds?”

“Well, you know, I thought someone was”—she never
blanched as she smiled out that at me.

Oh, how I looked at her now! “And did you see anyone?”

“Ah, no!” she returned, almost with the full privilege of

- childish inconsequence, resentfully, though with a long sweet-
ness in her little drawl of the negative.

At that moment, in the state of my nerves, I absolutely
believed she lied; and if I once more closed my eyes it was
before the dazzle of the three or four possible ways in which
I might take this up. One of these, for a moment, tempted me
with such singular intensity that, to withstand it, I must have
gripped my little girl with a spasm that, wonderfully, she
submitted to without a cry or a sign of fright. Why not break
out at her on the spot and have it all over?—give it to her
straight in her lovely little lighted face? “You see, you see, you
know that you do and that you already quite suspect I believe
it; therefore, why not frankly confess it to me, so that we may
at least live with it together and learn perhaps, in the strange-
ness of our fate, where we are and what it means?” This
solicitation dropped, alas, as it came: if I could immediately
have succumbed to it I might have spared myself—well, you’ll
see what. Instead of succumbing I sprang again to my feet,
looked at her bed, and took a helpless middle way. “Why did
you pull the curtain over the place to make me think you were
still there?”

Flora luminously considered; after which, with her little
divine smile: “Because I don’t like to frighten you!”

“But if I had, by your idea, gone out: ”

She absolutely declined to be puzzled; she turned her eyes
to the flame of the candle as if the question were as irrelevant,
or at any rate as impersonal, as Mrs. Marcet or nine-times-
nine. “Oh, but you know,” she quite adequately answered,
“that you might come back, you dear, and that you have’”
And after a little, when she had got into bed, T had, for a long
time, by almost sitting on her to hold her hand, to prove that I
recognized the pertinence of my return.

You mdy imagine the general complexion, from that mo-
ment, of my nights. I repeatedly sat up till I didn’t know
when; I selected moments when my roommate unmistakably
slept, and, stealing out, took noiseless turns in the passage and
even pushed as far as to where I had last met Quint. But I
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never met him there again; and I may as well say at once that
I on no other occasion saw him in the house. I just missed, on
the staircase, on the other hand, a different adventure.
Looking down it from the top I once recognized the presence
of a woman seated on one of the lower steps with her back
presented to me, her body half-bowed and her head, in an
attitude of woe, in her hands. I had been there but an instant,
however, when she vanished without looking round at me. I
knew, nonetheless, exactly what dreadful face she had to
show; and I wondered whether, if instead of being above I had
been below, I should have had, for going up, the same nerve I
had lately shown Quint. Well, there continued to be plenty of
chance for nerve. On the eleventh night after my_latest en-
counter with that gentleman—they were all numbered now—I
had an alarm that perilously skirted it and that indeed, from
the particular quality of its unexpectedness, proved quite my
sharpest shock. It was precisely the first night during this
series that, weary with watching, I had felt that I might again
without laxity lay myself down at my old hour. I slept im-
mediately and, as I afterward knew, till about one o’clock; but
when I woke it was to sit straight up, as completely roused as
if a hand had shook me. I had left a light burning, but it was
now out, and I felt an instant certainty that Flora had extin-
guished it. This brought me to my feet and straight, in the
darkness, to her bed, which I found she had left. A glance at
the window enlightened me further, and the striking of a
match completed the picture.

The child had again got up—this time blowing out the
taper, and had again, for some purpose of observation or
response, squeezed in behind the blind and was peering out
into the night. That she now saw—as she had not, I had
satisfied myself, the previous time—was proved to me by the
fact that she was disturbed neither by my reillumination nor
by the haste I made to get into slippers and into a wrap.
Hidden, protected, absorbed, she evidently rested on the sill—
the casement opened forward—and gave herself -up. There
was a great still moon to help her, and this fact had counted
in my quick decision. She was face to face with the apparition
we had met at the lake, and could now communicate with it as
she had not then been able to do. What I, on my side, had to
care for was, without disturbing her, to reach, from the corri-
dor, some other window in the same quarter. I got to the door
without her hearing me; I got out of it, closed it, and listened,
from the other side, for some sound from her. While I stood
in the passage I had my eyes on her brother’s door, which was
but ten steps off and which, indescribably, produced in me a
renewal of the strange impulse that I lately spoke of as my
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temptation. What if I should go straight in and march to his
window?—what if, by risking to his boyish bewilderment a
revelation of my motive, I should throw across the rest of the
mystery the long halter of my boldness?

This thought held me sufficiently to make me cross to his
threshold and pause again. I preternaturally listened; I figured
to myself what might portentously be; I wondered if his bed
were also empty and he too were secretly at watch. It was a’
deep, soundless minute, at the end of which my impulse failed.
He was quiet; he might be innocent; the risk was hideous; I
turned away. There was a figure in the grounds—a figure
prowling for a sight, the visitor with whom Flora was en-
gaged; but it was not the visitor most concerned with my boy.
I hesitated afresh, but on other grounds and only a few sec-
onds; then I had made my choice. There were empty rooms at
Bly, and it was only a question of choosing the right one. The
right one suddenly presented itself to me as the lower one—
though high above the gardens—in the solid corner of the
house that I had spoken of as the old tower. This was a large,
square chamber, arranged with some state as a bedroom, the
extravagant size of which made it so inconvenient that it had
not for years, though kept by Mrs. Grose in exemplary order,
been occupied. I had often admired it and I knew my way
about in it; I had only, after just faltering at the first chill
gloom of its disuse, to pass across it and unbolt as quietly as I
could one of the shutters. Achieving this transit, I uncovered
the glass without a sound and, applying my face to the pane,
was able, the darkness without being much less than within, to
see that I commanded the right direction. Then I saw some-
thing more. The moon made the night extraordinarily pene-
trable and showed me on the lawn a person, diminished by
distance, who stood there motionless and as if fascinated,
looking up to where I had appeared—Ilooking, that is, not so
much straight at me as at something that was apparently
above me. There was clearly another person above me—there
was a person on the tower; but the presence on the lawn was
not in the least what I had conceived and had confidently
hurried to meet. The presence on the lawn—I felt sick as I
made it out—was poor little Miles himself.

X1

It was not till late next day that I spoke to Mrs. Grose; the
rigor with which I kept my pupils in sight making it often
difficult to meet her privately, and the more as we each felt
the importance of not provoking—on the part of the servants
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quite as much as on that of the children—any suspicion of a
secret flurry or of a discussion of mysteries. I drew a great
security in this particular from her mere smooth aspect. There
was- nothing in her fresh face to pass on to others my horrible
confidences. She believed me, I was sure, absolutely: if she
hadn’t I don’t know what would have become of me, for I
couldn’t have borne the business alone. But she was a
magnificent monument to the blessing of a want of imagina-
tion, and if she could see in our little charges nothing but their
beauty and amiability, their happiness and cleverness, she had
no direct communication with the sources of my trouble. If
they had been at all visibly blighted or battered, she would
doubtless have grown, orr tracing it back, haggard .enough to
match them; as matters stood, however, I could feel her, when
she surveyed them, with her large white arms folded and the
habit of serenity in all her look, thank the Lord’s mercy that if
they were ruined the pieces would still serve. Flights of fancy
gave place, in her mind, to a steady fireside glow, and I had
already begun to perceive how, with the development of the
conviction that—as time went on without a public accident—
our young things could, after all, look out for themselves, she
addressed her greatest solicitude to the sad case presented by
their instructress. That, for myself, was a sound simplification:
I could engage that, to the world, my face should tell no tales,
but it would have been, in the conditions, an immense added
strain to find myself anxious about hers.

At the hour I now speak of she had joined me, under
pressure, on-the terrace, where, with the lapse of the season,
the afternoon sun was now agreeable; and we sat there to-
gether while, before us, at a distance, but within call if we
wished, the children strolled to and fro in one of their most
manageable moods. They moved slowly, in unison, below us,
over the lawn, the boy, as they went, reading aloud from a
storybook and passing his arm round his sister to keep her
quite in touch. Mrs. Grose watched them with positive pla-
cidity; then I caught the suppressed intellectual creak with
which she conscientiously turned to take from me a view of the
back of the tapestry. I had made her a receptacle of lurid
things, but there was an odd recognition of my superiority—
my accomplishments and my function—in her patience under
my pain. She offered her mind to my disclosures as, had I
wished to mix a witch’s broth and proposed it with assurance,
she would have held out a large clean saucepan. This had
become thoroughly her attitude by the time that, in my recital
of the events of the night, I reached the point of what Miles
had said to me when, after seeing him, at such a monstrous
hour, almost on the very spot where he happened now to be, I
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had gone down to bring him in; choosing then, at the window,
with a concentrated need of not alarming the house, rather
that method than a signal more resonant. I had left her mean-
while in little doubt of my small hope of representing with-
success even to her actual sympathy my sense of the real
splendor of the little inspiration with which, after I had got
him into the house, the boy met my final articulate challenge.
As soon as 1 appeared in the moonlight on the terrace, he
had come to me as straight as possible; on which I had taken
his hand without a word and led him, through the dark spaces,
up the staircase where Quint had so hungrily hovered for him,
along the lobby where I had listened and trembled, and so to
his forsaken room. ' .

Not a sound, on the way, had passed between us, and I had
wondered—oh, how 1 had wondered!—if he were groping
about in his little mind for something plausible and not too
grotesque. It would tax his invention, certainly, and I felt, this
time, over his real embarrassment, a curious thrill of triumph.
It was a sharp trap for the inscrutable! He couldn’t play any
longer at innocence; so how the deuce would he get out of it?
There beat in me indeed, with the passionate throb of this
question, an equal dumb appeal as to how the deuce I should.
I was confronted at last, as never yet, with all the risk at-
tached even now to sounding my own horrid note. I remember
in fact that as we pushed into his little chamber, where the bed
had not been slept in at all and the window, uncovered to the
moonlight, made the place so clear that there was no need of
striking a match—I remember-how I suddenly dropped, sank
upon the edge of the bed from the force of the idea that he
must know how he really, as they say, “had” me. He could do
what he liked, with all his cleverness to help him, so long as I
should continue to defer to the old tradition of the criminality
of those caretakers of the young who minister to superstitions
and fears. He “had” me indeed, and in a cleft stick; for who
would ever absolve me, who would consent that I should go
unhung, if, by the faintest tremor of an overture, I were the
first to introduce into our perfect intercourse an element so
dire? No, no: it was useless to attempt to convey to Mrs.
Grose, just as it is scarcely less so to attempt to suggest here,
how, in our short, stiff brush in the dark, he fairly shook me
with admiration. I was of course thoroughly kind and merci-
ful; never, never yet had I placed on his little shoulders hands
of such tenderness as those with which, while I rested against
the bed, I held him there well under fire. I had no alternative
but, in form at least, to put it to him.

“You must tell me now—and all the truth. What did you go
out for? What were you doing there?”’
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I can still see his wonderful smile, the whites of his beauti-
ful eyes, and the uncovering of his little teeth shine to me in
the dusk. “If I tell you why, will you understand?” My heart,
at this, leaped into my mouth. Would he tell me why? I found
no sound on my lips to press it, and I was aware of replying
only with a vague, repeated, grimacing nod. He was gentleness
itself, and while I wagged my head at him he stood there more
than ever a little fairy prince. It was his brightness indeed that
gave me a respite. Would it be so great if he were really going
to tell me? “Well,” he said at last, “just exactly in order that
you should do this.”

“Do what?”

“Think me—for a change—bad”’ I shall never forget the
sweetness and gaiety with which he brought out the word, nor
how, on top of it, he bent forward and kissed me. It was
practically the end of everything. I met his kiss and I had to
make, while I folded him for a minute in my arms, the most
stupendous effort not to cry. He had given exactly the account
of himself that permitted least of my going behind it, and it
was only with the effect of confirming my acceptance of it
that, as I presently glanced about the room, I could say—

“Then you didn’t undress at all?”

He fairly glittered in the gloom. “Not at all. I sat up and
read.”

“And when did you go down?”

“At midnight. When I'm bad I am bad!”

“I see, I see—it’s charming. But how could you be sure I
would know it?”

“Oh, I arranged that with Flora.” His answers rang out with
a readiness! “She was to get up and look out.”

“Which is what she did do.” It was I who-fell into the trap!

“So she disturbed you, and, to see what she was looking at,
you also looked—you saw.”

“While you,” I concurred, “caught your death in the night
air!”

He literally bloomed so from this exploit that he could
afford radiantly to assent. “How otherwise should I have been
bad enough?’ he asked. Then, after another embrace, the
incident and our interview closed on my recognition of all the
reserves of goodness that, for hls joke, he had been able to
draw upon.

XI1I

The particular impression I had received proved in the
morning light, I Tepeat, not quite successfully presentable to
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Mrs. Grose, though I reinforced it with the mention of still
another remark that he had made before we separated. “It all
lies in half a dozen words,” I said to her, “words that realily
settle the matter. ‘Think, you know, what I might do!” He
‘threw that off to show me how good he is. He knows down to
the ground what he ‘might’ do. That’s what he gave them a
taste of at school.”

“Lord, you do change!” cried my friend.

“I don’t change—1I simply make it out. The four, depend
upon it, perpetually meet. If on either-of these last nights you
had been with either child, you would clearly have under-
stood. The more I've watched and waited the more I've felt
that if there were nothing else to make it sure it would be
made so by the systematic silence of each. Never, by a slip of
the tongue, have they so much as alluded to either of their old
friends, any more than Miles has alluded to his expulsion. Oh,
yes, we may sit here and look at them, and they may show off
to us there to their fill; but even while they pretend to be lost
in their fairytale they’re steeped in their vision of the dead
restored. He’s not reading to her,” I declared; “they’re talking
of them—they’re talking horrors! I go on, I know, as if I were
crazy; and it’s a wonder I’'m not. What I’ve seen would have
made you so; but it has only made me more lucid, made me
get hold of still other things.”

My lucidity must have seemed awful, but the charming
creatures who were victims of it, passing and repassing in their
interlocked sweetness, gave my colleague something to hold
on by; and I felt how tight she held as, without stirring in the
breath of my passion, she covered them still with her eyes.
“Of what other things have you got hold?”

“Why, of the very things that have delighted, fascinated,,
and yet, at bottom, as I now so strangely see, mystified and
troubled me. Their more than earthly beauty, their absolutely
unnatural goodness. It’s a game,” 1 went on; “it’s a policy and
a fraud!” '

“On the part of little darlings yist

“As yet mere lovely babies? Yes, mad as that seems!” The
very act of bringing it out really helped me to trace it—follow

- it all up and piece it all together. “They haven’t been good—
they’ve only been absent. It has been easy to live with them,
because they’re simply leading a life of their own. They’re not
mme—they re not ours. They're his and they’re hers!”

“Quint’s and that woman’s?”

“Quint’s and that woman’s, They want to get to them.”

Oh, how, at this, poor Mrs. Grose appeared to study them!
“But for what?”

“For the love of all the evil that, in those dreadful days, the
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pair put into them. And to ply them with that evil still, ‘to
keep up the work of demons, is what brings the others back.”

“Laws!” said my friend under her breath. The exclamation
was homely, but it revealed a real acceptance of my further
proof of what, in the bad time—for there had been a worse
even than this!—must have occurred. There could have been
no such justification for me as the plain assent of her experi-
ence to whatever depth of depravity I found credible in our
brace of scoundrels. It was in obvious submission of memory
that she brought out after a moment: “They were rascals! But
what can they now do?” she pursued..

“Do?” I echoed so loud that Miles and Flora, as they passed
at their distance, paused an instant in their walk and looked at
us. “Don’t they do enoligh?’ I demanded in a lower tone,
while the children, having smiled and nodded and kissed
hands to us, resumed their exhibition. We were held by it a
minute; then I answered: “They can destroy them!” At this
my companion did turn, but the inquiry she launched was a
silent one, the effect of which was to make me more explicit.
“They don’t know, as yet, quite how—Dbut they’re trying hard.
They’re seen only across, as it were, and beyond—in strange
places and on high places, the top of towers, the roof of
houses, the outside of windows, the further edge of pools; but
there’s a deep design, on either side, to shorten the distance
and overcome the obstacle; and the success of the tempters is
only a question of time. They’ve only to keep to their sugges-
tions of danger.”

“For the children to come?”’

“And perish in the attempt!” Mrs. Grose slowly got up, and
I scrupulously added: “Unless, of course, we can prevent!”

Standing there before me while I kept my seat, she visibly
turned things over. “Their uncle must do the preventing. He
must take them away.”

“And who’s to make him?”

She_had been scanning the distance, but she now dropped
on me a foolish face. “You, miss.”

“By writing to him that his house is poisoned and his little
nephew and niece mad?”

“But if they are, miss?”

“And if I am myself, you mean? That’s charming news to
be sent him by a governess whose prime undertaking was to
give him no worry.”

Mrs. Grose considered, following the children again. “Yes,
he do hate worry. That was the great reason——"

“Why those fiends took him in so long? No doubt, though
his indifference must have been awful. As I'm not a fiend, at
any rate, I shouldn’t take him in.” .
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My companion, after an instant and for all answer, sat
down again and grasped my arm. “Make him at any rate
come to you.” ’

I stared. “To me?” I had a sudden fear of what she might
do. “ ‘Him’?”

‘“He ought to be here—he ought to help.”

I quickly rose, and I think I must have shown her a queerer
face than ever yet. ““You see me asking him for a visit?” No,
with her eyes on my face she evidently couldn’t. Instead of it
even—as a woman reads another—she could see what I my-
self saw: his derision, his amusement, his contempt for the
breakdown of my resignation at being left alone and for the
fine machinery I had set in motion to attract his attention-to
my slighted charms. She didn’t know—no one knew—how
proud I had been to serve him and to stick to our terms; yet
she nonetheless took the measure, I think, of the warning I
now gave her. “If you should so lose your head as to appeal to
him for me. ”

She was really frightened. “Yes, miss?”

“I would leave, on the spot, both him and you.”

XIII

It was all very well to join them, but speaking to them
proved quite as much as ever an effort beyond my strength—
offered, in close quarters, difficulties as insurmountable as be-
fore. This situation continued a month, and with new aggrava-
tions and particular notes, the note above all, sharper and
sharper, of the small ironic consciousness on the part of my
pupils. It was not, I am as sure today as I was sure then, my
mere infernal imagination: it was absolutely traceable that
they were aware of my predicament and that this strange
relation made, in a manner, for a long time, the air in which
we moved. I don’t mean that they had their tongues in their
cheeks or did anything vulgar, for that was not one of their
dangers: I do mean, on the other hand, that the element of the
unnamed and untouched became, between us, greater than
any other, and that so much avoidance could not have been so
successfully effected without a great deal of tacit arrangement.
It was as if, at moments, we were perpetually coming into
sight of subjects before which we must stop short, turning
suddenly out of alleys that we perceived to be blind, closing
with a little bang that made us look at each other—for, like all
bangs, it was something louder than we had intended—the
doors we had indiscreetly opened. All roads lead to Rome,
and there were times when it might have struck us that almost
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every branch of study or subject of conversation skirted for-
bidden ground. Forbidden ground was the question of the
return of the dead in general and of whatever, in especial,
might survive, in memory, of the-friends litfle children had
lost. There were days when I could have sworn that one of
them had, with a small invisible nudge, said to the other: “She
thinks she’ll do it this time—but she won’t!” To “do it” would
have been to indulge for instance-—and for once in a way—in
some direct reference to the lady who had prepared them for
my discipline. They had a delightful endless appetite for pas-
sages in my own history, to which I had again and again
treated them; they were in possession of everything that had
ever happened to me, had Ead, with every circumstance the
story of my smallest adventures and of those of my brothers
and sisters and of the cat and the dog at home, as well as
.many particulars of the eccentric nature of my father, of the
furniture and arrangement of our house, and of the conversa-
tion of the old women of our village. There were things
enough, taking one with another, to chatter about, if one went
very fast and knew by instinct when to go round. They pulled
with an art of their own the strings of my invention and my
memory; and nothing else perhaps, when T thought of such
occasions afterward, gave me so the suspicion of being
watched from under cover. It was in any case over my life,
my past, and my friends alone that we could take anything
like our ease—a state of affairs that led them sometimes with-
out the least pertinence to break out into sociable reminders. I
was invited—with no visible connection—to repeat afresh
Goody Gosling’s celebrated mot or to confirm the details al-
ready supplied as to the cleverness of the vicarage pony.

It was partly at such junctures as these and partly at quite
different ones that, with the turn my matters had now taken,
my predicament, as I have called it, grew most sensible. The
fact that the days passed for me without another encounter
ought, it would have appeared, to have done something
toward soothing my nerves. Since the light brush, that second
night on the upper landing, of the presence of a woman at the
foot of the stair, I had seen nothing, whether in or out of the
house, that one had better not have seen. There was many a
corner round which I expected to come upon Quint, and
many a situation that, in a merely sinister way, would have
favored the appearance of Miss Jessel. The summer had
turned, the summer had gone; the autumn had dropped upon
Bly and had blown out half our lights. The place, with its gray
sky and withered garlands, its bared spaces and scattered dead
leaves, was like a theater after the performance—all strewn
with crumpled playbills. There were exactly states of the air,



60 A Treasury of Great Ghost Stories

conditions of sound and of stillness, unspeakable impressions
of the kind of niinistering moment, that brought back to me,
long enough to catch it, the feeling of the medium in which,
that June evening out of doors, I had had my first sight of
Quint, and in which, too, at those other instants, I had, after
seeing him through the window, looked for him in vain in the
circle of shrubbery. I recognized the signs, the portents—I
recognized the moment, the spot. But they remained unac-
companied and empty, and I continued unmolested; if unmo-
lested one could call a young woman whose sensibility had, in
the most extraordinary fashion, not declined but deepened. I
had said in my talk with Mrs. Grose on that horrid scene of
Flora’s by the lake—and _had perplexed her by so saying—
that it would from that moment distress me much more to
lose my power than to keep it. I had then expressed what was
vividly in my mind: the truth that, whether the children really
saw or not—since, that is, it was not yet definitely proved—I
greatly preferred, as a safeguard, the fullness of my own expo-
sure. I was ready to know the very worst that was to be
known. What I had then had an ugly glimpse of was that my
eyes might be sealed just while theirs were most opened. Well,
my eyes were sealed, it appeared, at present—a consummation
for which it seemed blasphemous not to thank God. There
was, alas, a difficulty about that: I would have thanked Him
with all my soul had I not had in a proportionate measure this
conviction of the secret of my pupils.

How can I retrace today the strange steps of my obsession?
There were times of our being together when I would have
been ready to swear that, literally, in my presence, but with
my direct sense of it closed, they had visitors who were known
and were welcome. Then it was that, had I not been deterred
by the very chance that such an injury might prove greater
than the injury to be averted, my exultation would have bro-
ken out. “They’re here, they’re here, you little wretches,” 1
would have cried, “and you can’t deny it now!” The little
wretches denied it with all the added volume of their socia-
bility and their tenderness, in just the crystal depths of which
—Ilike the flash of a fish in a stream—the mockery of their
advantage peeped up. The shock, in truth, had sunk into me
still deeper than I knew on the night when, looking out to see
either Quint or Miss Jessel under the stars, I had beheld the
boy over whose rest I watched and who had immediately
brought in with him—had straightway, there, turned it on mé
—the lovely upward look with which, from the battlements
above me, the hideous apparition.of Quint had played. If it
was a question of a scare, my discovery on this occasion had
scared me more than any other, and it was in the condition of
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nerves produced by it that I made my actual inductions. They
harassed me so that sometimes, at odd moments, I shut myself
up audibly to rehearse—it was at once a fantastic relief and a
renewed despair—the manner in which I might come to the
point. I approached it from one side and the other while, in
my room, I flung myself about, but I always broke down in
the monstrous utterance of names. As they died away on my
lips, I said to myself that I should indeed help them to repre-
sent something infamous if, by pronouncing them, I should
violate as rare a little case of instinctive delicacy as any
schoolroom, probably, had ever known. When I said to my-
self: “They have the manners to be silent, and you, trusted as
you are, the baseness to_speak!” I feit myself crimson and I
covered my face with my hands. After these secret scenes I
- chattered more than ever, going on volubly enough till one of
our prodigious, palpable hushes occurred—I can call them
nothing else—the strange, dizzy lift or swim (I try for terms!)
into a stillness, a pause of all life, that had nothing to do with
the more or less noise that at the moment we might be en-
gaged in making and that I could hear through any deepened
exhilaration or quickened recitation or louder strum of the
piano. Then it was that the others, the outsiders, were there.
Though they were not angels, they “passed,” as the French
say, causing me, while they stayed, to tremble with the fear of
their addressing to their younger victims some yet more infer-
nal message or more vivid image than they had thought good
enough for myself.

What it was most impossible to get rid of was the cruel idea
that, whatever I had seen, Miles and Flora saw more—things
terrible and unguessable and that sprang from dreadful pas-
sages of intercourse in the past. Such things naturally left on
the surface, for the time, a chill which we vociferously denied
that we felt; and we had, all three, with repetition, got into
such splendid training that we went, each time, almost auto-
matically, to mark the close of the incident, through the very
same movements. It was striking of the children, at all events,
to kiss me inveterately with a kind of wild irrelevance and
never to fail—one or the other—of the precious question that
had helped us through many a peril. “When do you think he
will come? Don’t you think we ought to write?”’—there was
nothing like that inquiry, we found by experience, for carrying
off an awkwardness. “He” of course was their uncle in Harley
Street; and we lived in much profusion of theory that he might
at any moment arrive to mingle in our circle. It was impos-
sible to have given less encouragement than he had done to
such a doctrine, but if we had not had the doctrine to fall
back upon we should have deprived each other of some of our
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finest exhibitions. He never wrote to them—that may have
been selfish, but it was a part of the flattery of his trust of me;
for the way in which a man pays his highest tribute to a
woman is apt to be but by the more festal celebration of one
of the sacred laws of his comfort; and I held that I carried out
the spirit of the pledge given not to appeal to him when I let
my charges " understand that their own letters were but
charming literary exercises. They were too beautiful to be
posted; I kept them myself; I have them all to this hour. This
was a rule indeed which only added to the satiric effect of my
being plied with the supposition that he might at any moment
be among us. It was exactly as if my charges knew how almost
more awkward than anything else that might be for me. There
appears to me, moreover, as I look back, no note in all this
more extraordinary than the mere fact that, in spite of my
tension and of their triumph, I never lost patience with them.
Adorable they must in truth have been, I. now reflect, that I
didn’t in these days hate them! Would exasperation, however,
if relief had longer been postponed, finally have betrayed me?
It little matters, for relief arrived. I call it relief, though it was
only the relief that a snap brings to a strain or the burst of a
thunderstorm to a day of suffocation. It was at least change,
and it came with a rush.

XIv

Walking to church a certain Sunday morning, I had little
Miles at my side and his sister, in advance of us and at Mrs.
Grose’s, well in sight. It was a crisp, clear day, the first of its
order for some time; the night had brought a touch of frost,
and the autumn air, bright and sharp, made the church belis
almost gay. It was an odd accident of thought that I should
have happened at such a moment to be particularly and very
gratefully struck with the -obedience of my little charges. Why
did they never resent my inexorable, my perpetual society?
Something or other had brought nearer home to me that I had
all but pinned the boy to my shawl and that, in the way our
companions were marshaled before me, I might have appeared
to provide against some danger of rebeilion. I was like a
gaoler with an eye to possible surprises and escapes. But all
this belonged-—I mean their magnificent little surrender—just
to the special array of the facts that were most abysmal.
Turned out for Sunday by his uncle’s tailor, who had had a
free hand and a notion of pretty waistcoats and of his grand
little air, Miles’s whole title to independence, the rights of his
sex and situation, were so stamped upon him that if he had
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suddenly struck for freedom I should have had nothing to say.
I was by the strangest of chances wondering how I should
meet him when the revolution unmistakably occurred. I call it
a revolution because I now see how, with the word he spoke,
the curtain rose on the last act of my dreadful drama, and the
catastrophe was precipitated. “Look here, my dear, you
know,” he charmingly said, “when in the world, please, am I
going back to school?” ’

Transcribed here the speech sounds harmless enough, par-
ticularly as uttered in the sweet, high, casual pipe with which,
at all interlocutors, but>above all at his eternal governess, he
threw off intonations as if he were tossing roses. There was
something in them that always made one “catch,” and I
caught, at any rate, now so effectually that I stopped as short
as if one of the trees of the park had fallen across the road.
There was something new, on the spot, between us, and he was
perfectly aware that I recognized it, though, to enable me to
do so, he had no need to look a whit less candid and charming
than usual. I could feel in him how he already, from my at
first finding nothing to reply, perceived the advantage he had
gained. I was so slow to find anything that he had plenty of
time, after a minute, to continue with his suggestive but incon-
clusive smile: “You know, my dear, that for a fellow to be
with a lady always 1” His “my dear” was constantly on his
lips for me, and nothing could have expressed more the exact
shade of the sentiment with which I desired to inspire my
pupils than its fond familiarity. It was so respectfully easy.

But, oh, how I felt that at present I must pick my own
phrases! I remember that, to gain time, I tried to laugh, and I
seemed to see in the beautiful face with which he watched me
how ugly and queer I looked. “And always with the same
lady?” I returned. .

He neither blanched nor winked. The whole thing was vir-
tually out between us. “Ah, of course, she’s a jolly, ‘perfect’
lady; but, after all, I'm a fellow, don’t you see? that’s—well,
getting on.”

I lingered there with him an instant ever so kindly. *“Yes,
you’re getting on.” Oh, but I felt helpless!

I have kept to this day the heartbreaking little idea of how
he seemed to know that and to play with it. “And you can’t
say I've not been awfully good, can you?”

I laid my hand on his shoulder, for, though I felt how much
better it would have been to walk on, I was not yet quite able.
“No, I can’t say that, Miles.”

“Except just that one night, you know. ”

“That one night?” I couldn’t look as straight as he.

“Why, when I went down—went out of the house.”
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“Oh, yes. But I forget what you did it for.”

“You forget?”’—he spoke with the sweet extravagance of
childish reproach. “Why, it was to show you I could!”

“Oh, yes, you could.”

“And I can again.”

I felt that I might, perhaps, after all, succeed in keeping my
wits about me. “Certainly. But you won’t.”

“No, not that again. It was nothing.”

“It was nothing,” I said. “But we must go on.”

He resumed our walk with me, passing his hand into my
arm. “Then when am I going back?”

I wore, in turning it over, my most responsible. air. “Were
you very happy at school?” .

He just considered. “Oh, I'm happy enqugh anywhere!”

“Well, then,” I quavered, “if you're just as happy
here ”

“Ah, but that isn’'t everything! Of course you know a
lot ”

“But you hint that you know almost as much?” I risked as
he paused.

“Not half I want to!” Miles honestly professed. “But it isn’t
so much that.”

“What is it, then?”

“Well—I want to see more life.”

“I see; I see.” We had arrived within sight of the church
and of various persons, including several of the household of
Bly, on their way to it and clustered about the door to see us
go in. I quickened our step; I wanted to get there before the
question between us opened up much further; I reflected hun-
grily that, for more than an hour, he would have to be silent;
and I thought with envy of the comparative dusk of the pew
and of the almost spiritual help of the hassock on which I
might bend my knees. I seemed literally to be running a race
with some confusion to which he was about to reduce me, but
I felt that he had got in first when, before we had even entered
the churchyard, he threw out—

“I want my own sort!”

It literally made me bound forward. “There are not many
of your own sort, Miles!” I laughed. “Unless perhaps dear
little Flora!”

“You really compare me to a baby girl?”

This found me singularly weak. “Don’t you, then, love our
sweet Flora?”

“If I didn’t—and you, too; if I didn’t——!" he repeated as
if retreating for a jump, yet leaving his thought so unfinished
that, after we had come into the gate, another stop, which he
imposed on me by the pressure of his arm, had become inevi-
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table. Mrs. Grose and Flora had passed into the church, the
other worshippers had followed, and we were, for the minute,
alone among the old, thick graves. We had paused, on the
path from the gate, by a low, oblong, tablelike tomb.

“Yes, if you didn't Ui

He looked while I waited, about at.the graves. “Well, you
kaow what!” But he didn’t move, and he presently produced
something that made me drop straight down on the stone slab,
as if suddenly to rest. “Does my uncle think what you thmk"”

I markedly rested. “How do you know what I think?”

“Ah, well, of course’I don’t; for it strikes me you never tell
me. But I mean does ke know?”

“Know what, Miles?” -

“Why, the way I’'m going on.”

I perceived quickly enough that I could make, to this in-
‘quiry, no answer that would not involve something of a sac-
rifice of my employer. Yet it appeared to me that we were
all, at Bly, sufficiently sacriﬁced. to make that venial. “I don’t
thmk your uncle much cares.’

Miles, on this, stood looking at me. “Then don’t you think
he can be made to?”

“In what way?”

“Why, by his coming down.”

“But who'll get him to come down?” .

“I. will!” the boy said with extraordinary brightness and
emphasis. He gave me another look charged with that expres-
sion and then marched off alone into church.

XV

The business was practically settled from the moment I
never followed him. It was a pitiful surrender to agitation, but
my being aware of this had somehow no power to restore me.
I only sat there on my tomb and read into what my little
friend had said to me the fullness of its meaning; by the time I
had grasped the whole of which I had also embraced, for
absence, the pretext that I was ashamed to offer my pupils and
the rest of the congregation such an example of delay. What 1
said to myself above all was that Miles had got something out
of me and that the proof of it, for him, would be just this
awkward collapse. He had got out of me that there was some-
thing I was much afraid of and that he should probably be
able to make use of my fear to gain, for his own purpose,
more freedom. My fear was of having to deal with the intoler-
able question of the grounds of his dismissal from school, for
that was really but the question of the horrors gathered be-



66 A Treasury of Great Ghost Stories

hind. That his uncle should arrive to treat with me of these
things was a solution that, strictly speaking, I ought now to
have desired to bring on; but I could so little face the ugliness
and the pain of it that I simply procrastinated and lived from
hand to mouth. The boy, to my deep discomposure, was jm-
mensely in the right, was in a position to say to me: “Either
you clear up with my guardian the mystery of this interrup-
tion of my studies, or you cease: to expect me to lead with you
a life that’s so unnatural for a boy.” What was so unnatural
for the particular boy I was concerned with was this sudden
revelation of a consciousness and a plan.

That was what really overcame me, what prevented my
going in. I walked round the church, hesitating, hovering; 1
reflected that I had already, with him, hurt myself beyond
repair. Therefore I could patch up nothing, and it was too
extreme an effort to squeeze beside him into the pew: he
would be so much more sure than ever to pass his arm into
mine and make me sit there for an hour in close, silent contact
with his commentary on our talk. For the first minute since
his arrival I wanted to get away from him. As I paused be-
neath the high east window and listened to the sounds of
worship, I' was taken with an impulse that might master me, I
felt, completely should I give it the least encouragement. I
might easily put an end to my predicament by getting away
altogether. Here was my chance; there was no one to stop me;
I could give the whole thing up—turn my back and retreat. It
was only a question of hurrying again, for a few preparations,
to the house which the attendance at church of so many of the
servants would practically have left unoccupied. No one, in
short, could blame me if I should just drive desperately off.
What was it to get away if I got away only till dinner? That
would be in a couple of hours, at the end of which—1I had the
acute prevision—my little pupils would play at innocent won-
der about my nonappearance in their train.

“What did you do, you naughty, bad thing? Why in the
world, to worry us so—and take our thoughts off, too, don’t
you know?—did you desert us at the very door?” I couldn’t
meet such questions nor, as they asked them, their false little
lovely eyes; yet it was all so exactly what I should have to
meet that, as the prospect grew sharp to me, I at last let
myself go.

1 got, so far as the immediate moment was concerned,
away; I came straight out of the churchyard and, thinking
hard, retraced my steps through the park. It seemed to me
that by the time I reached the house I had made up my mind I
would fly. The Sunday stillness both of the approaches and of
the interior, in which I met no one, fairly excited me with a
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sense of opportunity. Were I to get off quickly, this way, I
should get off without a scene, without a word. My quickness
would have to be remarkable, however, and the question of a
conveyance was the great one to settle. Tormented, in the hall,
with difficulties and obstacles, I remember sinking down at the
foot of the staircase—suddenly collapsing there on the lowest
step and then, with a revulsion, recalling that it was exactly
where more than a month before, in the darkness of night and
just so bowed with evil things, I had seen the specter of the
most horrible of women. At this I was able to to straighten
myself; I went the rest of the way up; I made, in my bewilder-
ment, for the schoolroom, where there were objects belonging
to me that I should have to take. But I opened the door to find
again, in a flash, my eyes-unsealed. In the presence of what I
saw I reeled straight back upon my resistance.

Seated at my own table in clear noonday light I saw a
person whom, without my previous experience, I should have
taken at the first blush for some housemaid who might have
stayed at home to look after the place and who, availing
herself of rare relief from observation and of the schoolroom
table and my pens, ink, and paper, had applied herself to the
considerable -effort of a letter to her sweetheart. There was an
effort-in the way that, while her arms rested on the table, her
hands with evident weariness supported her head; but at the
moment I took this in I had already become aware that, in
spite of my entrance, her attitude strangely persisted. Then it
was—with the very act of its announcing itself—that her iden-
tity flared up in a change of posture. She rose, not as if she
had heard me, but with an indescribable grand melancholy of
indifference and detachment, and, within a dozen feet of me,
stood there as my vile predecessor. Dishonored and tragic, she
was all before me; but even as I fixed and, for memory,
secured it, the awful image passed away. Dark as midnight in
her black dress, her haggard beauty and her unutterable woe,
she had looked at me long enough to appear to say that her
right to sit at my table was as good as mine to sit at hers.
While these instants lasted, indeed, I had the extraordinary
chill of feeling that it was I who was the intruder. It was as a
wild protest against it that, actually addressing her—“You
terrible, miserable woman!”"—I heard myself break into a
sound that, by the open door, rang through the long passage
and the empty house. She looked at me as if she heard me, but
I had recovered myself and cleared the air. There was nothing
in the room the next minute but the sunshine and a sense that
I must stay.
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XV

I had so perfectly expected that the return of my pupils
would be marked by a demonstration that I was freshly upset
at having to take into account that they were dumb about my
absence. Instead of gaily denouncing and caressing me, they
made no allusion to 'my having failed them, and I was left, for
the time, on perceiving that she too said nothing, to study
Mrs. Grose’s odd face. I did this to such purpose that I made
sure they had in some way bribed her to silence; a silence that,
however, I would engage to break down on the first private
opportunity. This opportunity came before tea: I secured five
minutes with her in the housekeeper’s room, where, in the
twilight, .amid a smell of lately baked bread, but with the place
all swept and garnished, I found her sitting in pained placidity
before the fire. So I see her still, so I see her best: facing the
flame from her straight chair in the dusky, shining room, a
large clean image of the “put away”—of drawers closed and
locked and rest without a remedy.

“Oh, yes, they asked me to say nothing; and to please them
—so0 long as they were there—of course I promised. But what
had happened to you?”

“I only went with you for the walk,” I said. “I had then to
come back to meet a friend.”

She showed her surprise. “A friend—you?”

“Oh, yes, I have a couple"’ I laughed. “But did the children
give you a reason?” - \

“For not alluding to your leaving us? Yes; they said you
would like it better. Do you like it better?”

My face had made her rueful. “No, I like it worse!” But
after an instant I added: “Did they say why I should like it
better?”

“No; Master Miles only said, ‘We must do “nothing but what
she likes!’ ”

“I wish indeed he would! And what did Flora say?”

“Miss Flora was too sweet. She said, ‘Oh, of course, of
course!’—and I said the same.”

I thought a moment. “You were too sweet, too—I can hear
you all. But nonetheless, between Miles and me, it’s now all
out.”

“All out?” My companion stared. “But what, miss?”

“Everything. It doesn’t matter. I've made up my mind. I
came home, my dear,” I went on, “for a talk with Miss Jes-
sel.”

I had by this time formed the habit of having Mrs. Grose
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literally well in hand in advance of my sounding that note; so
that even now, as she bravely blinked under the signal of my
word, I could keep her comparatively firm. “A talk! Do you
mean she spoke?”

“It came to that. I found her, on my return, in the school-
room.”

“And what did she say?” I can hear the good woman still,
and the candor of her stupefaction. '

“That she suffers the torments

It was this, of a truth, that made her, as she filled out my
picture, gape. “Do you mean,” she faltered, “—of the lost?”

“Of the lost. Of the damned. And that’s why, to share them
" I faltered myself with the horror of it.

But my compamon, with less imagination, kept me up. “To
share them 7

“She wants Flora.” Mrs. Grose might, as I gave it to her,
fairly have fallen away from me had I not been prepared. I
still held her there, to show I was. “As I’ve told you, however,
it doesn’t matter.”

“Because you've made up your mind? But to what?”

“To everything.”

“And what do you call ‘everything’?”

“Why, sending for their uncle.”

“Oh, miss, in pity do,” my friend broke out.

“Ah, but I will! T see it’s the only way. What’s ‘out,’ as I
told you, with Miles is that if he thinks I’'m afraid to—and has
ideas of what he gains by that—he shall see he’s mistaken.
Yes, yes; his uncle shall have it here from me on the spot (and
before the boy himself, if necessary) that if I'm to be re-
proached with having done nothing again about more
school

“Yes, miss ” my companion pressed me.

“Well, there’s that awful reason.” -~

There were now clearly so many of these for my poor
colleague that she was excusable for being vague. “But—a—
which?”

“Why, the letter from his old place.”

“Youw’ll show it to the mastex?”

“L,ought to have done so on the instant.”

“Oh, no!” said Mrs. Grose with decision.

“I’'ll put it before him,” I went on inexorably, “that I can’t
undertake to work the question on behalf of a child who has
been expelled

“For we’'ve never in the least known what!” Mrs Grose
declared.

“For wickedness. For what else—when hes so clever and
beautiful and perfect? Is he stupid? Is he untidy? Is he infirm?

1 -
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Is he ill-natured? He’s exquisite—so it can be only that; and
that would open up the whole thing. After all,” I said, “it’s
their uncle’s fault. If he left here such people ”

“He didn’t really in the least know them. The fault’s mine.”
She had turned quite pale.

“Well, you shan’t suffer,” I answered.

*The children shan’t!” she emphatically returned.

1 was silent awhile; we looked at each other. “Then what
am I to tell him?”

“You needn’t tell him anything. I'J! tell him.”

I measured this. “Do you mean you’ll write——?" Remem-
bering she couldn’t, I caught myself up. “How do you com-
municate?”

“I tell the bailiff. He writes.”

“And should you like him to write our story?”’

My question had a sarcastic force that I had not fully in-
tended, and it made her, after a moment, inconsequently
break down. The tears were again in her eyes. “Ah, miss, you
write!” -

“Well—tonight,” I at last answered; and on this we sepa-
rated. '

Xvit

I went so far, in the evening, as to make a beginning. The
weather had changed back, a great wind was abroad, and
beneath the lamp, in my room, with Flora at peace beside me,
I sat for a long time before a blank sheet of paper and listened
to the lash of the rain and the batter of the gusts. Finally I
went out, taking a candle; I crossed the passage and listened a
minute at Miles’s door. What, under my endless obsession, 1
had been impelled to listen for was some betrayal-of his not
being at rest, and I presently caught one, but not in the form I
had expected. His voice finkled out. “I say, you there—come
in.” It was a gaiety in the gloom!

I went in with my light and found him, in bed, very wide
awake, but very much at his ease. “Well, what are you up to?”
he asked with a grace of sociability in which it occurred to me
that Mrs. Grose, had she been present, might have looked in
vain for proof that anything was “out.”

‘T stood over him with my candle. “How did you know I
was there?”

“Why, of course I heard you. Did you fancy you made no
noise? You're like a troop of cavalry!” he beautifully laughed.

“Then you weren’t asleep?”

“Not much! I lie awake and think.”
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I had put my candle, designedly, a short way off, and then,
as he held out his friendly old hand to me, had sat down on
the edge of his bed. “What is it,” I asked, “that you think of?”

“What in the world, my dear, but you?”

“Ah, the pride I take in your appreciation doesn’t insist on
that! T had so far rather you slept.”

“Well, I think also, you know, of this queer business of
ours.”

I marked the coolness of his firm little hand. “Of what
queer business, Miles?”

“Why, the way you.bring me up. And all the rest!”

I fairly held my breath a rhiinute, and even from my glim-
mering taper there was light enough to show how he smiled up
at me from his pillow. “What do you mean by all the rest?”

-“Oh, you know, you know!”

I could say nothing for a minute, though 1 felt, as I held his
hand and our eyes continued to meet, that my silence had all
the air of admitting his charge and that nothing in the whole
world of reality was perhaps at that moment so fabulous as
our actual relation. “Certainly you shall go back to school,” 1
said, “if it be that that troubles you. But not to the old place—
we must find another, a better. How could I know it did
trouble you, this question, when you never told me so, never
spoke of it at all?” His clear, listening face, framed in its
smooth whiteness, made him for the minute as appealing as
some wistful patient in a children’s hospital; and I would have
given, as the resemblance came to me, all I possessed on earth
really to be the nurse or the sister of charity who might have
helped to cure him. Well, even as it was, I perhaps might help!
“Do you know you've never said a word to me about your
school—I mean the old one; never mentioned it in any way?”

He seemed to wonder; he smiled with the same loveliness.
But he clearly gained time; he waited, he called for guidance.
“Haven't 1?” It wasn’t for me to help him—it was for the
thing I had met! ’

Something in his tone and the expression of his face, as I
‘ot this from him, set my heart aching with such a pang as it
had never yet known; so unutterably touching was it to see his
little brain puzzled and his little resources taxed to play, under
the spell laid on him, a part of innocence and consistency.
“No, never—from the hour you came back. You've never
mentioned to me one of your masters, one of your comrades,
nor the least little thing that ever happened to you at school.
Never, little Miles—no, never—have you given me an inkling
of anything that may have happened there. Therefore you can
fancy how much I'm in the dark. Until you came out, that
way, this morning, you had, since the first hour I saw you,
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scarce even made a reference to anything in your previous
life. You seemed so perfectly to accept the present.” It was
extraordinary how my absolute conviction of his secret preco-
city (or whatever I might call the poison of an influence that I
dared but half to phrase) made him, in spite of the faint
breath of his inward trouble, appear as accessible as an older
person—imposed him almost as an intellectual equal. “I
thought you wanted to go on as you are.”

It struck me that at this he just faintly colored. He gave, at
any rate, like a convalescent slightly fatigued, a languid shake
of his head. “I don’t—I don’t. I want.to get away.”

“You’re tired of Bly?” '

“Oh, no, I like Bly.”

“Well, then P

“Oh, you know what a boy wants!”

I felt that I didn’t know so well as Miles, and I took tempo-
rary refuge. “You want to go to your uncle?”’

Again, at this, with his sweet ironic face, he made a move-
ment on the pillow. “Ah, you can't get off with that!”

I was silent a little, and it was I, now, I think, who changed
color. “My dear, I don’t want to get off!”

“You can't, even if you do. You can’t, you can’t!”’—he lay
beautifully staring. “My uncle must come down, and you must
completely settle things.”

“If we do,” I returned with some spirit, “you may be sure it
will be to take you quite away.”

“Well, don’t you understand that that's exactly what I'm
working for? You’'ll have to tell him—about the way you’ve
let it all drop: you’ll have to tell him a tremendous lot!”

The exultation with which he uttered this helped me some-
how, for the instant, to meet him rather more. “And how
much will you, Miles, have to tell him? There are things he’ll
ask you!”

He turned it over. “Very likely. But what things?”

“The things you've never told me. To make up his mind
what to do with you. He can’t send you back——"

“Oh, I don't want to go back!” he broke in. “I want a new
field.”

He said it with admirable serenity, with positive unim-
peachable gaiety; and doubtless it was that very note that most
evoked for me the poignancy, the unnatural childish tragedy,
of his probable reappearance at the end of three months with
all this bravado and still more dishonor. It overwhelmed me
now that I should never be able to bear that, and it made me
let myself go. I threw myself upon him and in the tenderness
of my pity I embraced him. “Dear little Miles, dear little
Miles (g
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My face was close to his, and he let me kiss him, simply
taking it with indulgent good humor. “Well, old lady?”

“Is there nothing—nothing at all that you want to tell me?”

He turned off a little, facing round toward the wall and
holding up his hand to look at as one had seen sick children
look. “I've told you—I told you this morning.”

Oh, I was sorry for him! “That you just want me not to
worry you?”

He looked round at me now, as if in recognition of my
understanding him; then ever so gently, “To let me alone,”
he replied.

There was even a smgufar little dignity in it, somethmg
that made me release him, yet, when I had slowly risen, linger
beside him. God knows I never wished to harass him, but I
felt merely, at this, to turn my back on him was to abandon

- or, to put it more truly, to lose him. “I've just begun a letter
to your uncle,” I said.

“Well, then, finish it!”

1 waited a minute. “What happened before?”

He gazed up at me again. “Before what?”

“Before you came back. And before you went away.”

For some time he was silent, but he continued to meet my
eyes. “What happened?”

It made me, the sound of the words, in which it seemed to
me that 1 caught for the very first time a small faint quaver of
consenting consciousness—it made me drop on my knees be-
side the bed and seize once more the chance of possessing
him. “Dear little Miles, dear little Miles, if you knew how I
want to help you! It’s only that, it’s nothing but that, and I'd
rather die than give you a pain or do you a wrong—1I'd rather
die than hurt a hair of you. Dear little Miles”—oh, I brought
it out now even if I should go too far—*I just want you to
help me to save you!” But I knew in a moment after this that I
had gone too far. The answer to my appeal was instantaneous,
but it came in the form of an extraordinary blast and chill, a
gust of frozen air, and a shake of the room as great as if, in
the wild wind, the casement had crashed in. The boy gave a
loud, high shriek, which, lost in the rest of the shock of sound,
might have seemed, indistinctly, though I was so close to him,
a note either of jubilation or of terror. I jumped to my feet
again and was conscious of darkness. So for a moment we
remained, while I stared about me and saw that the drawn
curtains were unstirred and the window tight. “Why, the
candle’s out!” I then cried.

“It was I who blew it, dear!” said Miles.
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Xvin

The next day, after lessons, Mrs. Grose found a moment to
say to me quietly: “Have you written, miss?”

“Yes—I’ve written.” But I didn’t add—for the hour—that
my letter, sealed and directed, was still in my pocket. There
would be time enough to send it before the messenger should
go to the village. Meanwhile there had been, on the part of my
pupils, no more brilliant, more exemplary morning. It was
exactly as if they had both had at heart to gloss over any
recent little friction. They performed the dizziest feats of arith-
metic, soaring quite out of my feeble range, and perpetrated,
in higher spirits than ever, geographical and historical jokes. It
was conspicuous of course in Miles in particular that he ap-
peared to wish to show how easily he could let me down. This
child, to my memory, really lives in a setting of beauty and
misery that no words can translate; there was a distinction all
his own in every impulse he revealed; never was a small natu-
ral creature, to the uninitiated eye all frankness and freedom,
a more ingenious, a more extraordinary little gentleman. I had
perpetually to guard against the wonder of contemplation into
which my initiated view betrayed me; to check the irrelevant
gaze and discouraged sigh in which I constantly both attacked
and renounced the enigma of what such a little gentleman
could have done that deserved a penalty. Say that, by the dark
prodigy I knew, the imagination of all evil had been opened
up to him: all the justice within me ached for the proof that it
could ever have flowered into an act.

He had never, at any rate, been such a little gentleman as
when, after our early dinner on this dreadful day, he came
round to me and asked if I shouldn’t like him, for half an
hour, to play to me. David playing to Saul could never have
shown a finer sense of the occasion. It was literally a charming
exhibition of tact, of magnanimity, and quite tantamount to
his saying outright: “The true knights we love to read about
never push an advantage too far. I know what you mean now:
you mean that—to be let alone yourself and not followed up
—vyou’ll cease to worry and spy upon me, won’t keep me so
close to you, will let me go and come. Well, I ‘come,’ you see
—but I don't go! Therelll be plenty of time for that. I do
really delight in your society, and I only want to show you
that I contended for a principle.” It may be imagined whether
I resisted this appeal or failed to accompany him .again, hand
in hand, to the schoolroom. He sat down at the old piano and
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played as he had never played; and if there are those who
think he had better have been kicking a football I can only say
that I wholly agree with them. For at the end of a time that
under his influence I had quite ceased to measure, I started up
with a strange sense of having literally slept at my post. It was
after luncheon, and by the schoolroom fire, and yet I hadn’t
really, in the least, slept: I had only done something much
worse—] had forgotten. Where, all this time, was Flora?
When I put the question to Miles, he played on a minute
before answering and then could only say: “Why, my dear,
how do.! know?’—breaking moreover into a happy laugh
which, immediately after, as if it were a vocal accompaniment,
he prolonged into incoherent, extravagant song.

I went straight to my room, but his sister was not there;
.then, before going downstairs, I looked into several others. As
she was nowhere about she would surely be with Mrs. Grose,
whom, in the comfort of that theory, 1 accordingly proceeded
in quest of. I found her where I had found her the evening
before, but she met my quick challenge with blank, scared
ignorance. She had only supposed that, after the repast, I had
carried off both the children; as to which she was quite in her
right, for it was the very first time I had allowed the little girl
out of my sight without some special provision. Of course now
indeed she might be with the maids, so that the immediate
thing was to look for her without an air of alarm. This we
promptly arranged between us; but when, ten minutes later
and in pursuance of our arrangement, we met in the hall, it
was only to report on either side that after guarded inquiries
we had altogether failed to trace her. For a minute there,
apart from observation, we exchanged mute alarms, and I
could feel with what hlgh interest my friend returned me all
those I had from the first given her.

“She’ll be above,” she presently said—*“in one of the rooms
you haven’t searched.”

“No; she’s at a distance.” I had made up my mind. “She has
gone out.”

Mrs. Grose stared. “Without a hat?”

I naturally also looked volumes. “Isn’t that woman always
without one?”

“She’s with her?”

“She’s with her!” I declared. “We must find them.”

My hand was on my friend’s arm, but she failed for the
moment, confronted with such an account of the matter, to
respond to my pressure. She communed, on the contrary, on
the spat, with her uneasiness. “And where’s Master Miles?”

“Oh, he’s with Quint. They’re in the schoolroom.”

“Lord, miss!” My view, I was myself aware—and therefore
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I suppose my tone—had never yet reached so calm an assur-
ance.

“The trick’s played,” I went on; “they’ve successfully
worked their plan. He found the most divine little way to keep
me quiet while she went off.”

“ ‘Divine’?” Mrs. Grose bewilderedly echoed.

“Infernal, then!” I almost cheerfully rejoined. “He has pro-
vided for himself as well. But come!”

She had helplessly gloomed at the upper regions. “You
leave him ”

“So long with Quint? Yes—I don’t mind that now.”

She always ended, at these moments, by getting possession
of my hand, and in this manner she could at present still stay
me. But after gasping an instant at my sudden resignation,
“Because of your letter?” she eagerly brought out.

I quickly, by way of answer, felt for my letter, drew it
forth, held it up, and then, freeing myself, went and laid it on
the great hall table. “Luke will take it,” I said as I came back.
I reached the house door and opened it; I was already on the
steps.

My companion still demurred: the storm of the night and
the early morning had dropped, but the afternoon was damp
and gray. I came down to the drive “while she stood in the
doorway. “You go with nothing on?”

“What do I care when the child has nothing? I can’t wait to
dress,” I cried, “and if you must do so, I leave you. Try
meanwhile, yourself, upstairs.”

“With them?” Oh, on this, the poor woman promptly joined
me! . :

XX

We went straight to the lake, as it was called at Bly, and I
daresay rightly called, though I refiect that it may in fact have
been a sheet of water less remarkable than it appeared to my
untraveled eyes. My acquaintance with sheets of water was
small, and the pool of Bly, at all events on the few occasions
of my consenting, under the protection of my pupils, to af-
front its surface in the old flat-bottomed boat moored there for
our use, had impressed me both with its extent and its agita-
tion. The usual place of embarkation was half a mile from the
house, but I had an intimate conviction that, wherever Flora
might be, she was not near home. She had not given me the
slip for any small adventure, and, since the day of the very
great one that I had shared with her by the pond, I had been
aware, in our walks, of the quarter to which she most inclined.
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This was why I had now given to Mrs. Grose’s steps so
marked a direction—a direction that made her, when she per-
ceived it, oppose a resistance that showed me she was freshly
mystified. “You’re going to the water, Miss?—you think she’s
: ?l’

“She may be, though the depth is, I believe, nowhere very
great. But what I judge most likely is that she’s on the spot
from which, the other day, we saw together what I told you »

“When she pretended not to see——?”

“With that astounding self-possession? I've always been sure
she wanted to go back alone. And now her brother has man-
aged it for her.”

Mrs. Grose still stood where she had stopped. “You sup-
pose they really talk of them?”

I could meet this with a confidence! “They say thmgs that,

- if we heard them, would simply appall us.’

“And if she is there——?"

‘GYes?”

“Then Miss Jessel is?”

“Beyond a doubt. You shall see.”

“Oh, thank you!” my friend cried, planted so firm that,
taking it in, I went straight on without her. By the time I
reached the pool, however, she was close behind me, and I
knew that, whatever, to her apprehension, might befall me, the
exposure of my society struck her as her least danger. She
exhaled a moan of relief as we at last came in sight of the
greater part of the water without a sight of the child. There
was no trace of Flora on that nearer side of the bank where
my observation of her had been most startling, and none on
the opposite edge, where, save for a margin of some twenty
yards, a thick copse came down to the water. The pond,
oblong in shape, had a width so scant compared to its length
that, with its ends out of view, it might have been taken for a
scant river. We looked at the empty expanse, and then I felt
the suggestion of my friend’s eyes. I knew what she meant and
I replied with a negative headshake.

“No, no; wait! She has taken the boat.”

My companion stared at the vacant mooring place and then
again across the lake. “Then where is it?”

“Our not seeing it is the strongest of proofs. She has used it
to go over, and then has managed to hide it.”

“All alone—that child?”

“She’s not alone, and at such times she’s not a child: she’s
an old, old woman.” I scanned all the visible shore while Mrs.
Grose took again, into the queer element I offered her, one of
her plunges of submission; then I pointed out that the boat
might perfectly be in a small refuge formed by one of the
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recesses of the pool, an indentation masked, for the hither
side, by a projection of the bank and by a clump of trees
growing close to the water.

“But if the boat’s there, where an earth’s she?” my col-
league anxiously asked.

“That’s exactly what we must learn.” And I started to walk
further. v

“By going all the way round?”

“Certainly, far as it is. It will take us but ten minutes, but
it’s far enough to have made the child prefer not to walk. She
went straight over.”

“Laws!” cried my friend again; the chain of my logic was
ever too much for her. It dragged her at my heels even now,
and when we had got halfway round—a devious, tiresome
process, on ground much broken and by a path choked with
overgrowth—I paused to give her breath. I sustained her with
a grateful arm, assuring her that she might hugely help me;
and this started us afresh, so that in the course of but few
minutes more we reached a point from which we found the
boat to be where I had supposed it." It had been intentionally
left as much as possible out of sight and was tied to one of the
stakes of a fence that came, just there, down to the brink and
that had been an assistance to disembarking. I recognized, as I
looked at the pair of short, thick oars, quite safely drawn up,
the prodigious character of the feat for a little girl; but I had
lived, by this-time, too long among wonders and had panted to
too many livelier measures. There was a gate in the fence,
through which we passed, and that brought us, after a trifling
interval, more into the open. Then, “There she is!” we both
exclaimed at once. v '

Flora, a short way off, stood before us on the grass and
smiled as if her performance was now complete. The next
thing she did, however, was to stoop straight down and pluck
—quite as if it were all she was there for—a big, ugly spray of
withered fern. I instantly became sure she had just come out
of the copse. She waited for us, not herself taking a step, and I
was conscious of the rare solemnity with which we presently
approached her. She smiled and smiled, and we met; but it
was all done in a silence by this time flagrantly ominous. Mrs.
Grose was the first to break the spell: she threw herself on her
knees and, drawing the child to her breast, clasped in a long
embrace the little tender, yielding body. While this dumb con-
vulsion lasted I could only watch it—which I did the more
intently when I saw Flora’s face peep at me over our compan-
ion’s shoulder. It was serious now—the flicker had left it; but
it strengthened the pang with which I at that moment envied
Mrs. Grose the simplicity of her relation. Still, all this while,
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nothing more passed between us save that Flora had let her
foolish fern again drop to the ground. What she and I had
virtually said to each other was that pretexts were useless now.
When Mrs. Grose finally got up she kept the child’s hand, so
that the two were still before -me; and the singular reticence of
our communion was even more marked in the frank look she
launched me. “I'll be hanged,” it said, “if I’ll speak!”

It was Flora who, gazing all over me in candid wonder, was
the first. She was struck with our bareheaded aspect. “Why,
where are your things?”

“Where yours are, my dear!” I promptly returned.

She had already got back her gaiety, and appeared to take
this as an answer quite sufficient, *“And where’s Miles?” she
went on.

There was something in the small valor of it that quite
finished me: these three words from her were, in a flash like
the glitter of a drawn blade, the jostle of the cup that my
hand, for weeks and weeks, had held high and full to the brim
and that now, even before speaking, I felt overflow in a del-
uge. “I'll tell you if you'll tell me ” I heard myself say,
then heard the tremor in which it broke.

“Well, what?”

Mrs. Grose’s suspense blazed at me, but it was too late now,
and I brought the thing out handsomely. “Where, my pet, is
Miss Jessel?”

XX

Just as in the churchyard with Miles, the whole thing was
upon us. Much as I had made of the fact that this name had
never once, between us, been sounded, the quick, smitten glare
with which the child’s face now received it fairly likened my
breach of the silence to the smash of a pane of glass. It added
to the interposing cry, as if to stay the blow, that Mrs. Grose,
at the same instant, uttered over my violence—the shriek of a
creature scared, or rather wounded, which, in turn, within a
few seconds, was completed by a gasp of my own. I seized my
colleague’s arm. “She’s there, she’s therel”

Miss Jessel stood before us on the opposite bank exactly as
she had stood the other time, and I remember, strangely, as
the first feeling now produced in me, my thrill of joy at having
brought on a proof. She was there, and I was justified; she was
there, and I was neither cruel nor mad. She was there for poor
scared Mrs. Grose, but she was there most for Flora; and no
moment of my monstrous time was perhaps so extraordinary
as that in which I consciously threw out to her—with the
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sense that, pale and ravenous demon as she was, she would
catch and understand it—an inarticulate message of gratitude.
She rose erect on the spot my friend and I had.lately quitted,
and there was not, in all the long reach of her desire, an inch
of her evil that fell short. This first vividness of vision and
emotion were things of a few seconds, during which Mrs.
Grose’s dazed blink across to where I pointed struck me as a
sovereign sign that she too at last saw, just as it carried my
own eyes precipitately to the child. The revelation then of the
manner in which Flora was affected startled me, in truth, far
more than it would have done to find her also merely agitated,
for direct dismay was of course not what I had expected.
Prepared and on her guard as our pursuit had actually made
her, she would repress every betrayal; and I was therefore
shaken, on the spot, by my first glimpse of the particular one
for which I had not allowed. To see her, without a convulsion
of her small pink face, not even feign to glance in the direc-
tion of the prodigy I announced, but only, instead of that,
turn at /me an expression of hard, still gravity, an expression
absolutely new and unprecedented and that appeared to read
and accuse and judge me—this was a stroke that somehow
converted the little girl herself into the very presence that
could make me quail. I quailed even though my certitdde that
she thoroughly saw was never greater than at that instant, and
in the immediate need to defend myself I called it passionately
to witness. “‘She’s there, you little unhappy thing—there, there,
there, and you see her as well as you see me!” I had said
shortly before to Mrs. Grose that she was not at these times a
child, but an old, old woman, and that description of her
could not have been more strikingly confirmed than in the
way in which, for all answer to this, she simply showed me,
without a concession, an admission, of her eyes, a counte-
nance of deeper and deeper, of indeed suddenly quite fixed,
reprobation. I was by this time—if I can put the whole thing
at all together—more appalled at what I may properly call her
manner than at anything else, though it was simultaneously
with this that I became aware of having Mrs. Grose also, and
very formidably, to reckon with. My elder companion, the
next moment, at any rate, blotted out everything but her own
flushed face and her loud, shocked protest, a burst of high
disapproval. “What a dreadful turn, to be sure, miss! Where
on earth do you see anything?”

I could only grasp her more quickly yet, for even while she
spoke the hideous plain presence stood undimmed and un-
daunted. It had already lasted a minute, and it lasted while I
continued, seizing my colleague, quite thrusting her at it and
presenting her to it, to insist with my pointing hand. “You
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don’t see her exactly as we see?—you mean to say you don’t
now—now? She’s as big as a blazing fire! Only look, dearest
woman, look 1” She looked, even as I did, and gave me,
with her deep groan of negation, repulsion, compassion—the
mixture with her pity of her relief at her exemption—a sense,
touching to me even then, that she would have backed me up
if she could. I might well have needed that, for with this hard
blow of the proof that her eyes were hopelessly sealed I felt
my own situation horribly crumble, I felt—I saw—my livid
predecessor press, from her position, on my defeat, and I was
conscious, more than all, of what I should have from this
instant to deal with in the astounding little attitude of Flora.
Into this attitude Mrs. Grose immediately and violently en-
tered, breaking, even while there pierced through my sense of
ruin a prodigious private triumph, into breathless reassurance.

“She isn’t there, little lady, and nobody’s there—and you
never see nothing, my sweet! How can poor Miss Jessel—
when poor Miss Jessel’s dead and buried? We know, don’t we,
love?”—and she appealed, blundering in, to the child. “It’s all
a mere mistake and a worry and a joke—and we’ll go home as
fast as we can!”

Our companion, on this, had responded with a strange,
quick primness of propriety, and they were again, with Mrs.
Grose on her feet, united, as it were, in pained opposition to
me. Flora continued to fix me with her small mask of reproba-
tion, and even at that minute I prayed God to forgive me for
seeming to see that, as she stood there holding tight to our
friend’s dress, her incomparable childish beauty had suddenly
failed, had quite vanished. I've said it already—she was liter-
ally, she was hideously, hard; she had turned common and
almost ugly. “I don’t know what you mean. I see nobody. I
see nothing. I never have. I think you're cruel. I don’t like
you!” Then, after this deliverance, which might have been that
of a vulgarly pert little girl in the street, she hugged Mrs.
Grose more closely and. buried in her skirts the dreadful little
face. In this position she produced an almost furious wail.
“Take me away, take me away—oh, take me away from her!”

“From me?” I panted.

“From you—from you!” she cried.

Even Mrs. Grose looked across at me dismayed, while I had
nothing to do but communicate again with the figure that, on
the opposite bank, without a movement, as rigidly still as if
catching, beyond the interval, our voices, was as vividly there
for my disaster as it was not there for my service. The
wretched child had spoken exactly as if she had got from
some outside source each of her stabbing little words, and I
could therefore, in the full despair of all I had to accept, but
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sadly shake my head at her. “If I had ever doubted, all my
doubt would at present have gone. I've been living with the
miserable truth, and now it has only too much closed round
me. Of course I've lost you: I've interfered, and you’ve seen—
under her dictation”—with which I faced, over the pool again,
our infernal witness—*“the easy and perfect way to meet it.
I've done my best, but I've lost you. Goodbye.” For Mrs.
Grose I had an imperative, an almost frantic “Go, go!” before
which, in infinite distress, but mutely possessed of the little girl
and clearly convinced, in spite of her blindness, that some-
thing awful had occurred and some collapse engulfed us, she
retreated, by the way we had come, as fast as she could move.

Of what first happened when I was left alone I had no
subsequent memory. I only knew that at the end of, I suppose,
a quarter of an hour, an odorous dampness and roughness,
chilling and piercing my trouble, had made me understand
that I must havé thrown myself, on my face, on the ground
and given way to a wildness of grief. I must have lain there
long and cried and sobbed, for when I raised my head the day
was almost done. I got up and looked a moment, through the
twilight, at the gray pool and its blank, haunted edge, and
then I took, back to the house, my dreary and difficult course.
When I reached the gate in the fence the boat, to my surprise,
was gone, so that I had a fresh reflection to make on Flora’s
extraordinary command of the situation. She passed that
night, by the most tacit, and I should add, were not the word
so grotesque a false note, the happiest of arrangements, with
Mrs. Grose. I saw neither of them on my return, but, on the
other hand, as by an ambiguous compensation, I saw a great
deal of Miles. I saw—I can use no other phrase—so much of
him that it was as if it were more than it had ever been. No
evening I had passed at Bly had the portentous quality of this
one; in spite of which—and in spite also of the deeper depths
of consternation that had opened beneath my feet—there was
literally, in the ebbing actual, an extraordinarily sweet sadness.
On reaching the house I had never so much as looked for the
boy; I had simply gone straight to my room to change what I
was wearing and to take in, at a glance, much material testi-
mony to Flora’s rupture. Her little belongings had all been
removed.” When later, by the schoolroom fire, I was served
with tea by the usual maid, I indulged, on the article of my
other pupil, in no inquiry whatever. He had his freedom now
—he might have it to the end! Well, he did have it; and it
consisted—in part at least—of his coming in at about eight
o’clock and sitting down with me in silence. On the removal of
the tea things I had blown out the candles and drawn my chair
closer: I was conscious of a mortal coldness and felt as if I
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should never again be warm. So, when he appeared, I was
sitting in the glow with my thoughts. He paused a moment by
the door as if to look at me; then—as if to share them—came
to the other side of the hearth and sank into a chair. We sat
there in absolute stillness; yet he wanted, I felt, to be with me.

XX1
7/

Before a new day, in my room, had fully broken, my eyes
opened to Mrs. Grose, who had come to my bedside with
worse news. Flora was so markedly feverish that an illness was
perhaps at hand; she had passed a night of extreme unrest, a
night agitated above all by fears that had for their subject not
in the least her former, but wholly her present, governess. It
was not against the possible re-entrance of Miss Jessel on the
scene that she protested—it was conspicuously and passion-
_ ately against mine. I was promptly on my feet of course, and
" with an immense deal to ask; the more that my friend had
discernibly now girded her loins to meet me once more. This I
felt as soon as I had put to her the question of her sense of the
child’s-sincerity as against my own. “She persists in denying to
you that she saw, or has ever seen, anything?”

My visitor's trouble, truly, was great. “Ah, miss, it isn’t a
matter on which I can push her! Yet it isn’t either, I must say,
as if I much needed to. It has made her, every inch of her,
quite old.”

“Oh, I see her perfectly from here. She resents, for all the
world like some high little personage, the imputation on her
truthfulness and, as it were, her respectability. ‘Miss Jessel
indeed—she!” Ah, she’s ‘respectable,’ the chit! The impression
she gave me there yesterday was, I assure you, the very
strangest of all; it was quite beyond any of the others. I did
put my foot in it! She’ll never speak to me again.”

Hideous and obscure as it all was, it held Mrs. Grose briefly
silent; then she granted my point with a frankness which, I
made sure, had more behind it. “I think indeed, miss, she
never will. She do have a grand manner about it!”

“And that manner”—I summed it up—*is practically
what'’s the matter with her now!”

Oh, that manner, I could see in my visitor’s face, and not a
little else besides! “She asks me every three minutes if I think
you’re coming in.”

“I see—I see.” I, too, on my side, had so much more than
worked it out. “Has she said to you since yesterday—except to
repudiate her familiarity with anything so dreadful—a single
other word about Miss Jessel?”
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“Not one, miss. And of course you know,” my friend
added, “I took it from her, by the lake, that, just then and
there at least, there was nobody.”

“Rather! And, naturally, you take it from her still.”

“I don’t contradict her. What else can I do?”

“Nothing in the world! You’ve the cleverest little person to
deal with. They’ve made them—their two friends, I mean—
still cleverer even than nature did; for it was wondrous ma-
terial to play on! Flora has now her grievance, and she’ll work
it to the end.”

“Yes, miss; but to what end?”

Why, that of dealing with me to her uncle. She’ll make me
out to him the lowest creature 1”

I winced at the fair show of the scene in Mrs. Grose’s face,
she looked for a minute as if she sharply saw them together.
“And him who thinks so well of you!”

“He has an odd way—it comes over me now,” I laughed,
“—of proving it! But that doesn’t matter. What Flora wants,
of course, is to get rid of me.”

My companion bravely concurred. “Never again to so much
as look at you.”

“So that what you've come to me now for,” I asked, “is
to speed me on my way?” Before she had time to reply, how-
ever, I had her in check. “I've a better idea—the result of my
reflections. My going would seem the right thing, and on Sun-
day I was terribly near it. Yet that won’t do. It’s you who
must go. You must take Flora,”

My visitor, at this, did speculate. “But where in the
world ”

“Away from here. Away from them. Away, even most of
all, now, from me. Straight to her uncle.”

“Only to tell on you Y

“No, not ‘only’! To leave me, in addition, with my remedy.”

She was still vague. “And what is your remedy?”

“Your loyalty, to begin with. And then Miles’s.”

She looked at me hard. “Do you think he——?"

“Won't, if he has the chance, turn on me? Yes, I venture
still to think it. At all events, I want to try. Get off with his
sister as soon as possible and leave me with him alone.” T was
amazed, myself, at the spirit I had still in reserve, and there-
fore perhaps a trifle the more disconcerted at the way in
which, in spite of this fine example of it, she hesitated.
“There’s one thing, of course,” I went on: “they mustn’t,
before she goes, see each other for three seconds.” Then it
came over me that, in spite of Flora’s presumable sequestra-
tion from the instant of her return from the pool, it might
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already be too late. “Do you mean,” I anxiously asked, “that
they have met?”

At this she quite flushed. “Ah, miss, I'm not such a fool as
that! If I've been obliged to leave her three or four times, it
has been each time with one of the maids, and at present,
though she’s alone, she’s locked in safe. And yet—and yet!”
There were too many things.

“And yet what?”

“Well, are you so sure of the little gentleman?”

“I'm not sure of anything but you. But I have, since last
evening, a new hope. I think he wants to give me an opening.
'I do believe that—poor little exquisite wretch!—he wants to
speak. Last evening, in the firelight and the silence, he sat with
me for two hours as if it were just coming.”

Mrs. Grose looked hard, through the window, at the gray,
gathering day. “And did it come?”

“No, though I waited and waited, I confess it didn’t, and it
was without a breach of the silence or so much as a faint
al]lusion to his sister’s condition and absence that we at last
kissed for good night. All the same,” I continued, “I can’t, if
her uncle sees her, consent to his seeing her brother without
my having given the boy—and most of all because thmgs have
got so bad—a little more time.”

My friend appeared on this ground more reluctant than I
could quite understand. “What do you mean by more time?”

“Well, a day or two—really to bring it out. He'll then be on
my side—of which you see the importance. If nothing comes,
I shall only fail, and you will, at the worst, have helped me by
doing, on your arrival in town, whatever you may have found
possible.” So I put it before her, but she continued for a little
so inscrutably embarrassed that I came again to her aid..“Un-
less, indeed,” I wound up, “you really want not-to go.”

I could see it, in her face, at last clear itself; she put out her
hand to me as a pledge. “I'll go—TI'll go. I'll go this morning.”

I wanted to be very just. “If you should wish still to wait, I
would engage she shouldn’t see me.”

“No, no: it’s the place itself. She must leave it.” She held
me a moment with heavy eyes, then brought out the rest.
“Your idea’s the right one. I myself, miss ”

“Well?”

“I can’t stay.”

The look she gave me with it made me jump at possibilities.
“You mean that, since yesterday, you have seen ”

She shook her head with dignity. “I've heard——!"

“Heard?”

“From that child—horrors! There!” she sighed with tragic
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relief. “On my honor, miss, she says things I” But at this
evocation she broke down; she dropped, with a sudden sob,
upon my sofa and, as I had seen her do before, gave way to
all the grief of it.

It was quite in another manner that I, for my part, let
myself go. “Oh, thank God!”

She sprang up again at this, drying her eyes with a groan.
“ ‘Thank God’?”

“It so justifies me!”

“It does that, miss!”

I couldn’t have desired more emphasis, but I just hesitated.
“She’s so horrible?”

I saw my colleague scarce knew how to put it. “Really
shocking.”

“And about me?”

_ “About you, miss—since you must have it. It’s beyond ev-
erything, for a young lady; and I can't think wherever she
must have picked up——""

“The appalling language she applied to me? I can, then!” 1
broke in with a laugh that was doubtless significant enough.

It only, in truth, left my friend still more grave. “Well,
perhaps I ought to also—since I've heard some of it before!
Yet I can’t bear it,” the poor woman went on while, with the
same movement, she glanced, on my dressing table, at the face
of my watch. “But I must go back.”

I kept her, however. “Ah, if you can’t bear it

“How can I stop with her, you mean? Why, just for that: to
get her away. Far from this,” she pursued, “far from
them ?

“She may be different? She may be free?” I seized her
almost with joy. “Then, in spite of yesterday, you believe—

“In such doings?” Her s1mple description of them requ1red
in the light of her expression, to be carried no further, and she
gave me the whole thing as she had never done. “I believe.” .

Yes, it was a joy, and we were still shoulder to shoulder: if
I might continue sure of that I should care but little what else
happened. My support in the presence of disaster would be
the same as it had been in my early need of confidence, and if
my friend would answer for my honesty, I would answer for
all the rest. On the point of taking leave of her, nonetheless, 1
was to some extent embarrassed. “There’s one thing, of course
—it occurs to me—to remember. My letter, giving the alarm,
will have reached town before you.”

I now perceived still more how she had been beating about
the bush and how weary at last it had made her. “Your letter
won’t have got there. Your letter never went.”’

“What then became of it?”
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“Goodness knows! Master Miles—""—

“Do you mean he took it?” I gasped. )

She hung fire, but she overcame her reluctance. “I mean
that I saw yesterday, when I came back with Miss Flora, that
it wasn’t where you had put it. Later in the evening I had the
chance to question Luke, and he declared that he had neither
noticed nor touched it.” We could only exchange, on this; one
of our deeper mutual soundings, and it was Mrs. Grose who
first brought up the plumb with an almost elated “You see!”

“Yes, I see that if Miles took it instead he probably will
have read it and destroyed it.”

“And don’t you see anything else?”

I faced her a moment with a sad smile. “It strikes me that
by this time your eyes are open even wider than mine.”

They proved to be so indeed, but she could still blush,
almost, to show it. “I make out now what he must have done
at school.” And she gave, in her simple sharpness, an almost
droll disillusioned nod. “He stole!”

I turned it over—I tried to be more judicial. “Well—per-
haps.”

She looked as if she found me unexpectedly calm. “He stole
letters!

She couldn’t know my reasons for a calmness after all
pretty shallow; so I showed them off as I might. “I hope then
it was to more purpose than in this case! The note, at any rate,
that I put on the table yesterday,” I pursued, “will have given
him so scant an advantage—for it contained only the bare
demand for an interview—that he is already much ashamed of

" having gone so far for so little, and that what he had on his
mind last evening was precisely the need of confession.” I
seemed to myself, for the instant, to have mastered it, to see it
all. “Leave us, leave us”—I was already, at the door, hurrying
her off. “I’ll get it out of him. He’ll meet me—he’ll confess. If
he confesses, he’s saved. And if he’s saved ”

“Then you are?” The dear woman kissed me on this, and I
took her farewell. “I'll save you without him!” she cried as she
went.

XX11

Yet it was when she had got off——and I missed her on the
spot—that the great pinch really came. If I had counted on
what it would give me to find myself alone with Miles, I
speedily perceived, at least, that it would give me a measure.
No hour of my stay in fact was so assailed with apprehensions
as that of my coming down to learn that the carriage contain-
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ing Mrs. Grose and my younger pupil had already rolled out
of the gates. Now I was, 1 said to myself, face to face with the
elements, and for much of the rest of the day, while I fought
my weakness, I could consider that I had been supremely
rash. It was a tighter place still than I had yet turned round
in; all the more that, for the first time, I could see in the aspect
of others a confused reflection of the crisis. What had hap-
pened naturally caused them all to stare; there was too little of
the explained, throw out whatever we might, in the suddenness
of my colleague’s act. The maids and -the men looked blank;
the effect of which on my nerves was an aggravation until I
saw the necessity of making it a positive aid. It was precisely,
in short, by just clutching the helm that I avoided total wreck;
and I dare say that, to bear up at all, I became, that morning,
very grand and very dry. 1 welcomed the consciousneéss that I
was charged with much to do, and I caused it to be known as
well that, left thus to myself, I was quite remarkably firm. I
wandered with that manner, for the next hour or two, all over
the place and looked, I have no doubt, as if I were ready for
any onset. So, for the benefit of whom it might concern, I
paraded with a sick heart.

The person it appeared least to concern proved to be, till
dinner, little Miles himself. My perambulations had given me,
meanwhile, no glimpse of him, but they had teryzled to make
more public the change taking place in our relation as a con-
sequence of his having at-the,piano, the day before, kept me,
in Flora’s interest, so beguiled and befooled. The stamp of
publicity had of course been fully given by her confinement
and departure, and the change itself was now ushered in by
our nonobservance of the regular custom of the schoolroom.
He had already disappeared when, on my way down, I pushed
open his door, and I learned below that he had breakfasted—
in the presence of a couple of the maids—with Mrs. Grose
and his sister. He had then gone out, as he said, for a stroll;
than which nothing, I reflected, could better have expressed
his frank view of the abrupt transformation of my office.
What he would now permit this office to consist of was yet to
be settled: there was a queer relief, at all events—I mean for
myself in especial—in the renouncement of one pretension. If
so much had sprung to the surface, I scarce put it too strongly
in saying that what had perhaps sprung highest was the ab-
surdity of our prolonging the fiction that.I had anything more
to teach him. It sufficiently stuck out that, my tacit little tricks
in which even more than myself he carried out the care for
my dignity, I had had to appeal to him to let me off straining
to meet him on the ground of his true capacity. He had at any
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rate his freedom now; I was néever to touch it again; as I had
amply shown, moreover, when, on his joining me in the
schoolroom the previous night,"I had uttered, on the subject of
the interval just concluded, neither challenge nor hint. I had
too much, from this moment, my other ideas. Yet when he at
last arrived, the difficulty of applying them, the accumulations
of my problem, were brought straight. home to me by the
beautiful little presence on which what had occurred had as
yet, for the eye, dropped neither stain nor shadow.

To mark, for the house, the high state I cultivated I decreed
that my meals with the boy should be served, as we called it,
downstairs; so that I had been awaiting him in the ponderous
pomp of the room outside of the window of which I had had
from Mrs. Grose, that first scared Sunday, my flash of some-
thing it would scarce have done to call light. Here at pfesent I
felt afresh—for I had felt it again and again—how my equi-
librium depended on the success of my rigid will, the will to
shut my eyes as tight as possible to the truth that what I had
to deal with was, revoltingly, against nature. I could only get
on at all by taking “natyre” into my confidence and my ac-
count, by treating my monstrous ordeal as a push in a direc-
tion unusual, of course, and unpleasant, but demanding, after
all, for a fair front, only another turn of the screw of ordinary
human virtue. No attempt, nonetheless, could well require
more tact than just this attempt to supply, one’s self, all the
nature. How could I put even a little of that article into a
suppression of reference to what had occurred? How, on the
other hand, could I make reference without a new plunge into
the hideous obscure? Well, a sort of answer, after a time, had
come to me, and it was so far confirmed as that I was met,
incontestably, by the quickened vision of what was raré in my
little companion. It was indeed as if he had found even now—
as he had so often found at lessons—still some other delicate
way to ease me off. Wasn’t there light in the fact which, as we
shared our solitude, broke out with a specious glitter it had
never yet quite worn?—the fact that (opportunity aiding, pre-
cious opportunity which had now come) it would be prepos-
terous, with a child so endowed, to fotego the help one might
wrest from absolute intelligence? What had his intelligence
been given him for but to save him? Mightn’t one, to reach his
mind, risk the stretch of an angular arm over his character? It
was as if, when we were face to face in the dining room, he
had literally shown me the way. The roast mutton was on the
table, and I had dispensed with attendance. Miles, before he
sat down, stood a moment with his hands in his pockets and
looked at the joint,l on which he seemed on the point of
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passing some humorous judgment. But what he presently pro-
duced was: “I say, my dear, is she really very awfully ill?”

“Little Flora? Not so bad but that she’ll presently be better.
London will set her up. Bly had ceased to agree with her.
Come here and take your mutton.”

He alertly obeyed me, carried the plate carefully to his seat,
and, when he was established, went on. “Did Bly dlsagree with
her so terribly suddenly?”

“Not so suddenly as you might think. One had seen it
coming on.’

“Then why didn’t you get her off before?”

“Before what?”

“Before she became too ill to travel.”

I found myself prompt. “She’s not too ill to travel: she only
might have become so if she had stayed. This was just the
moment to seize. The journey will dissipate the influence”—
oh, I was grand!'—*"and carry it off.”

“I see, I see”—Miles, for that matter, was grand, too. He
settled to his repast with the charming little “table manner”
that, from the day of his arrival, had relieved me of all gross-
ness of admonition. Whatever he had been driven from scheol
for, it was not for ugly feeding. He was irreproachable, as
always, today; but he was unmistakably more conscious. He
was discernibly trying to take for granted more things than he
found, without assistance, quite easy; and he dropped into
peaceful silence while he felt his situation. Our meal was of
the briefest—mine a vain pretense, and T had the things im-
mediately removed. While this was done Miles stood again
with his hands in his little pockets and his back to me—stood
and looked out of the wide window through which, that other
day, I had seen what pulled me up. We continued silent while
the maid was with us—as silent, it whimsically occurred to
me, as some young couple who, on their wedding journey, at
the inn, feel shy in the presence of the waiter. He turned
round only when the waiter had left us. “Well—so we're
alone!” .

XXI111

“Oh, more or less.” I fancy my smile was pale. “Not abso-
lutely. We shouldn’t like that!” I went on. {

“No—I suppose we shouldn’t. Of course we have the oth-
ers.”

“We have the others—we have indeed the others,” I con-
curred.
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“Yet even though we have them,” he returned, still with his
hands in his pockets and planted there in front of me, “they
don’t much count, do they?"

I made the best of it, but I felt wan. “It depends on what
you call ‘much’!”

“Yes”—with all accommodation—*“everything depends!”
On this, however, he faced to the window again and presently
reached it with his vague, restless, cogitating step. He re-
mained there awhile, with his forehead against the glass, in
contemplation of the stupid shrubs I knew and the dull things
of November. I had always my hypocrisy of “work,” behind
which, now, I gained the sofa. Steadying myself with it there
as I had repeatedly done at those moments of torment that I
have described as the moments of my knowing the children to
be given to something from which I was barred, I sufficiently
obeyed my habit of being prepared for the worst. But an
extraordinary impression dropped on me as I extracted a
meaning from the boy’s embarrassed back—none other than
the impression that I was not barred now. This inference grew
in a few minutes to sharp intensity and seemed bound up with
the direct perception that it was positively ke who was. The
frames and squares of the great window were a kind of image,
for him, of a kind of failure. I felt that I saw him, at any rate,
shut in or shut out. He was admirable, but not comforta-
ble: I took it in with a throb of hope. Wasn’t he looking,
through the haunted pane, for something he couldn’t see?
—and wasn’t it the first time in the whole business that he had
known such a lapse? The first, the very first: I found it a
splendid portent. It made him anxious, though he watched
himself; he had been anxious all day and, even while in his
usual sweet little manner he sat at table, had needed all his
small strange genius to give it a gloss. When he at last turned
round to meet me, it was almost as if this genius had suc-
cumbed. “Well, I think I’'m glad Bly agrees with me!”

“You would certainly seem to have seen, these twenty-four
hours, a good deal more of it than for some time before. I
hope,” I went on bravely, “that you've been enjoying your-
self.”

“Oh, yes, I've been ever so far; all round about—miles and
miles away. I've never been so free.”

He had really a manner of his own, and I could only try to
keep up with him. “Well, do you like it?”

He stood there smiling; then at last he put into two words—
“Do you?”’—more discrimination than I had ever heard two
words contain. Before I had time to deal with that, however,
he continued as if with the sense that this was an impertinence
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to be softened. ‘“Nothing could be more charming than the
way you take it, for of course if we’re alone together now it’s
you that are alone most. But'l hope he threw in, “you don’t
particularly mind!”

“Having to do with you?” I asked. “My dear child, how can
I help minding? Though I've renounced all claim to your
company—you’re so beyond me—I1 at least greatly enjoy it.
What else should I stay on for?”

He looked at me more directly, and the expression of his
face, graver now, struck me as the most beautiful I had ever
found in it. ““You stay on just for that?”

“Certainly. I stay on as your friend and from the tremen-
-dous interest I take in you till something can be done for you
that may be more worth your while. That needn’t surprise
you.” My voice trembled so that I felt it impossible to sup-
press the shake. “Don’t you remember how I told you, when 1
came and sat on your bed the night of the storm, that there
was nothing in the world I wouldn’t do for you?”

““Yes, yes!” He, on his side, more and more visibly nervous,
had a tone to master; but he was so much more successful
than I that, laughing out through his gravity, he could pretend
we were pleasantly jesting. “Only that, I think, was to get me
to do something for you!”

“It was partly to get you to do something,” I conceded.
“But, you know, you didn’t do it.”

“Oh, yes,” he said with the brlghtest superﬁc1a1 eagerness,
“you wanted me to tell you something.”

“That’s it. Out, straight out. What you have on your mind,
you know.”

“Ah, then, is that what you’ve stayed over.for?”

He spoke with a gaiety through which I could still catch the
finest little quiver of resentful. passion; but I can’t begin to
express the effect upon me of an implication of surrender even
so faint. It was as-if what I had yearned for had come at last
only to astonish me. “Well, yes—I may as well make a clean
breast of it. It was precisely for that.”

He waited so long that I supposed it for the purpose of
repudiating the assumption on which my action had been
founded; but what he finally said was: “Do you mean now—
here?”

“There couldn’t be a better place or time.” He looked round
him uneasily, and I had the rare—oh, the queer!—impréssion
of the very first symptom I had seen in him of the approach of
immediate fear. It was as if he were suddenly afraid of me—
which struck me indeed as perhaps the best thing to make
him. Yet in the very pang of the effort I felt it vain to try
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sternness, and I heard myself the next instant so gentle as to
be almost grotesque. “You want so to go out again?”’

“Awfully!” He smiled at me heroically, and the touching
little bravery of it was enhanced by his actually flushing with
pain. He had picked up his hat, which he had brought in; and
stood twirling it in a way that gave me, even as I was just
nearly reaching port, a perverse horror of what I was doing.
To do it in any way was an act of violence, for what did it
consist of but the obtrusion of the idea of grossness and guilt
on a small helpless creature who had been for me a revelation
of the possibilities of beautiful intercourse? Wasn’t it base to
create for a being so exquisite a mere alien awkwardness? I
suppose I now read into our situation a clearness it couldn’t
have had at the time, for I seem to see our poor eyes already
lighted with some spark of a prevision of the anguish that was
to come. So we circled about, with terrors and scruples, like
fighters not daring to close. But it was for each other we
feared! That kept us a little longer suspended and unbruised.
“I'll tell you everything,” Miles said—*“I mean I'll tell- you
anything you like. You’ll stay on with me, and we shall both
be all right, and I will tell you—I will. But not now.”

“Why not now?”

My insistence turned him from me and kept him once more
at his window in a silence during which, between us, you
might have heard a pin drop. Then he was before me again
with the air of a person for whom, outside, someone who had
frankly to be reckoned with was waiting. “I have to see Luke.”

I had not yet reduced him to quite so vulgar a lie, and I felt
proportionately ashamed. But, horrible as it was, his lies made
up my truth. I achieved thoughtfully a few loops of my knit-
ting. “Well, then, go to Luke, and I'll wait for what you
promise. Only, in return for that, satisfy, before you leave me,
one very much smaller request.”

. He looked as if he felt he had $ucceeded enough to be able
still a little to bargain. “Very much smaller ”

“Yes, a mere fraction of the whole. Tell me”-—oh, my work
preoccupied me, and I was offhand!—*“if, yesterday afternoon,
from the table in the hall, you took, you know, my letter.”

XxIv

My sense of how he received this suffered for a minute
from something that I can describe only as a fierce split of my
attention—a stroke that at first, as I sprang ‘straight up, re-
duced me to the mere blind movement of getting hold of him,
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drawing him close, and, while I just fell for support against
the nearest piece of furniture, instinctively keeping him with
his back to the window. The appearance was full upon us that
I had already had to deal with here: Peter Quint had come
into view like a sentinel before a prison. The next thing I saw
was that, from outside, he had reached the window, and then I
knew that, close to the glass and glaring in through it, he
offered once more to the room his white face of damnation. It
represents but grossly what took place within me at the sight
to say that on the second my decision was made; yet I believe
that no woman so overwhelmed ever in so short a time recov-
ered her grasp of the act. It came to me in the very horror of
the immediate presence that the act would be, seeing and
facing what I saw and faced, to keep the boy himself unaware.
The inspiration—I can call it by no other name—was that I
felt how voluntarily, how transcendently, I might. It was like
fighting with a demon for a human soul, and when I had fairly
so appraised it I saw how the human soul—held out, in the
tremor of my hands, at arm’s length—had a perfect dew of
sweat on a lovely childish forehead. The face that was close to
mine was as white as the face against the glass, and out of it
presently came a sound, not low nor weak, but as if from
much further away, that [ drank like a waft of fragrance.

“Yes—I took it.”

At this, with a moan of joy, I enfolded, I drew him close;
and while I held him to my breast, where I could feel in the
sudden fever of his little body the tremendous pulse of his
little heart, I kept my eyes on the thing at the window and saw
it move and shift its posture. I have likened it to a sentinel,
but its slow wheel, for a moment, was rather the prowl of a
baffled beast. My present quickened courage, however, was
such that, not too much to let it through, I had to shade, as it
were, my flame. Meanwhile the glare of the face was again at
the window, the scoundrel fixed as if to watch and wait. It was
the very confidence that I might now defy him, as well as the
positive certitude, by this time, of the child’s uinconsciousness,
that made me go on. “What did you take it for?”

“To see what you said about me.”

“You opened the letter?”

“I opened it.”

My eyes were now, as I held him off a little again, on
Miles’s own face, in which the collapse of mockery showed
me how complete was the ravage of uneasiness. What was
prodigious was that at last, by my success, his sense was sealed
and his communication stopped: he knew that he was in pres-
ence, but knew not of what, and knew still less that I also was
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and that I did know. And what did this strain of trouble
matter when my eyes went back to the window only to see
that the air was clear again and—by my personal triumph—
the influence quenched? There was nothing there. I felt that
the cause was mine and that I should surely get all. “And you
found nothing!”—I let my elation out.

He gave the most mournful, thoughtful little headshake.
“Nothing.”

“Nothing, nothing!” I almost shouted in my joy.

“Nothing, nothing,” he sadly repeated.

I kissed his forehead; it was drenched. “So what have you
done with it?”

“I've burned it.”

“Burned it?” It was now or never. “Is that what you did at
school?”

Oh, what this brought up! “At school?”

“Did you take letters?-—or other things?”

“Other things?” He appeared now to be thinking of some-
thing far off and that reached him only through the pressure
of his anxiety. Yet it did reach him. “Did I szeal?”

I felt myself redden to the roots of my hair as well as
wonder if it were more strange to put to a gentleman such a
question or to see him take it with allowances that gave the
very distance of his fall in the world. “Was it for that you
mightn’t go back?”

The only thing he felt was rather a dreary little surprise.
“Did you know 1. mlghtn t go back?”

“I know everything.”

He gave me at this the longest and strangest look. “Every-
thing?”’

“Everythmg Therefore dtd you
again.

Miles could, very simply. “No. I didn’t steal.”

My face must have shown him I believed him utterly; yet
my hands—but it was for pure tenderness—shook him as if to
ask him why, if it was all for nothing, he had condemned me
to months of torment. “What then did you do?”

He looked in vague pain all round the top of the room and
drew his breath, two or three times over, as if with difficulty.
He mlght have been standing at the bottom of the sea and
raising his eyes to some faint green twilight. “Well—I said
things.”

“Only that?”

“They thought it was enough!”

“To turn you out for?”

Never, truly, had a person “turned out” shown so little to

?” But I couldn’t say it
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explain it as this little person! He appeared to weigh my ques-
tion, but in a manner quite detached and almost helpless.
“Well, I suppose I oughtn’t.”

“But to whom did you say them?”

He evidently tried to remember, but it dropped—he had
lost it. “I don’t know!”

He almost smiled at me in the desolation of his surrender,
which was indeed practically, by this time, so complete that I
ought to have left it there. But I was infatuated—I was blind
with victory, though even then the very effect that was to have
brought him so much nearer was already that of added sepa-
ration. “Was it to everyone?” I asked.

“No; it was only to——" But he gave a sick little head-
shake. “I don’t remember their names.”

“Were they then so many?”

“No—only a few. Those I liked.”

Those he liked? I seemed to float not into clearness, but into
a darker obscure, and within a minute there had come to me
out of my very pity the appalling alarm of his being perhaps
innocent. It was for the instant confounding and bottomless,
for if he were innocent, what then on earth was I? Paralyzed,
while it lasted, by the mere brush of the question, I let him go
a little, so that, with a deep-drawn sigh, he turned away from
me again; which, as he faced toward the clear window, I
suffered, feeling that I had nothing now there to keep him
from. “And did they repeat what you said?” I went on after a
moment. '

He was soon at some distance from me, still breathing hard
and again with the air, though now without anger for it, of
being confined against his will. Once more, as he had done
before, he looked up at the dim day as if, of what had hitherto
sustained him, nothing was left but an unspeakable anxiety.
“Oh, yes,” he nevertheless replied—*“they must have repeated
them. To those they liked,” he added.

There was, somehow, less of it than I had expected; but L
turned it over. “And these things came round ”

“To the masters? Oh, yes!” he answered very simply. “But I
didn’t know they’d tell.”

“The masters? They didn't—they’ve never told. That’s why
I ask you.”

He turned to me again his little beautiful fevered face.
“Yes, it was too bad.” i

“Too bad?”

“What I suppose I sometimes said. To write home.”

I can’t name the exquisite pathos of the contradiction given
to such a speech by such a speaker; I only know that the next
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instant I heard myself throw off with homely force: “Stuff and
nonsense!” But the next after that I must have sounded stern
enough. “What were these things?”

My sternness was all for his judge, his executioner; yet it
made him avert himself again, and that movement made me,
with a single bound and an irrepressible cry, spring straight
upon him. For there again, against the glass, as if to blight his
confession and stay his answer, was the hideous author of our
woe—the white face of damnation. I felt a sick swim at the
drop of my victory and all the return of my battle, so that the
wildness of my verjtable leap only served as a great betrayal. I
saw him, from the midst of my act, meet it with a divination,
and on the perception that even now he only guessed, and that
the window was still to his own eyes free, I let the impulse
flame up to convert the climax of his dismay into the very
proof of his liberation. “No more, no more, no more!” I
shrieked, as I tried to press him against me, to my visitant.

“Is she here?” Miles panted -as he caught with his sealed
eyes the direction of my words. Then as his strange “she”
staggered me and, with a gasp, I echoed it, “Miss Jessel, Miss
Jessel!” he with a sudden fury gave me back.

1 seized, stupefied, his supposition—some sequel to what we
had done to Flora, but this made me only want to show him
that it was better still than that. “It's not Miss Jessel! But it’s
at the window—straight before us. It’s there—the coward hor-
ror, there for the last time!”

At this, after a second in which his head made the move-
ment of a baffled dog’s on a scent and then gave a frantic little
shake for air and light, he was at me in a white rage, bewil-
dered, glaring vainly over the place and missing wholly,
though it now, to my sense, filled the room like the taste of
poison, the wide, overwhelming presence. “It’s he?”

I was so determined to have all my proof that I flashed into
ice to challenge him. “Whom do you mean by ‘he’?”

“Peter Quint—you devil!” His face gave agam round the
room, its convulsed supplication. “Where?”

They are in my ears still, his supreme surrender of the name
and his tribute to my devotion. “What does hé matter now,
my own?—what will he ever matter? I have you,” I launched
at the beast, “but he has lost you forever!” Then, for the
demonstration of my work, “There, there!” 1 said to Miles.

But he had already jerked straight round, stared, glared
again, and seen but the quiet day. With the stroke of the loss I
was so proud of he uttered the cry of a creature hurled over
an abyss, and the grasp with which I recovered him might
have been that of catching him in his fall. I caught him, yes, I
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held him—it may be imagined with what a passion; but at the
end of a minute I began to feel what it truly was that I held.
We were alone with the quiet day, and his little heart, dispos-
sessed, had stopped.



THE SPECTRE BRIDEGROOM
by Washington Irving

‘He that supper for is dight,
He lyes full cold, I trow, this night!
Yestreen to chamber I him led,
This night Gray-steel has made his bed!
—Sir Eger, Sir Grahame and Sir Gray-steel

On the summit of one of the heights of the Odenwald, a wild
and romantic tract of Upper Germany that lies not far from
the confluence of the Main and the Rhine, there stood, many,
many years since the Castle of the Baron von Landshort. It is
now quite fallen to decay, and almost buried among beech
trees and dark firs; above which, however, its old watch-tower
may still be seen struggling, like the former possessor I have
mentioned, to carry a high head, and look down upon a
neighbouring country.

The Baron was a dry branch of the great family of Katzen-
ellenbogen, and inherited the relics of the property and all the
pride of his ancestors. Though the warlike disposition of his
predecessors had much impaired the family possessions, yet
the Baron still endeavoured to keep up some show of former
state. The times were peaceable, and the German nobles, in
general, had abandoned their inconvenient old castles, perched
like eagles’ nests among the mountains, and had built more
convenient residences in the valleys; still the Baron remained
proudly drawn up in his little fortress, cherishing with heredi-
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tary inveteracy all the old family feuds; so that he was on ill
terms with some of his nearest meighbours, on account of
disputes that had happened between their great-great-grand-
fathers.

The Baron had but one child, a daughter; but Nature, when
she grants but one child, always compensates by making it a
prodigy; and so it was with the daughter of the Baron. All the
nurses, gossips, and country cousins, assured her father that
she had not her equal for beauty,in all Germany; and who
should know better than they? She had, moreover, been
brought up with great care, under the superintendence of ‘two
maiden aunts, who had spent some years of their early life at
one of the little German courts, and were skilled in all the
branches of knowledge necessary to the education of a fine
lady. Under their instructions, she became a miracle of ac-
complishments. By the time she was eighteen she could em-
broider to admiration, and had worked whole histories of the
saints in tapestry with such strength of expression in their
countenances that they looked like so many souls in purga-
tory. She could read without great difficulty, and had spelled
her way through several church legends, and almost all the
chivalric wonders of the Heldenbuch. She had even made
considerable proficiency in writing, could sign her own name
without missing a letter, and so legibly that her aunts could
read it without spectacles. She excelled in making little good-
for-nothing ladylike knick-knacks of all kinds; was versed in
the most abstruse dancing of the day; played a number of airs
on the harp and guitar; and knew all the tender ballads of the
Minnelieders by heart.

Her aunts, too, having been great flirts and coquettes in
their younger days, were admirably calculated- to be vigilant
guardians and strict censors of the conduct of their niece; for
there is no duenna so rigidly prudent, and inexorably deco-
rous, as a superannuated coquette. She was rarely suffered out
of their sight; never went beyond the domains of the castle,
unless well attended, or, rather, well watched; had continual
lectures read to her about strict decorum and implicit obedi-
ence; and, as to the men—pah! she was taught to hold them at
such distance and distrust that, unless properly authorized, she
would pot have cast a glance upon the handsomest cavalier in
the world—no, not if he were even dying at her feet.

The good effects of this system were wonderfully apparent.
The young lady was a pattern of docility and correctness.
While others were wasting their sweetness in the glare of the
world, and liable to be plucked and thrown aside by every
hand, she was coyly blooming into fresh and lovely woman-
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hood under the protection of those immaculate spinsters, like
a rosebud flushing forth among guardian thorns. Her aunts
looked upon her with pride and exultation, and vaunted that
though all the other young ladies in the world might go astray,
yet, thank Heaven, nothing of the kind could happen to the
heiress of Katzenellenbogen.

But however scantily the Baron von Landshort might be
provided with children, his household was by no means a
small one, for Providence had enriched him with abundance
of poor relations. They, one and all, possessed the affectionate
disposition common to humble relatives; were wonderfully at-
tached to the Baron, and took every possible occasion to come
in swarms and enliven the castle. All family festivals were
commemorated by these good people at the Baron’s expense;
and when they were filled with good cheer, they would declare
that there was nothing on earth so delightful as these family
meetings, these jubilees of the heart.

The Baron, though a small man, had a large soul, and it
swelled with satisfaction at the consciousness of being the
‘greatest man in the little world about him. He loved to tell
long stories about the stark old warriors whose portraits
looked grimly down from the walls around, and he found no
listeners equal to those who fed at his expense. He was much
given to the marvellous, and a firm believer in all those super-
natural tales with which every mountain and valley in Ger-
many abounds. The faith of his guests even exceeded his own.
They listened to every tale of wonder with open eyes and
mouth, and never failed to be astonished, even though re-
peated for the hundredth time. Thus lived the Baron von
Landshort, the oracle of his table, the absolute monarch of his
little territory, and happy, above all things, in the persuasion
that he was the wisest man of the age.

At the time of which--my_story treats there was a great
family gathering at the castle, on an affair of the utmost im-
portance: it was to receive the destined bridegroom of the
Baron’s daughter. A negotiation had been carried on between
the father and an old nobleman of Bavaria, to unite the dig-
nity of their houses by the marriage of their children. The
preliminaries had been conducted with proper. punctilio. The
young people were betrothed without seeing each other, and
the time was appointed for the marriage ceremony. The young
Count von Altenburg had been recalled from the army for the
purpose, and was actually on his way to the Baron’s to receive
his bride. Missives had even been received from him, from
Wurtzburg, where he was accidentally detained, mentioning
the day and hour when he might be expected to arrive. ‘
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The castle was in a tumult of preparation to give him a
suitable welcome. The fair bride had been decked out with
uncommon care. The two aunts had superintended her toilet,
and quarrelled the whole morning about every article of her
dress. The young lady had taken advantage of their contest to
follow the bent of her own taste; and fortunately it was a good
one. She looked as lovely as youthful bridegroom could desire;
and the flutter of expectation heightened the lustre of her
charms.

The suffusions that mantled her face and neck, the gentle
heaving of the bosom, the eye now and then lost in reverie, all
betrayed the soft tumult that was going on in her little heart.
The aunts were continually hovering around her; for maiden
aunts are apt to take great interest in affairs of this nature:
they were giving her a world of staid counsel, how to deport
herself, what to say, and in what manner to receive the ex-
pected lover.

The Baron was no less busied in preparations. He had, in
truth, nothing exactly to do; but he was naturally a fuming,
bustling little man, and could not remain passive when all the
world was in a hurry. He worried from top to bottom of the
castle, with an air of infinite anxiety; he continually called the
servants from their work to exhort them to be diligent, and
buzzed about every hall and chamber, as idle, restless, and
importunate as a bluebottle fly on a warm summer’s day.

In the meantime, the fatted calf had been killed; the forests
had rung with the clamour of the huntsmen; the kitchen was
crowded with good cheer; the cellars had yielded up whole
oceans of Rhein-wein and Ferne-wein, and even the great
Heidelberg Tun had ‘been laid under contribution. Everything
was ready to receive the distinguished guest with Saus und
Braus in the true spirit of German hospitality—but the guest
delayed to make his appearance. Hour rolled after hour. The
sun that had poured his downward rays upon the rich forests
of the Odenwald, now just gleamed along the summits of the
‘mountains, The Baron_mounted the highest tower, and
strained his eyes in hopes of catching a distant sight of the
Count and his attendants. Once he thought he beheld them;
the sound of horns came floating from the valley, prolonged
by the mountain echoes: a number of horsemen were seen far
below, slowly advancing along the road; but when they had
nearly reached the foot of the mountain they suddenly struck
off in a different direction. The last ray of sunshine departed
—the bats began to flit by in the twilight—the road grew
dimmer and dimmer to the view; and nothing appeared stir-
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ring in it but now and then a peasant lagging homeward from
his labour.

While the old castle of Landshort was in this state of per-
plexity, a very interesting scene was transacting in a different
part of the Odenwald.

The young Count von Altenburg was tranquilly pursuing
his route in that sober jog-trot way in which a man travels
towards matrimony when his friends have taken all the trouble
and uncertainty of courtship off his hands, and a bride is
waiting for him, as certainly as a dinner, at the end of his
journey. He had encountered at Wurtzburg a youthful com-
panion in arms, with whom he had seen some service on the
frontiers: Herman von Starkenfaust, one of the stoutest hands
and worthiest hearts of German chivalry, who was now re-
turning from the army. His father’s castle was not far distant
from the old fortress of Landshort, although a hereditary feud
rendered the families hostile and strangers to each other.

In the warm-hearted moment of recognition, the young
friends related all their past adventures and fortunes, and the
Count gave the whole history of his intended nuptials with a
young lady whom he had never seen, but of whose charms he
had received the most enrapturing descriptions.

As the route of the friends lay in the same direction, they
agreed to perform the rest of their journey together; and, that
they might do it more leisurely, set off from Wurtzburg at an
early hour, the Count having given directions for his retinue
to follow and overtake him.

They beguiled their wayfaring with recollections of their
military scenes and adventures; but the Count was apt to be a
little tedious, now and -then, about the reputed charms of his
bride, and the felicity that awaited him.

In this way they had entered among the mountains of the
Odenwald, and were traversing one of its most lonely and
thickly wooded passes. It is well known that the forests of
Germany have always been as much infested with robbers as
its castles by spectres; and at this time the former were particu-
larly numerous, from the hordes of disbanded soldiers wan-
dering about the country. It will not appear extraordinary,
therefore, that the cavaliers were attacked by a gang of these
stragglers in the midst of the forest. They defended themselves
with bravery, but were nearly overpowered when the Count’s
retinue arrived to their assistance. At sight of them the rob-
bers fled, but not until the Count had received a mortal
wound. He was slowly and carefully conveyed back to the city
of Wurtzburg, and a friar summoned from a neighboring con-
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vent, who was famous for his skill in administering to both
soul and body. But half of his skill was superfluous; the mo-
meants of the unfortunate Count were numbered.

With his dying breath he entreated his friend to repair in-
stantly to the castle of Landshort, and explain the fatal cause
of his not keeping his appointment with his bride. Though not
the most ardent of lovers, he was one of the most punctilious
of men, and appeared earnestly solicitous that his mission
should be speedily and courteously executed. ‘Unless this is
done,” said he, ‘I shall not sleep quietly in my grave!’ He
repeated these last words with peculiar solemnity. A request,
at a moment so impressive, admitted no hesitation. Starken-
faust endeavoured to soothe him to calmness; promised faith-
fully to execute his wish, and gave him his hand in solemn
pledge. The dying man pressed it in acknowledgement, but
soon lapsed into delirium—raved about his bride—his engage-
ments—his plighted word; ordered his horse, that he might
ride to the castle of Landshort, and expired in the fancied act
of vaulting into the saddle.

Starkenfaust bestowed a sigh and a soldier’s tear on the
untimely fate of his comrade; and then pondered on the awk-
ward mission he had undertaken. His heart was heavy, and his
head perplexed; for he was to present himself an unbidden
guest among hostile people, and to damp their festivity with
tidings fatal to their hopes. Still there was certain whisperings
of curiosity in his bosom to see this far-famed beauty of
Katzenellenbogen so cautiously shut up from the world; for he
was a passionate admirer of the sex, and there was a dash of
eccentricity and enterprise in his character that made him
fond of all singular adventure.

Previous to his departure, he made all due arrangements
with the holy fraternity of the convent for the funeral solem-
nities of his friend, who was to be buried in the cathedral of
Wurtzburg, near some of his illustrious relatives; and the
mourning retinue of the Court took charge of his remains.

It is now high time that we should return to the ancient
family of Katzenellenbogen, who were impatient for their
guest, and still more for their dinner; and to the worthy little
Baron, whom we left airing himself on the watch-tower.

Night closed in, but still no guest arrived. The Baron de-
scended from the tower in despair. The banquet, which had
been delayed from hour to hour, could no longer be post-
poned. The meats were already overdone, the cook in an
agony, and the whole household had the look of a garrison
that had been reduced by famine. The Baron was obliged
reluctantly to give orders for the feast without the presence of
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the guest. All were seated at table, and just on the point of
commencing, when the sound of a horn from without the gate
gave notice of .the approach of a stranger. Another long blast
filled the old courts of the castle with its echoes, and was
answered by the warder from the walls. The Baron hastened
to recejve his future son-in-law.

The drawbridge had been let down, and the stranger was
before the gate. He was a tall gallant cavalier, mounted on a
black steed. His countenance was pale, but he had a beaming,
romantic eye, and an air of stately melancholy. The Baron
was a little mortified that he should have come in this simple,
solitary style. His dignity for a moment was ruffled, and he felt
disposed to consider it a want of proper respect for the impor-
tant occasion, and the important family with which he was to
be connected. He pacified himself, however, with the conclu-
sion that it must have been youthful impatience which had
induced him thus to spur on sooner than his attendants.

‘I am sorry,’” said the stranger, ‘to break in upon you thus
unseasonably !

Here the Baron interrupted him with a world of compli-
ments and greetings; for, to tell the truth, he prided himself
upon his courtesy and his eloquence. The stranger attempted,
once or twice, to stem the torrent of words, but in vain; so he
bowed his head and suffered it to flow on. By the time the
Baron had come to a pause they had reached the inner court
of the castle; and the stranger was again about to speak, when
he was once more interrupted by the appearance of the female
part of the family, leading forth the shrinking and blushing
bride. He gazed on her for a moment as one entranced; it
seemed as if his whole soul beamed forth in the gaze, and
rested upon that lovely form. One of the maiden aunts whis-
pered something in her ear; she made an effort to speak; her
moist blue eye was timidly raised, gave a shy glance of inquiry
on the stranger, and was cast again to the ground. The words
died away; but there was a sweet smile playing about her lips,
and a soft dimpling of the cheek, that showed her glance had
not been unsatisfactory. It was impossible for a girl of the
fond age of eighteen, highly predisposed for love and matri-
mony, not to be pleased with so gallant a cavalier.

The late hour at which the guest had arrived left no time
for parley. The Baron was peremptory, and deferred all par-
ticular conversation until the morning, and led the way to the
untasted banquet.

It was served up in the great hall of the castle. Around the
walls hung the hard-favoured portraits of the heroes of the
house of Katzenellenbogen, and the trophies which they had
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gained in the field and in the chase. Hacked corselets, splin-
tered jousting spears, and tattered banners were mingled with
the spoils of sylvan warfare: the jaws of the wolf and the
tusks of the boar grinned horribly among crossbows and
battle-axes, and a huge pair of antlers branched immediately
over the head of the youthful bridegroom.

The cavalier took but little notice of the company or the
entertainment. He scarcely tasted the banquet, but seemed
absorbed in admiration of his bride. He conversed in a low
tone, that could not be overheard—for the language of love is
never loud; but where is the female ear so dull that it cannot
catch the softest whisper of the lover? Thére was a mingled
tenderness and gravity in his manner that appeared to have a
powerful effect upon the young lady. Her colour came and
went, as she listened with deep attention. Now and then she
made some blushing reply, and when his eye was turned away
she would steal a sidelong glance at his romantic countenance,
and heave a gentle sigh of tender happiness. It was evident
that the young couple were completely enamoured. The aunts,
who were deeply versed in the mysteries of the heart, declared
that they had fallen in love with each other at first sight.

The feast went on merrily, or at least noisily, for the guests
were all blessed with those keen appetites that attend upon
light purses and mountain air. The Baron told his best and
longest stories, and never had he told them so well, or with
such great effect. If there was anything marvellous, his auditors
were lost in astonishment; and if anything facetious, they were
sure to laugh exactly in the right place. The Baron, it is true,
like most great men, was too dignified to utter any joke but a
dull one: it was always enforced, however, by a bumper of
excellent Hoch-heimer; and even a dull joke, at one’s own
table, served up with jolly old wine, is irresistible. Many good
things were said by poorer and keener wits that would not.
bear repeating, except on similar occasions; many sly speeches
whispered in ladies’ ears that almost convulsed them with sup-
pressed laughter; and a song or two roared out by a poor, but
merry and broad-faced cousin of the Baron, that absolutely
made the maiden aunts hold up their fans.

Amid all this revelry, the stranger-guest maintained a most
singular and unseasonable gravity. His countenance assumed a
deeper cast of dejection as the evening advanced, and, strange
as it may appear, even the Baron’s jokes seemed only to ren-
der him the more melancholy. At times he was lost in thought,
and at times there was a perturbed and restless wandering of
the eye that bespoke a mind but ill at ease. His conversation
with the bride became more and more earnest and mysterious.
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Lowering clouds began to steal over the fair serenity of her
brow, and tremors to run through her tender frame.

All this could not escape the notice of the company. Their
gaiety was chilled by the unaccountable gloom of the bride-
groom; their spirits were infected; whispers and glances were
interchanged, accompanied by shrugs and dubious shakes of
the head.. The song and the laugh grew less and less frequent,
there were dreary pauses in the conversation, which were at
length succeeded by wild tales and supernatural legends. One
dismal story produced another still more dismal, and the
Baron nearly frightened some of the ladies into hysterics with
the history of the goblin horseman that carried away the fair
Leonora—a dreadful, but true story, which has since been put
into excellent verse, and is read and believed by all the world.

The bridegroom listened to this tale with profound atten-
tion. He kept his eyes steadily fixed on the Baron and, as the
story drew to a close, began gradually to rise from his seat,
growing taller and taller, until, in the Baron’s entranced eye,
he seemed almost to tower into a giant. The moment the tale
was finished, he heaved a deep sigh, and took a solemn fare-
well of the company. They were all amazement. The Baron
was perfectly thunderstruck.

What! going to leave the castle at midnight? Why, every-
thing was prepared for-his reception; a chamber was ready for
him if he wished to retire.

The stranger shook his head mournfully and mysterlously
‘1 must lay my head in a different chamber tonight!’

There was something in this reply, and the tone in which it
was uttered, that made the Baron’s heart misgive him; but he
rallied his forces, and repeated his hospitable entreaties. The
stranger shook his head silently, but positively, at every offer;
and, waving his farewell to the company, stalked slowly out of
the hall. The maiden aunts were absolutely petrified—the
bride hung her head, and a tear stole to her eye.

The Baron followed the stranger to the great court of the
castle, where the black charger stood pawing the earth and
snorting with impatience. When they had reached the portal,
whose deep archway was dimly lighted by a cresset, the stran-
ger paused, and addressed the Baron in a hollow tone of voice,
which the vaulted roof rendered still more sepulchral. ‘Now
that we are alone,’” said he, ‘I will impart to you the reason of
my going. I have a solemn, an indispensable engage-
ment

‘Why,’ said the Baron, ‘cannot you send some one in your
place?
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‘It admits of no substitute—I must attend it in person—I
must away to Wurtzburg cathedral

‘Ay,” said the Baron, plucking up spirit, ‘but not until to-
morrow—tomorrow you shall take your bride there.’

‘No! no!” replied the stranger, with tenfold solemnity, ‘my
engagement is with no bride—the worms! the worms expect
me! I am a dead man—I have been slain by rohbers—my
body lies at Wurtzburg—at midnight I am to be burled—the
grave is waiting for me—I must keep my appointment!’

He sprang on his black charger, dashed over the draw-
bridge, and the clattering of his horse’s hoofs was lost in the
whistling of the night-blast.

The Baron returned to the hall in the utmost consternation,
and related what had passed. Two ladies fainted outright;
others sickened at the idea of having banqueted with a spectre.
It was the opinion of some that this might be the wild hunts-
man famous in German legend. Some talked of mountain
sprites, of wood-demons, and of other supernatural beings,
with which the good people of Germany have been so griev-
ously harassed since time immemorial. One of the poor rela-
tions ventured to suggest that it might be some sportive eva-
sion of the young cavalier, and that the very gloominess of the
caprice seemed to accord with so melancholy a personage.
This, however, drew on him the indignation of the whole
company, and especially of the Baron, who looked upon him
as little better than an infidel; so that he was fain to abjure his
heresy as speedily as p0531ble and come mto the faith of the
true believers.

But, whatever may have been the doubts entertained, they
were completely put to an end by the arrival, next day, of
regular missives confirming the intelligence of the young
Count’s murder, and his interment in Wurtzburg cathedral.

The dismay at the castle may well be imagined. The Baron
shut himself up in his chamber. The guests who had come to
rejoice with him could not think of abandoning him in his
distress. They wandered about the courts, or collected in
groups in the hall, shaking their heads and shrugging their
shoulders at the troubles of so good a man; and sat longer
than ever at table, and ate and drank more stoutly than ever,
by way of keeping up their spirits. But the situation of the
widowed bride was the most pitiable. To have lost a husband
before she had even embraced him-—and such a husband! If
the very spectre could be so gracious and noble, what must
have been the living man? She filled the house with lamenta-
tions.

On the night of the second day of her widowhood, she had
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retired to her chamber, accompanied by one of her aunts, who
insisted on sleeping with her. The aunt, who was ope of the
best tellers' of ghost stories in all Germany, had ]ust been
recounting one of her longest, and had fallen asleep in the
very midst of it. The chamber was remote, and overlooked a
small garden. The niece lay pensively gazing at the beams of
the rising moon, as they trembled on the leaves of an aspen
tree before the lattice. The castle clock had just told midnight,
when a soft strain of music stole up from the garden. She rose
hastily from her bed and stepped lightly to the window. A tall
figure stood among the shadows of the trees. As it raised its
head, a beam of moonlight fell upon the countenance. Heaven
and earth! She beheld the Spectre Bridegroom! A loud shriek
at that moment burst upon her ear, and her aunt, who had
been awakened by the music, and had followed her silently to
the window, fell into her arms. When she looked again, the
spectre had disappeared.

Of the two females, the aunt now required the most sooth-
ing, for she was perfectly beside herself with terror. As to
the young lady, there was something, even in the spectre of
her lover, that seemed endearing. There was still the sem-
blance of manly beauty; and though the shadow of a man is
but little calculated to satisfy the affections of a lovesick girl,
yet, where the substance is not to be had, even that is con-
soling. The aunt declared that she would never sleep in that
chamber again; the niece, for once, was refractory, and de-
clared as strongly that she would sleep in no other in the
castle: the consequence was that she had to sleep in it alone;
but she drew a promise from her aunt not to relate the story
of the spectre, lest she should be denied the only melancholy
pleasure left her on earth—that of inhabiting the chamber over
which the guardian shade of her lover kept its nightly vigils.

How long the good old lady would have observed this prom-
ise is uncertain, for she dearly loved to talk of the marvellous,
and there is a triumph in being the first to tell a frightful
story; it is, however, still quoted in the neighbourhood, as a
memorable instance of female secrecy, that she kept it to her-
self for a whole week; when she was suddenly absolved from
all further restraint by intelligence brought to the breakfast-
table one morning that the young lady was not to be found.
Her room was empty—the bed had not been slept in—the
window was open—and the bird had flown!

The astonishment and concern with which the intelligence
was received can only be imagined by those who have wit-
nessed the agitation which the mishaps of a great man cause
among his friends. Even the poor relations paused for a mo-
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ment from the indefatigable labours of the trencher; when the
aunt, who had at first been struck speechless, wrung her hands
and shrieked out, ‘The goblin! the goblin! She’s carried away
by the goblin!’

In a few words she related the fearful scene of the garden,
and concluded that the spectre must have carried off his bride.
Two of the domestics corroborated the opinion, for they had
heard the clattering of a horse’s hoofs down the mountain
about midnight, and had no doubt that it was the spectre on
his black charger, bearing her away to the tomb. All present
were struck with the direful probability; for events of the kind
are extremely common in Germany, as many well-authenti-
cated histories bear witness.

What a lamentable situation was that of the poor Baron!
What a heartrending dilemma for a fond father, and a mem-
ber of the great family of Katzenellenbogen! His only daugh-
ter had either been rapt away to the grave, or he was to have
some wood-demon for a son-in-law, and, perchance, a troop
of goblin grandchildren. As usual, he was completely be-
wildered, and all the castle in an uproar. The men were ordered
to take horse and scour every road and path and glen of the
Odenwald. The Baron himself had just drawn on his jack-
boots, girded on his sword, and was about to mount his steed
to sally forth on the doubtful quest, when he was brought to a
pause by a new apparition. A lady was seen approaching the
castle, mounted on a palfrey attended by a cavalier on horse-
back. She galloped up to the gate, sprang from her horse, and
falling at the Baron’s feet, embraced his knees. It was his lost
daughter, and her companion—the Spectre Bridegroom! The
Baron was astounded. He looked at his daughter, then at the
spectre, and almost doubted the evidence of his senses. The
latter, too, was wonderfully improved in his appearance, since
his visit to the world of spirits. His dress was splendid, and set
off a noble figure of manly symmetry. He was no longer pale
and melancholy. His fine countenance was flushed with the
glow of youth, and joy rioted in his large dark eye.

The mystery was soon cleared up. The cavalier (for, in
truth, as you must have known all the while, he was no gob-
lin) announced himself as Sir Herman von Starkenfaust. He
related his adventure with the young Count. He told how he
had hastened to the castle to deliver the unwelcome tidings,
but that the eloquence of the Baron had interrupted him in
every attempt to tell his tale. How the sight of the bride had
completely captivated him, and that to pass a few hours near
her he had tacitly suffered the mistake to continue. How he
had been sorely perplexed in what way to make a decent
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retreat, until the Baron’s goblin stories had suggested his ec-
centric exit. How, fearing the feudal hostility of the family, he
had repeated his visits by stealth—had haunted the garden
beneath the young lady’s window—had wooed—had won—
had borne away in triumph—and, in a word, had wedded, the
fair.

Under any other circumstances the Baron would have been
inflexible, for he was tenacious of paternal authority and de-
voutly obstinate in all family feuds; but he loved his daughter;
he had lamented her as lost; he rejoiced to find her still alive;
and, though her husband was of a hostile house, yet, thank
Heaven he was not a goblin. There was something, it must be
acknowledged, that did not exactly accord with his notions of
strict veracity, in the joke the knight had passed upon him of
being a dead man; but several old friends present, who had
served in the wars, assured him that every stratagem was
excusable in love, and that the cavalier was entitled to especial
privilege, having lately served as a trooper.

Matters, therefore, were happily arranged. The Baron par-
doned the young couple on the spot. The revels at the castle
were resumed. The poor relations overwhelmed this nmew
member of the family with lovmg-kmdness he was so gallant,
so generous—and so rich. The aunts, it is true, were somewhat
scandalized that their system of strict seclusion and passive
obedience should be so badly exemplified, but attributed all to
their negligence in ‘not having the windows grated. One of
them was particularly mortified at having her marvellous story
marred, and that the only spectre she had ever seen should
turn out a counterfeit; but the niece seemed perfectly happy at
having found him substantial flesh and blood—and so the
story ends.



MARKHEIM
by Robert Louis Stevenson

‘Yes,” said the dealer, ‘our windfalls are of various kinds.
Some customers are ignorant, and then I touch a dividend on
my superior knowledge. Some are dishonest,” and here he held
up the candle, so that the light fell strongly on his visitor, ‘and
in that case,” he continued, ‘I profit by my virtue.™

Markheim had but just entered from the daylight streets,
and his eyes had not yet grown familiar with the mingled
shine and darkness in the shop. At these pointed words, and
before the near presence of the flame, he blinked painfully and
looked aside.

The dealer chuckled. “‘You come to me on Christmas Day,’
he resumed, ‘when you know that I am alone in my house, put
up my shutters, and make a point of refusing business. Well,
you will have to pay for that; you will have to pay for my loss
of time, when I should be balancing my books; you will have
to pay, besides, for a kind of manner that I remark in you to-
day very strongly. I am the essence of discretion, and ask no
awkward questions; but when a customer cannot look me in
the eye, he has to pay for it.” The dealer once more chuckled;
and then, changing to his usual business voice, though still with
a note of irony, ‘You can give, as usual, a clear account of
how you came into the possession of the object?” he continued.
‘Still your uncle’s cabinet? A remarkable collector, sir!’

And the little, pale, round-shouldered dealer stood almost
on tiptoe, looking over the top of his gold spectacles, and

112



MARKHEIM 113

nodding his head with every mark of disbelief. Markheim
returned his gaze with one of infinite pity, and a touch of
horror. o

‘This time,” said he, ‘you are in error. I have not come to
sell, but to buy. I have no curios to dispose of; my uncle’s
cabinet is bare to the wainscot; even were it still intact, I have
done well on the Stock Exchange, and should more likely add
to it than otherwise, and my errand today is simplicity itself. I
seek a <Christmas present for a lady,’ he continued, waxing
more fluent as he struck into the speech he had prepared; ‘and
certainly I owe you every excuse for thus disturbing you upon
so small a matter. But the thing was neglected yesterday; I
must produce my little compliment at dinner; and, as you very
well know, a rich marriage is not a thing to be neglected.’

There followed a pause, during which the dealer seemed to
weigh this statement incredulously. The ticking of many
clocks among the curious lumber of the shop, and the faint
rushing of the cabs in a near thoroughfare, filled up the inter-
val of silence.

‘Well, sir,” said the dealer, ‘be it so. You are an old cus-
tomer after all; and if, as you say, you have the chance of a
good marriage, far be it from me to be an obstacle. Here is a
nice thing for a lady now,” he went on, ‘this hand glass—
fifteenth century, warranted; comes from a good collection,
too; but I reserve the name, in the interests of my customer,
who was just like yourself, my dear sir, the nephew and sole
heir of a remarkable collector.’

The dealer, while he thus ran on in his dry and biting voice,
had stooped to take the object from its place; and, as he had
done so, a shock had passed through Markheim, a start both
of hand and foot, a sudden leap of many tumultuous passions
to the face. It passed as swiftly as it came, and left no trace
beyond a certain trembling of the hand that now received the
glass.

‘A glass,” he said hoarsely, and then paused, and repeated it
more clearly. ‘A glass? For Christmas? Surely not?

‘And why not?’ cried the dealer. ‘Why not a glass?

Markheim was looking upon him with an indefinable ex-
pression. ‘You ask me why not? he said. ‘Why, look here—
look in it—look at yourself! Do you like to see it? No! nor I
—nor any man.’

The little man had jumped back when Markheim had so
suddenly confronted him with the mirror; but now, perceiving
there was nothing worse on hand, he chuckled. “Your future
lady, sir, must be pretty hard favoured,’ said he.

‘I ask you,” said Markheim, ‘for a Christmas present, and
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you give me this—this damned reminder of years, and sins,
and follies—this hand-conscience! Did you mean it? Had you
a thought in your mind? Tell me. It will be better for you if
you do. Come, tell me about yourself. I hazard a guess now,
that you are in secret a very charitable man?

The dealer looked closely at his companion. It was very
odd, Markheim did not appear to be laughing; there was
something in his face like an eager sparkle of hope, but noth-
ing of mirth.

‘What are you driving at?’ the dealer asked.

‘Not charitable? returned the other gloomily. ‘Not chari-
table; not pious; not scrupulous; unloving, unbeloved; a hand
to get money, a safe to keep it. Is that all? Dear God, man, is
that all?” |

‘T will tell you what it is,” began the dealer, with some
sharpness, and then broke off again into a chuckle. ‘But I see
this is a love match of yours, and you have been drinking the
lady’s health.’

‘Ah!’ cried Markheim, with a strange curiosity. ‘Ah, have
you been in love? Tell me about that.’

‘I, cried the dealer. ‘I in love! I never had the time, nor
have I the time today for all this nonsense. Will you take the
glass?

‘Where is the hurry? returned Markheim. ‘It is very pleas-
ant to stand here talking; and life is so short and insecure that
I would not hurry away from any pleasure—no, not even
from so mild a one as this. We should rather cling, cling to
what little we can get, like a man at a cliff’s edge. Bvery
second is a cliff, if you think upon it—a cliff a mile high—
high enough, if we fall, to dash us out of every feature of
humanity. Hence it is best to talk pleasantly. Let us talk of
each other: why should we wear this mask? Let us be
confidential. Who knows, we might become friends?’

‘I have just one word to say to you,’ said the dealer. ‘Either
make your purchase, or walk out of my shop!’

‘True, true,” said Markheim. ‘Enough fooling. To business.
Show me something else.’

The dealer stooped once more, this time to replace the glass
upon the shelf, his thin blond hair falling over his eyes as he
did so. Markheim moved a little nearer, with one hand in the
pocket of his greatcoat; he drew himself up and filled his
lungs; at the same time many different emotions were depicted
together on his face—terror, horror, and resolve, fascination
and a physical repulsion; and through a haggard lift of his
upper lip, his teeth looked out.

“This, perhaps, may suit,’ observed the dealer: and then, as
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he began to re-arise, Markheim bounded from behind upon
his victim. The long, skewerlike dagger flashed and fell. The
dealer struggled like a hen, striking his temple on the shelf,
and then tumbled on the floor in a heap.

Time had some score of small voices in that shop, some
stately and slow as was becoming to their great age; others
garrulous and hurried. All these told out the seconds in an
intricate chorus of tickings. Then the passage of a lad’s feet,
heavily running on the pavement, broke in upon these smaller
voices and startled Markheim into the consciousness of his
surroundings. He looked about him awfully. The candle stood
on the counter, its flame solemnly wagging in a draught; and
by that inconsiderable movement, the whole room was filled
with noiseless bustle and kept heaving like a sea: the tall
shadows nodding, the gross blots of darkness swelling and
dwindling as with respiration, the faces of the portraits and
the china gods changing and wavering like images in water.
The inner door stood ajar, and peered into that leaguer of
shadows with a long slit of daylight like a pointing finger.

From these fear-stricken rovings, Markheim’s eyes returned
to the body of his victim, where it lay both humped and
sprawling, incredibly small and strangely meaner than in life.
In these poor, miserly clothes, in that ungainly attitude, the
dealer lay like so much sawdust. Markheim had feared to see
it, and lo! it was nothing. And yet, as he gazed, this bundle of
old clothes and pool of blood began to find eloquent voices.
There it must lie; there was none to work the cunning hinges
or direct the miracle of locomotion—there it must lie till it
was found. Found! aye, and then? Then would this dead flesh
lift up a cry that would ring over England, and fill the world
with the echoes of pursuit. Aye, dead or not, this was still the
enemy. ‘Time was that when the brains were out,” he thought;.
and the first word struck into his mind. Time, now that the
deed was accomplished—time, which had closed for the vic-
tim, had become instant and momentous for the slayer.

The thought was yet in his mind, when, first one and then
another, with every variety of pace and voice—one deep as
the bell from a cathedral turret, another ringing on its treble
notes the prelude of a waltz—the clocks began to strike the
hour of three in the afternoon.

The sudden outbreak of so many tongues in that dumb
chamber staggered him. He began to bestir himself, going to
and fro with the candle, beleaguered by moving shadows, and
startled to- the soul by chance reflections. In many rich mir-
rors, some of home design, some from Venice or Amsterdam,
he saw his face repeated and repeated, as it were an army of
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spies; his own eyes met and detected him; and the sound of his
own steps, lightly as they fell, vexed the surrounding quiet.
And still, as he continued to fill his pockets, his mind accused
him with a sickening iteration, of the thousand faults of his
design. He should have chosen a more quiet hour, he should
have prepared an alibi; he should not have used a knife; he
should have been more cautious, and only bound and gagged
the dealer, and not killed him; he should have been more bold,
and Kkilled the servant also; he should have done- all things
otherwise: poignant regrets, weary, incessant toiling of the
mind to change what was unchangeable, to plan what was
now useless, to be the architect of the irrevocable past. Mean-
while, and behind all this activity, brute terrors, like the
scurrying of rats in a deserted attic, filled the more remote
chambers of his brain with riot; the hand of the constable
would fall heavy on his shoulder, and his nerves would jerk
like a hooked fish; or he beheld, in galloping defile, the dock,
the prison, the gallows, and the black coffin.

Terror of the people in the street sat down before his mind
like a besieging army. It was impossible, he thought, but that
some rumour of the struggle must have reached their ears and
set on edge their curiosity; and now, in all the neighbouring
houses, he divined them sitting motionless and with uplifted
ear—solitary people, condemned to spend Christmas dwelling
alone on memories of the past, and now startlingly recalled
from that tender exercise; happy family parties, struck into
silence round the table, the mother still with raised finger:
every degree and age and humour, but all, by their own
hearths, prying and hearkening and weaving the rope that was
to hang him. Sometimes it seemed to him he could not move
too softly; the clink of the tall Bohemian goblets rang out
loudly like a bell; and alarmed by the bigness of the ticking,
he was tempted to stop the clocks. And then, again, with a
swift transition of his terrors, the very silence of the place
appeared a source of peril, and a thing to strike and freeze the
passer-by; and he would step more boldly, and bustle aloud
among the contents of the shop, and imitate, with elaborate
bravado, the movements of a busy man at ease in his own
house.

But he was now so pulled about by different alarms that,
while one portion of his mind was still alert and cunning,
another trembled on the brink of lunacy. One hallucination in
particular took a strong hold on his credulity. The neighbour
hearkening with white face beside his window, the passer-by
arrested by a horrible surmise on the pavement—these could
at worst suspect, they could not know; through the brick walls



MARKHEIM 117

and shuttered windows only sounds could penetrate. But here,
within the house, was he alone? He knew he was; he had
watched the servant set forth sweethearting, in her poor best,
‘out for the day’ written in every ribbon and smile. Yes, he
was alone, of course; and yet, in the bulk of empty house
above him, he could surely hear a stir of delicate footing—he
was surely conscious, inexplicably conscious of some presence.
Aye, surely; to every room and corner of the house his imag-
ination followed it; and now it was a faceless- thing, and yet
had eyes to see with; and again it was a shadow of himself;
and yet again’'behold the image of the dead dealer, reinspired
with cunning and hatred.

At times, with a strong effort, he would glance at the open
door which still seemed to repel his eyes. The house was tall,
the skylight small and dirty, the day blind with fog; and the
light that filtered down to the ground story was exceedingly
faint, and showed dimly on the threshold of the shop. And yet,
in that strip of doubtful brightness, did there not hang wa-
vering a shadow?

Suddenly, from the street outside, a very jovial gentleman
began to beat with a staff gn the shop-door, accompanying his
blows with shouts and raiﬂeries in which the dealer was con-
tinually called upon by name. Markheim, smitten into ice,
glanced at the dead man. But no! he lay quite still; he was fled
away far beyond earshot of these blows and shoutings; he was
sunk beneath seas of silence; and his name, which would ence
have caught his notice above the howling of a storm, had
become an empty sound. And presently the jovial gentleman
desisted from his knocking and departed.

Here was a broad hint to hurry what remained to be done,
to get forth from this accusing neighbourhood, to plunge into
a bath of London multitudes, and to reach, on the other side
of day, that haven of safety and apparent innocence—his bed.
"One visitor had come; at any moment another might follow
and be more obstinate. To have done the deed, and yet not to
reap the profit, would be too abhorrent a failure. The money,
that was now Markheim’s concern; and as a means to that, the
keys.

He glanced over his shoulder at the open door, where the
shadow was still lingering and shivering; and with no conscious
repugnance of the mind, yet with a tremor of the belly, he
drew near the body of his victim. The human character had
quite departed. Like a suit half-stuffed with bran, the limbs lay
scattered, the trunk doubled, on the floor; and yet the thing
repelled him. Although so dingy and inconsiderable to the eye,
he feared it might have more significance to the touch. He
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took the body by the shoulders, and turned it on its back. It
was strangely light and supple, and the limbs, as if they had
been broken, fell into the oddest postures. The face was
robbed of all expression; but it was as pale as wax, and
shockingly smeared with blood about one temple. That was,
for Markheim, the one displeasing circumstance. It carried
him back, upon the instant, to a certain fair-day in a fishers’
village: a grey day, a piping wind, a crowd upon the street,
the blare of brasses, the booming of drums, the nasal voice of
a ballad singer; and a boy going to and fro, buried over head
in the crowd and divided between interest and fear, until,
coming out upon the chief place of concourse, he beheld a
booth and a great screen with pictures, dismally designed,
garishly coloured; Brownrigg with her apprentice; the Man-
nings with their murdered guest; We are in the death-grip of
Thurtell; and a score besides of famous crimes. The thing was
as clear as an illusion; He was once again that little boy; he
was looking once again, and with the same sense of physical
revolt, at these vile pictures; he was still stunned by the
thumping of the drums. A bar of that day’s music returned
upon his memory; and at that, for the first time, a qualm came
over him, a breath of nausea, a sudden weakness of the joints,
which he must instantly resist and conquer.

He judged it more prudent to confront than to flee from
these considerations; looking the more hardily in the dead
face, bending his mind to realize the nature and greatness of
his crime. So little a while ago that face had moved with every
change of sentiment, that pale mouth had spoken, that body
had been all on fire with governable energies; and now, and by
his act, that piece of life had been arrested, as the horologist,
with interjected finger, arrests the beating of the clock. So he
reasoned in vain; he could rise to no more remorseful con-
sciousness; the same heart which had shuddered before the
painted effigies of crime, looked on its reality unmoved. At
best, he felt a gleam of pity for one who had been endowed in
vain with all those faculties that can make the world a garden
of enchantment, one who had never lived and who was now
dead. But of penitence, no, not a tremor.

With that, shaking himself clear of these considerations, he
found the keys and advanced towards the open door of the
shop. Outside, it had begun to rain smartly; and the sound of
the shower upon the roof had banished silence. Like some
dripping cavern, the chambers of thé house were haunted by
an incessant echoing, which filled the ear and mingled with the
ticking of the clocks. And, as Markheim approached the door,
he seemed to hear, in answer to his own cautious tread, the
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steps of another foot withdrawing up the stair. The shadow
still palpitated loosely on the threshold. He threw a ton’s
weight of resolve upon his muscles, and drew back the door.

The faint, foggy daylight glimmered dimly on the bare floor
and stairs; on the bright suit of armour posted, halbert in
hand, upon the landing; and on the dark wood-carvings, and
framed pictures that hung against the yellow panels of the
wainscot. So loud was the beating of the rain through all the
house that, in Markheim’s ears, it began to be distinguished
into many different sounds. Footsteps and sighs, the tread of
regiments marching in the distance, the chink of money in the
counting, and the creaking of doors held stealthily ajar, ap-
peared to mingle with the patter of the drops upon the cupola
and the gushing of the water in the pipes. The sense that he
was not alone grew upon him to the verge of madness. On
every side he was haunted and begirt by presences. He heard
them moving in the upper chambers; from the shop, he heard
the dead man getting to his legs; and as he began with a great
effort to mount the stairs, feet fled quietly before him and
followed stealthily behind. If he were but deaf, he thought,
how tranquilly he would possess his soul! And then again, and
hearkening with ever fresh attention, he blessed himself for
that unresting sense which held the outposts and stood a trusty
sentinel upon his life. His head turped continually on his neck;
his eyes, which seemed starting from their orbits, scouted on
every side, and on every side were half-rewarded as with the
tail of something nameless vanishing. The four-and-twenty
steps to the first floor were four-and-twenty agonies. "

On that first story, the doors stood ajar, three of them
like three ambushes, shaking- his nerves like the throats of
cannon. He could never again, he felt, be sufficiently immured
and fortified from men’s observing eyes; he longed to be
home, girt in by walls, buried among bedclothes, and invisible
to all but God. And at that thought he wondered a little,
recollecting tales of other murderers and the fear they were
said to entertain of heavenly avengers. It was not so, at least,
with him. He feared the laws of nature, lest, in their callous
and immutable procedure, they should preserve some damning
evidence of his crime. He feared tenfold more, with a slavish,
superstitious terror, some scission in the continuity of man’s
experience, some wilful illegality of nature. He played a game
of skill, depending on the rules, calculating consequence from
cause; and what if nature, as the defeated tyrant overthrew the
chess-board, should break the mould of their succession? The
like had befallen Napoleon (so writers said) when the winter
changed the time of its appearance. The like might befall
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Markheim: the solid walls might become transparent and re-
veal his doings like those of bees in a glass hive; the stout
planks might yield under his foot like quicksands and detain
him in their clutch; aye, and there were soberer accidents that
might destroy him: if, for instance, the house should fall and
imprison him beside the body of his victim; or the house next
door should fly on fire, and the firemen invade him from all
sides. These things he feared; and, in a sense, these things
might be called the hands of God reached forth against sin.
But about God Himself he was at ease; his act was doubtless
exceptional, but so were his excuses, which God knew; it was
there, and not among men, that he felt sure of justice.

When he had got safe into the drawing-room, and shut the
door behind him, he was aware of a respite from alarms. The
room was quite dismantled, uncarpeted besides, and strewn
with packing-cases and incongruous furniture; several great
pier-glasses, in which he beheld himself at various angles, like
an actor on a stage; many pictures, framed and unframed,
standing, with their faces to the wall; a fine Sheraton side-
board, a cabinet of marquetry, and a great old bed, with
tapestry hangings. The windows opened to the floor; but by
great godd fortune the lower part of the shutters had been
closed, and this concealed him from the neighbours. Here,
then, Markheim drew in a packing-case before the cabinet,
and began to search among the keys. It was a long business,
for there were many; and it was irksome, besides; for, after all,
there might be nothing in the cabinet, and time was on the
wing. But the closeness of the occupation sobered him. With
the tail of his eye he saw the door—even glanced at it from
time to time -directly, like a besieged commander pleased to
verify the good estate of his defences. But in truth he was at
peace. The rain falling in the street sounded natural and pleas-
ant. Presently, on the other side, the notes of a piano were
wakened to the music of a hymn, and the voices of many
children took up the air and words. How stately, how com-
fortable was the melody! How fresh the youthful voices! Mark-
heim gave ear to it smilingly, as he sorted out the keys; and
his mind was thronged with answerable ideas and images;
church-going children and the pealing of the high organ; chil-
dren afield, bathers by the brookside, ramblers on the brambly
common, kite-flyers in the windy and cloud-navigated sky;
and then, at another cadence of the hymn, back again to
church, and the somnolence of summer Sundays, and the high
genteel voice of the parson (which he smiled a little to recall)
and the painted Jacobean tombs, and the dim lettering of the
Ten Commandments in the chancel.
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And as he sat thus, at once busy and absent, he was startled
to his feet. A flash of ice, a flash of fire, a bursting gush of
blood, went over him, and then he stood transfixed and
thrilling. A step mounted the stair slowly and steadily, and
presently a hand was laid upon the knob, and the lock clicked,
and the door opened.

Fear held Markheim in a vice. What to expect he knew not,
whether the dead man walking, or the official ministers of
human justice, or some chance witness blindly stumbling in to
consign him to the gallows. But when a face was thrust into
the aperture, glanced round the room, looked at him, nodded
and smiled as if in friendly recognition, and then withdrew
again, and the door closed behind it, his fear broke loose from
his control in a hoa.rse ery. At the sound of this the visitant
returned.

‘Did you call me?” he asked pleasantly, and with that he
entered the room and closed the door behind him.

Markheim stood and gazed at him with all his eyes. Perhaps
there was a film upon his sight, but the outlines of a new-
comer seemed to change and waver like those of the idols in
the wavering candlelight of the shop; and at times he thought
he knew him; and at times he thought he bore a likeness to
himself; and always, like a lump of living terror, there lay in
his bosom the conviction that this thing was not of the earth
and not of God.

And yet the creature had a strange air of the commonplace,
as he stood looking on Markheim with a smile; and when he
added: ‘You are looking for the money, I believe? it was in
the tones of everyday politeness.

Markheim made no answer.

‘I should warn you,” resumed the other, ‘that the maid has
left her sweetheart earlier than usual and will soon be here. If
Mr. Markheim be found in this house, I need not describe to
him the consequences.’ .

‘You know me? cried the murderer.

The visitor smiled. ‘You have long been a favourite of
mine,’ he said; ‘and I have long observed and often sought to
help you.’

‘What are you? cried Markheim: ‘the devil?’

‘What I may be,’ returned the other, ‘cannot aﬂect the
service I propose to render you

‘It can,” cried Markheim; ‘it does! Be helped by you? No,
never; not by you! You do not know me yet; thank God, you
do not know. me!’

‘T know you,’ replied the visitant, with a sort of kind sever-
ity or rather firmness. ‘I know you to the soul.’
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‘Know me!’ cried Markheim. ‘Who can do so? My life is
but a travesty and slander on myself. I have lived to belie my
nature. All men do; all men are better than this disguise that
grows about and stifles them. You see each dragged away by
life, like one whom bravos have seized and muffled in a cloak.
If they had their own control—if you could see their faces,
they would be altogether different, they would shine out for
heroes and saints! I am worse than most; myself is more
overlaid; my excuse is known to me and God But, had I the
time, I could disclose myself i

‘To me? inquired the visitant.

‘To you before all,” returned the murderer. ‘I supposed you
were intelligent. I thought—since you exist—you would prove
a reader of the heart. And yet you would propose to judge me
by my acts! Think of it; my acts! I was born and I have lived
in a land of giants; giants have dragged me by the wrists since
I was born out of my mother—the giants of circumstance,
And you would judge me by my acts! But can you not look
within? Can you not understand that evil is hateful to me?
Can you not see within me the clear writing of conscience,
never blurred by any wilful sophistry, although too often dis-
regarded? Can you not read me for a thing that surely must be
common as humanity—the unwilling sinner?’

‘All this is very feelingly expressed,” was the reply; ‘but it
regards me nat. These points of consistency are beyond my
province, and I care not in the least by what compulsion you
may have been dragged away, so as you are but carried in the
right direction. But time flies; the servant delays, locking in
the faces of the crowd and at the pictures on the hoardings,
but still she keeps moving nearer; and remember, it is as if the
gallows itself was striding towards you through the Christmas
streets! Shall I help you; I, who know all? Shall I tell you
where to find the money?’

‘For what price? asked Markheim.

‘T offer you the service for a Christmas gift,’ returned the
other. .

Markheim could not refrain from smiling with a kind of
bitter triumph. ‘No,’ said he, ‘I will take nothing at your hands;
if 1T were dying of thirst, and it was your hand that put
the pitcher to my lips, I should find the courage to refuse. It
may be credulous, but I will do nothing to commlt myself to
evil.’

‘I have no objection" to a deathbed repentance,’ observed the
visitant.

‘Because you disbelieve their efficacy!” Markheim cried.

‘I do not say so,” returned the other; ‘but I look on these
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things from a different side, and when the life is done my
interest falls. The man has lived to serve me, to spread black
looks under colour of religion, or to sow tares in the wheat-
field, as you do, in a course of weak compliance with desire.
Now that he draws so near to his deliverance, he can add but
one act of service—to repent, to die smiling, and thus to build
up in confidence and hope the more timorous of my surviving
followers. I am not so hard a master. Try me. Accept my
help. Please yourself in life as you have done hitherto; please
yourself more amply, spread your elbows at the board; and
when the night begins to fall and the curtains to be drawn, I
tell you, for your greater comfort, that you will find it even
easy to compound your quarrel with your conscience, and to
make a truckling peace with God. I came but now from such
a deathbed,. and the room was full of sincere mourners, lis-
tening to the man’s last words: and when I looked into that
face, which had been set as a flint against mercy, I found it
smiling with hope.’

‘And do you, then, suppose me such a creature?’ asked
Markheim. ‘Do you think I have no more generous aspirations
than to sin, and sin, and sin, and, at the last, sneak into
heaven? My heart rises at the thought. Is this, then, your
experience of mankind? or is it because you find me with red
hands that you presume such baseness? and is this crime of
murder indeed so impious as to dry up the very springs of
good?

‘Murder is to me no special category,’ replied the other. ‘All
sins are murder, even as all life is war. I behold your race, like
starving mariners on a raft, plucking crusts out of the hands
of famine and feeding on each other’s lives. I follow sins
beyond the moment of their acting; I find in all that the last
consequence is death; and to my eyes, the pretty maid who
thwarts her mother with such taking graces on a question of a
ball, drips no less visibly with human gore than such a mur-
derer as yourself. Do I say that I follow sins? I follow virtues
also; they differ not by the thickness of a nail, they are both
scythes for the reaping angel of Death. Evil, for which I live,
consists not in action but in character. The bad man is dear to
me; not the bad act, whose fruits, if we could follow them far
enough down the hurtling cataract of the ages, might yet be
found more blessed than those of the rarest virtues. And it is
not because you have killed a dealer, but because you are
Markheim, that I offer to forward your escape.’

‘I will lay my heart open to you,” answered Markheim. ‘This
crime on which you find me is my last. On my way to it I
have learned many lessons; itself is a lesson, a momentous
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lesson. Hitherto I have been driven with revolt to what 1
would not; I was a bond-slave to poverty, driven and
scourged. There are robust virtues that can stand in these
temptations; mine was not so: I had a thirst of pleasure. But
today, and out of this deed, I pluck both warning and riches—
both the power and a fresh resolve to be myself. I become in
all things a free actor in the world; I begin to see myself all
changed, these hands the agents of good, this-heart at peace.
Something comes over me out of the past; something of what
I have dreamed on Sabbath evenings to the sound of the
church organ, of what I forecast when I shed tears over noble
books, or talked, an innocent child, with my mother. There
lies my life; I have wandered a few years, but now I see once
more my city of destination.’

“You are to use this money on the Stock Exchange, I think?
remarked the visitor; ‘and there, if I mistake not, you have
already lost some thousands?

‘Ah,’ said Markheim, ‘but this time I have a sure thing.’

‘This time, again, you will lose,” replied the visitor quietly.

‘Ah, but I keep back the half!’ cried Markheim.

‘That also you will lose,” said the other.

The sweat started upon Markheim’s brow. ‘Well, then, what
matter?' he exclaimed. ‘Say it be lost, say I am plunged again
in poverty, shall one part of me, and that the worse, continue
until the end to override the better? Evil and good run strong
in me, hailing me both ways. I do not love the one thing, I
love all. I can conceive great deeds, renunciations, martyr-
doms; and though I be fallen to such a crime as murder, pity is
no stranger to my thoughts. I pity the poor; who knows their
trials better than myself? I pity and help them; I prize love, I
love honest laughter; there is no good thing nor true thing on
earth but I love it from my heart. And are my vices only to
direct my life, and my virtues to lie without effect, like some
passive lumber of the mind? Not so; good, also is a spring of
acts.’

But the visitant raised his finger. ‘For six and thirty years
that you have been in this world,’ said he, ‘through many
changes of fortune and varieties of humour, I have watched
you steadily fall. Fifteen years ago you would have started at
a theft. Three years back you would have blenched at the
name of murder. Is there any crime, is there any cruelty or
meanness, from which you still recoil?>—five years from now I
shall detect you in the fact! Downwards, downwards, lies your
way; nor can anything but death avail to stop you.’

‘It is true,” Markheim said huskily, ‘I have in some degree
complied with evil. But it is so with all: the very saints, in the
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mere exercise of living, grow less dainty, and take on the tone
of their surroundings.’

‘I will propound to you one simple queston,’ said the other;
‘and as you answer, I shall read to you your moral horoscope.
You have grown in many things more lax; possibly you do
right to be so; and at any account, it is the same with all men.
But granting that, are you in any one particular, however
trifling, more difficult to please with your own conduct, or do
you go in all things with a looser rein?’

‘In any one? repeated Markheim, with an anguish of con-
sideration. ‘No,’ he added, with despair, ‘in none! I have gone
down in all.’ v

‘Then,’ said the visitor, ‘content yourself with what you are,
for you will never change; and the words of your part on this
stage are irrevocably written down.’

Markheim stood for a long while silent, and indeed it was
the visitor who first broke the silence. ‘That being so,” he said,
‘shall I show you the money?’

‘And grace? cried Markheim.

‘Have you pot tried it? returned the other. ‘Two or three
years ago, did I not see you on the platform of revival
meetings, and was not your voice the loudest in the hymn?’

‘It is true,’ said Markheim; ‘and I see clearly what remains
for me by way of duty. I thank you for these lessons from my
soul; my eyes are opened, and I behold myself at last for what
Iam.

At this moment the sharp note of the door-bell rang
through the house; and the visitant, as though this were some
concerted signal for which he had been waiting, changed at
once in his demeanour. '

‘The maid!” he cried. ‘She has returned, as I forewarned
you, and there is now before you one more difficult passage.
Her master, you must say, is ill; you must let her in, with an
assured but rather serious countenance—no smiles, no over-
acting, and I promise you success! Once the girl within, and
the door closed, the same dexterity that has already rid you of
the dealer will relieve you of this last danger in your path.
Thenceforward you have the whole evening—the whole night,
if needful—to ransack the treasures of the house and to make
good your safety. This is help that comes to you with the
mask of danger. Up!’ he cried; ‘up, friend; your life hangs
trembling in the scales: up, and act!

Markheim steadily regarded his counsellor. ‘If I be con-
demned to evil acts,” he said, ‘there is still one door of free-
dom open—1I can cease from action. If my life be an ill thing,
I can lay it down. Though I be, as you say truly, at the beck
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of every small temptation, I can yet, by one decisive gesture,
place myself beyond the reach of all. My love of good is
damned to barrenness; it may, and let it be! But I have still
my hatred of evil; and from that; to your galling disappoint-
ment, you shall see that I can draw both energy and courage.’

The features of the visitor began to undergo a wonderful
and lovely change: they brightened and softened with a tender
triumph, and, even, as they brightened, faded and dislimned.
But Markheim did not pause to watch or understand the
transformation. He opened the door and went downstairs very
slowly, thinking to himself. His past went soberly before him;
he beheld it as it was, ugly and strenuous like a dream, ran-
dom as chance-medley—a scene of defeat. Life, as he thus
reviewed it, tempted him no longer; but on the farther side he
perceived a quiet haven for his bark. He paused in the pas-
sage, and looked into the. shop, where the candle still burned
by the dead body. It was strangely silent. Thoughts of the
dealer swarmed into his mind, as he stood gazing. And then
the bell once more broke out into impatient clamour.

He confronted the maid upon the threshold with something
like a smile.

‘You had better go for the police,” said he: ‘I have killed
your master.’



"THE SIGNALMAN
by ‘Charles Dickens

‘Halloa! Below there!’

When he heard a voice thus calling to him, he was standing
at the door of his box, with a flag in his hand, furled round its
short pole. One would have thought, considering the nature of
the ground, that he could not have doubted from what quarter
the voice came; but, instead of looking up to where I stood on
the top of the steep cutting nearly over his head, he turned
himself about and looked down the Line. There was some-
thing remarkable in his manner of doing so, though I could
not have said, for my life, what. But I know it was remarkable
enough to attract my notice, even though his figure was fore-
shortened and shadowed, down in the deep trench, and mine
was high above him, so steeped in the glow of an angry sunset
that I had shaded my eyes with my hand before I saw him at
all,

‘Halloa! Below?!’

From looking down the Line, he turned himself about
again, and, raising his eyes, saw my figure high above him.

‘Is there any path by which I can come down and speak to
you?

He looked up at me without replying, and I looked down at
him without pressing him too soon with a repetition of my idle
question. Just then there came a vague vibration in the earth
and air, quickly changing into a violent pulsation, and an
oncoming rush that caused me to start back as though it had
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force to draw me down. When such vapour as rose to my
height from this rapid train, had passed me and was skimming
away over the landscape, I looked down again and saw him
refurling the flag he had shown while the train went by.

I repeated my inquiry. After a pause, during which he
seemed to regard me with fixed attention, he motioned with
his rolled-up flag towards a point on my level, some two or
three hundred yards distant. I called down to him, ‘All right!
and made for that point. There, by dint of looking closely
about me, T found a rough zigzag descending path notched
out, which I followed.

The cutting was extremely deep and unusually precipitate.
It was made through a clammy stone that became oozier and
wetter as I went down. For these reasons, I found the way
long enough to give me time to recall a singular air of reluc-
tance or compulsion with which he had pointed out the path.

When I came down low enough upon the zigzag descent, to
see him again, I saw that he was standing between the rails on
the way by which the train had lately passed, in an attitude as
if he were waiting for me to appear. He had his left hand at
his chin, and that left elbow rested on his right hand crossed
over his breast. His attitude was one of such expectation and
watchfulness, that I stopped a moment, wondering at it.

I resumed my downward way, and, stepping out upon the
level of the railroad and drawing nearer to him, saw that he
was a dark, sallow man, with a dark beard and rather heavy
eyebrows. His post was in as solitary and dismal a place as
ever I saw. On either side, a dripping-wet wall of jagged stone,
excluding all view but a strip of sky; the perspective one way,
only a crooked prolongation of this great dungeon; the shorter
perspective in the other direction terminating in a gloomy red
light and the gloomier entrance to a black tunnel, in whose
massive architecture there was a barbarous, depressing, and
forbidding air. So little sunlight ever found its way to this
spot, that it had an earthy, deadly smell; and so much cold
wind rushed through it, that it struck chill to me, as if I had
left the natural world.

Before he stirred, I was near enough to him to have touched
him. Not even then removing his eyes from mine, he stepped
back one step and lifted his hand.

This was a lonesome post to occupy (I said), and it had
riveted my attention when I looked down from up yonder. A
visitor was a rarity, I should suppose; not an unwelcome rar-
ity, I hoped? In me he merely saw a.man who had been shut
up within narrow limits all his life, and who, being at last set
free, had a newly awakened interest in these great works. To
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such purpose I spoke to him; but I am far from sure of the
terms I used, for, besides that I am not happy in opening any
conversation, there was something in the man that daunted
me.

He directed a most curious look towards the red light near
the tunnel’s mouth, and looked all about it as if something
were missing from it, and then looked at me.

That-light was part of his charge? Was it not?

He answered in a low voice: ‘Don’t you know it is?’

The monstrous thought came into my mind as I perused the
fixed eyes and the.saturnine face, that this was a spirit, not a
man. I have speculated since, whether there may have been
infection in his mind.

In my turn, I stepped back. But in making the action, I
detected in his eyes.some latent fear of me. This put the
monstrous thought to flight.

“You look at me,” I said, forcing a smile, ‘as if you had a
dread of me.’

‘I was doubtful,” he returned, whether I had seen you be-
fore.’

‘Where?

He pointed to the red light he had looked at.

‘There? I said. ,

Intently watchful of me, he replied (but without sound),
Yes.

‘My good fellow, what should I do there? However, be that
as it may, I never was there, you may swear.’

‘I think I may,” he rejoined. ‘Yes. I am sure I may.’

His manner cleared, like my own. He replied to my remarks
with readiness and in well-chosen words. Had he much to do
there? Yes; that was to say, he had enough responsibility to
bear; but exactness and watchfulness were what was required
of him, and of actual work—manual labour he had next to
none. To change that signal, to trim those lights, and to turn
this iron handle now and then, was all he had to do under that
head. Regarding those many long and lonely hours of which I
seemed to make so much, he could only say that the routine
of his life had shaped itself into that form and he had grown
used to it. He had taught himself a language down here—if
only to know it by sight, and to have formed his own crude
ideas of its pronunciation, could be called learning it. He had
also worked at fractions and decimals, and tried a little alge-
bra; but he was, and had been as a boy, a poor hand at
figures. Was it necessary for him, when on duty, always to
remain in that channel of damp air, and could he never rise
into the sunshine from between those high stone walls? Why,
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that depended upon times and circumstances. Under some
conditions there would be less upon the Line than under oth-
ers, and the same held good as to certain hours of the day and
night. In bright weather, he did choose occasions for. getting a
little above these lower shadows; but, being at all times liable
to be called by his electric bell, and at such times listening for
it with redoubled dnxiety, the relief was less than I would
suppose.

He took me into his box, where there was a fire, a desk for
an official book in which he had to make certain entries, a
telegraphic instrument with its dial face and needles, and the
little bell of which he had spoken. On my trusting that he
would excuse the remark that he had been well educated and
(I hoped I might say without offence) perhaps educated above
that station, he observed that instances of slight incongruity in
such-wise would rarely be found wanting among large bodies
of men; that he had heard it was so in workhouses, in the
police force, even in that last desperate resource, the army;
and that he knew it was so, more or less, in any great railway
staff. He had been, when young (if I could believe it, sitting in
that hut; he scarcely could), a student of natural philosophy
and had attended lectures; but he had run wild, misused his
opportunities, gone down, and never risen again. He had no
complaint to offer about that. He had made his bed, and he
lay upon it. It was far too late to make another.

All that I have here condensed, he said in a quiet manner,
with his grave dark regards divided between me and the fire.
He threw in the word ‘Sir’ from time to time, and especially
when he referred to his youth, as though to request me to
understand that he claimed to be nothing but what I found
him. He was several times interrupted. by the little bell, and
had to read off messages and send replies. Once, he had to
stand without the door, and display a flag as a train passed,
and make some verbal communication to the driver. In the
discharge of his duties I observed him to be remarkably exact
and vigilant, breaking off his discourse at a syllable and re-
maining silent until what he had to do was done.

In a word, I should have set this man down as one of the
safest of men to be employed in that capacity, but for the
circumstance that while he was speaking to me he twice broke
off with a fallen colour, turned his face towards the little bell
when it did NOT ring, opened the door of the hut (which was
kept shut to exclude the unhealthy damp), and looked out
towards the red light near the mouth of the tunnel. On both of
those occasions he came back to the fire with the inexplicable
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air upon him which I had remarked, without being able to
define, when we were so far asunder.

Said I when I rose to leave him: ‘You almost make me
think that I have met with a contented man.’

(I am afraid I must acknowledge that I said it to lead him
on.)

‘I believe I used to be so,” he rejoined, in the low voice in
which he had first spoken; ‘but 1 am troubled, sir, I am
troubled.’ '

He would have recalled the words if he could. He had” sald
them, however, and I took them up quickly.

‘With what? What is your trouble?

‘It is very difficult to impart, sir. It is very, very difficult to
speak of. If ever you make me another visit, I will try to tell
you.’

‘But I expressly intend to make you another visit. Say, when
shall it be? ‘

‘I go off early in the morning, and I shall be on again at ten
tomorrow night, sir.’

‘I will come at eleven.’

He thanked me, and went out at the door with me. ‘Tl
show my white light, sir,” he said, in his peculiar low voice,
‘till you have found the way up. When 'you have found it,
don’t call out! And when you are at the top, don’t call out!”

His manner seemed to make the place strike colder to me,
but I said no more than ‘Very well.’

‘And when you come down tomorrow night, don’t call out!
Let me ask you a parting question. What made you cry “Hal-
loa! Below there!” tonight?’

‘Heaven knows,’ said 1. ‘I cried something to that effect

‘Not to that effect, sir. Those were the very words. 1 know
them well.’

‘Admit those were the very words. I said them, no doubt,
because I saw you below.” -

‘For no other reason?’

‘What other reason could I possibly have!’

“You have no feeling that they were conveyed to you in any
supernatural way?’

‘No.?

He wished me good night, and held up his light. I walked
by the side of the down Line of rails (with a very disagreeable
sensation of a train coming behind me), until T found the
path. It was easier to mount than to descend, and I got back
to my inn without any adventure.

Punctual to my appointment, I placed my foot on the first
notch of the zigzag next night, as the distant clocks were
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striking eleven. He was waiting for me at the bottom, with his
white light on. ‘I have not called out,” I said, when we came
close together; ‘may 1 speak now? ‘By all means, sir.” ‘Good
night then, and here’s my hand.” ‘Good night, sir, and here’s
mine.” With that we walked side by side to his box, entered it,
closed the door, and sat down by the fire.

‘I have made up my mind, sir,” he began, bending forward
as soon as we were seated, and speaking in a tone but a little
above a whisper, ‘that you shall not have to ask me twice what
troubles me. I took you for someone else yesterday evening.
That troubles me.’ '

‘That mistake?

‘No. That someone else.’

‘Who is it?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Like me?’

‘I don’t know. I never saw the face. The left arm is across
the face, and the right arm is waved. Violently waved. This
way.’

I followed his action with my eyes, and it was the action of
an arm gesticulating with the utmost passion and vehemence:
‘For God’s sake clear the way!

‘One moonlight night,’ sgid the man, ‘I was sitting here,
when I heard a voice cry “Halloa! Below there!” I started up,
looked from that door, and saw this someone else standing by
the red light near the tunnel, waving as I just now showed
you. The voice seemed hoarse with shouting, and it cried,
“Look out! Look out!” And then again “Halloa! Below there!
Look out!” I caught up my lamp, turped it on red, and ran
towards the figure, calling, “What’s wrong? What has hap-
pened? Where?” It stood just outside the blackness of the
tunnel. I advanced so close upon it that I wondered at its
keeping the sleeve across its eyes. I ran right up at it, and had
my hand stretched out to pull the sleeve away, when it was
gone.’

‘Into the tunnel,’ said L.

‘No. I ran on into the tunnel, five hundred yards. I stopped
and held my lamp above my head, and saw the figures of the
measured distance, and saw the wet stains stealing down the
walls and trickling through the arch. I ran out again, faster
than I had run in (for I had a mortal abhorrence of the place
upon me), and I looked all round the red light with my own
red light, and I went up the iron ladder to the gallery atop of
it, and I came down again, and ran back here. I telegraphed
both ways, “An alarm has been given. Is anything wrong?”’
The answer came back, both ways: “All well.”’
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Resisting the slow touch of a frozen finger tracing out my
spine, I showed him how that this figure must be a deception
of his sense of sight, and how that figures, originating in
disease of the delicate nerves that minister to the functions of
the eye, were known to have often troubled patients, some of
whom had become conscious of the nature of their affliction,
and had even proved it by experiments upon themselves. ‘As
to an imaginary cry,’ said I, ‘do but listen for 2 moment to the
wind in this unnatural val]ey while we spoke so low, and to
the wild harp it makes of the telegraph wires!’

That was all very well, he returned, after we had sat lis-
tening for a while, and he ought to know something of the
wind and the wires, he who so often passed long winter nights
there, alone and watching. But he would beg to remark that
he had not finished.

1 asked his pardon, and he slowly added these words,
touching my arm:

‘Within six hours after the Appearance, the memorable ac-
cident on this Line happened, and within ten hours the dead
and wounded were brought along through the tunnel over the
spot where the figure had stood.’

A disagreeable shudder crept over me, but I did my best
against it. It was not to be denied, I rejoined, that this was a
remarkable coincidence, calculated deeply to impress his
mind. But it was unquestionable that remarkable coincidences
did continually occur, and they must be taken into account in
dealing with such a subject. Though to be sure I must admit, I
added (for I thought I saw that he was going to bring the
objection to bear upon me), men of common sense did not
allow much for coincidences in making the ordinary calcula-
tions of life.

He again begged to remark that he had not finished.

I again begged his pardon for being betrayed into interrup-
tions.

‘This,” he said, again laying his hand upon my arm, and
glancing over his shoulder with hollow eyes, ‘was just a year
ago. Six or seven months passed, and I had recovered from the
surprise and shock, when one morning, as the day was
breaking, I, standing at that door, looked towards the red light
and saw the spectre again.’ He stopped, with a fixed look at
me.

‘Did it cry out?

‘No. It was silent.’

‘Did it wave its arm?

‘No. It leaned against the shaft of the light, with both hands
before the face. Like this.’
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Once more -1 followed his action with my eyes. It was an
action of mourning. 1 have seen such an attitude in stone
figures on tombs.

‘Did you go up to it?

I came in and sat down, partly to collect my thoughts,
partly because it had turned me faint. When I went to the
door again, daylight was above me, and the ghost was gone.’

‘But nothing followed? Nothing came of this?’

He touched me on the arm with his forefinger twice or
thrice, giving a ghastly nod each time:

‘That very day, as a train came out of the tunnel, I noticed,
at a carriage window on my side, what looked like a confusion
of hands and heads, and something waved. I saw it, just in
time to signal the driver, Stop! He shut off, and put his brake
on, but the train drifted past here a hundred and fifty yards
or more. I ran after it, and, as I went along, heard terrible
screams and cries. A beautiful young lady had died instan-
taneously in one of the compartments, and was brought in
here and laid down on this floor between us.’

Involuntarily, I pushed my chair back, as I looked from the
boards at which he pointed, to himself,

‘True, sir. True. Precisely as it happened, so I tell it you.’

I could think of nothing to say, to any purpose, and my
mouth was very dry. The wind and the wires took up the story
with a long lamenting wail.

He resumed. ‘Now, sir, mark this, and judge how my mind
is troubled. The spectre came back, a week ago. Ever since, it
has been there, now and again, by fits and starts.’

‘At the light?

‘At the Danger-light.’

‘What does it seem to do?

He repeated, if possible with increased passion and vehe-
mence, that former gesticulation of ‘For God’s sake clear the
way!’

Then he went on. ‘I have no peace or rest for it. It calls to
me, for many minutes together, in an agonized manner, ‘“Be-
low there! Look out! Look out!” It stands waving to me. It
rings my little bel ?

I caught at that. ‘Did it ring your bell yesterday evening
when I was here, and you went to the door?

‘Twice.’ ’

‘Why, see,” said I, ‘how your imagination misleads you. My
eyes were on the bell, and my ears were open to the bell, and
if I am a living man, it did NOT ring at those times. No, nor at
any other time, except when it was rung in the natural course
of physical things by the station communicating with you.’
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He shook his head. ‘I have never made a mistake as to that,
yet, sir. I have never confused the spectre’s ring with the
man’s. The ghost’s ring is"a strange vibration in the bell that it
derives from nothing else, and I have not asserted that the bell
stirs to the eye. I don’t wonder that you failed to hear it. But /
heard it.’

‘And did the spectre seem to be there, when you looked
out? )

‘It was there.’

‘Both times?’

He repeated firmly: ‘Both times.’

‘Will you come to the door with me and look for it now?

He bit his under-lip as though he were somewhat unwilling,
but arose. I opened the door, and stood on the step while he
stood in the doorway. There, was the Danger-light. There, was
the dismal mouth of the tunnel. There, were the high, wet,
stone walls of the cutting. There, were the stars above them.

‘Do you see it?” I asked him, taking particular note of his
face. His eyes were prominent and strained; but not very
much more so, perhaps, than my own had been when I had
directed them earnestly towards the same spot.

‘No,’ he answered. ‘It is not there.’

‘Agreed,’ said 1.

We went in again, shut the door, and resumed our seats. I
was thinking how best to improve this advantage, if it might
be called one, when he took up the conversation in such a
matter-of-course way, so assuming that there could be no seri-
ous question of fact between us, that I felt myself placed in
the weakest of positions.

‘By this time you will fully understand, sir,” he said, ‘that
what troubles me so dreadfully is the question, What does the
spectre mean?’

I was not sure, I told him, that I did fully understand.

‘What is its warning against?’ he said, ruminating, with his
eyes on the fire, and only by times turning them on me. ‘What
is the danger? Where is the danger? There is danger over-
hanging, somewhere on the Line. Some dreadful calamity will
happen. It is not to be doubted this third time, after what has
gone before. But surely this is a cruel haunting of me. What
can ! do?

He pulled out his handkerchief and wiped the drops from
his heated forehead.

‘If 1 telegraph Danger on either side of me, or on both, I
can give no reason for it,’ he went on, wiping the palms of his
hands. ‘I should get into trouble and do no good. They would
think I was mad. This is the way it would work: Message,
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“Danger! Take care!” Answer, “What" danger? Where?” Mes-
sage, “Don’t know. But for God’s sake take care!” They
would displace me. What else could they do?

His pain of mind was most pitiable to see. It was the mental
torture of a conscientious man, oppressed beyond endurance
by an unintelligible responsibility involving life.

‘When it first stood under the Danger-light,” he went on,
putting his dark hair back from his head and drawing his
hands outward across and across his temples in an extremity
of feverish distress, ‘why not tell me where that accident was
to happen—if it must happen? Why not tell me how it could
be averted—if it could have been averted? When on its second
coming it hid its face, why not tell me instead: “She is going
to die. Let them keep her at home”? If it came, on those two
occasions, only to show me that its warnings were true and so
to prepare me for the third, why not warn me plainly now?
And 1, Lord help me! A mere poor signalman on this solitary
station! Why not go to somebody with credit to be believed
and power to act!’

When I saw him in this state, I saw that for the poor man’s
sake, as well as for the public safety, what I had to do for the
time was to compose his mind. Therefore, setting aside all
question of reality or unreality between us, I represented to
him that whoever thoroughly discharged his duty, must do
well, and that at least it was his comfort that he understood
his duty, though he did not understand these confounding
Appearances. In this effort I succeeded far better than in the
attempt to reason him out of his conviction. He became calm;
the occupations incidental to his post as the night advanced
began to make larger demands on his attention; and I left him
at two in the morning. [ had offered to stay through the night,
but he would not hear of it. .

That I more than once looked back at the red light as I
ascended the pathway, that I did not like the red light, and
that I should have slept but poorly if my bed had been under
it, I see no reason to conceal. Nor did I like the two sequences
of the accident and the dead girl. I see no reason to conceal
that, either.

But what ran most in my thoughts was the consideration
how ought I to act, having become the recipient of this disclo-
sure? I had proved the man to be intelligent, vigilant, pains-
taking, and exact; but how long might he remain so, in his
state of mind? Though in a subordinate position, still he held a
most important trust, and would I (for instance) like to stake
my own life on the chances of his continuing to execute it
with precision?
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Unable to overcome a feeling that there would be some-
thing treacherous in my communicating what he had told me
to his superiors in the Company, without first being plain with
himself and proposing a middle course to him, I ultimately
resolved to offer to accompany him (otherwise keeping his
secret for the present) to the wisest medical practitioner we
could hear of in those parts and to take his opinion. A change
in his time of duty would come round next night, he had
apprised me, and he would be off an hour or two after sunrise,
and on again soon after sunset. I had appointed to return
accordingly.

“Next evening was a lovely evening, and I walked out early
to enjoy it. The sun was not yet quite down when I traversed
the field-path near the top of the deep cutting. I would extend
my walk for an hour, I said to myself, half an hour on and
half an hour back, and it would then be time to go to my
signalman’s box.

Before pursuing my stroll, I stepped to the brink and me-
chanically looked down from the point from which I had first
seen him. I cannot describe the thrill that seized upon me
when, close at the mouth of the tunnel, I saw the appearance
of a man, with his left sleeve across his eyes, passionately
waving his right arm.

The nameless horror that oppressed me, passed in a mo-
ment, for in a moment I saw that this appearance of a man
was a man indeed, and that there was a little group of other
men standing at a short’ distance, to whom he seemed to be
rehearsing the gesture he made. The Danger-light was not yet
lighted. Against its shaft a little low hut, entirely new to me,
had been made of some wooden supports and tarpaulin. It
looked no bigger than a bed.

With an irresistible sense that something was wrong—with a
flashing self-reproachful fear that fatal mischief had come of
my leaving the man there, and causing no one to be sent to
overlook or correct what he did—I descended the notched
path with all the speed I could make.

‘What is the matter?’ I asked the men.

‘Signalman killed this morning, sir.’

‘Not the man belonging to that box?

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Not the man I know? ]

‘You will recognize him, sir, if you knew him,’ said the man
who spoke for the others, solemnly uncovering his own head
and raising an end of the tarpaulin, ‘for his face is quite
composed.’



138 A Treasury of Great- Ghost Stories

‘O! how did this happen, how did this happen? I asked,
turning from one to another as the hut closed in again.

‘He was cut down by an engine, sir. No man in England
knew his work better. But somehow he was not clear of the
outer rail. It was just at broad day. He had struck the light
and had the lamp in his hand. As the engine came out of the
tunnel his back was towards her, and she cut him down. That
man drove her, and was showing how it happened. Show the
gentleman, Tom.’

The man, who wore a rough dark dress, stepped back to his
former place at the mouth of the tunnel! ,

‘Coming round the curve in the tunnel, sir,’ he said, ‘I saw
him at the end, like as if I saw him down a perspective-glass.
There was no time to check speed, and I knew him to be very
careful. As he didn’t seem to take heed of the whistle, I shut it
off when we were running down upon him, and called to him
as loud as I could call.’

‘What did you say?

‘T said “Below there! Look out! Look out! For God’s sake
clear the way!”’

I started.

‘Ah! it was a dreadful time, sir. I never left off calling to
him. I put this arm before my eyes, not to see, and 1 waved
this arm to the last; but it was no use.’

Without prolonging the narrative to dwell on any one of its
curious circumstances more than on any other, I may, in
closing it, point out the coincidence that the warning of the
engine-driver included not only the words which the unfortu-
nate signalman had repeated to me as haunting him but also
the words which'I myself—not he—had attached, and that
only in my own mind, to the gesticulation he had imitated.



THE BLACK CAT
by Edgar Allan Poe

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

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

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

This latter was a remarkably large and beautiful animal,
entirely black, and sagacious to an astonishing degree. In
speaking of his intelligence, my wife, who at heart was not a
little tinctured with superstition, made frequent allusion to the
ancient popular notion, which regarded all black cats as
witches in disguise. Not that she was ever serious upon this
point—and I mention the matter at all for not better reason
than that it happens, just now, to be remembered.

Pluto—this was the cat’'s name—was my favorite pet and
playmate. I alone fed him, and he attended me wherever 1
went about the house. It was even with difficulty that I could
prevent him from following me through the streets.

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

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

When reason returned with the morning—when I had slept
off the fumes of the night’s debauch—I experienced a senti-
ment half of horror, half of remorse, for the crime of which 1
had been guilty; but it was, at best, a feeble and equivocal
feeling, and the soul remained untouched. I again plunged into
excess, and soon drowned in wine all memory of the deed.

In the meantime the cat slowly recovered. The socket of
the lost eye presented, it is true, a frightful appearance, but he
no longer appeared to suffer any pain. He went about the
house as usual, but, as might be expected, fled in extreme
terror at my approach. I had so much of my old heart left, as
to be at first grieved by this evident dislike on the part of a
creature which had once so loved me. But this feeling soon
gave place to irritation. And then came, as if to my final and
irrevocable overthrow, the spirit of PERVERSENEss. Of this
spirit philosophy takes no account. Yet I am not more sure that
my soul lives, than I am that perverseness is one of the primi-
tive impulses of the human heart—one of the indivisible pri-
mary faculties, or sentiments, which give direction to the char-
acter of Man. Who has not, a hundred times, found himself
committing a vile or a stupid action, for no other reason than
because he knows he should not? Have we not a perpetual
inclination, in the teeth of our best judgment, to violate that
which is Law, merely because we understand it to be such?
This spirit of perverseness, I say, came to my final overthrow.
It was this unfathomable longing of the soul to vex itself—to
offer violence to its own nature—to do wrong for the wrong’s
sake only—that urged me to continue and finally to consum-
mate the injury I had inflicted upon the unoffending brute.
One morning, in cold blood, I slipped a noose about its neck
and hung it to the limb of a tree;—hung it with the tears
streaming from my eyes, and with the bitterest remorse at my
heart;—hung it because I knew that it had loved me, and
because 1 felt it had given me no reason of offence;—hung it
because 1 knew that in so doing I was committing a sin—a
deadly sin that would so jeopardize my immortal soul as to
place it—if such a thing were possible—even beyond the
reach of the infinite mercy of the Most Merciful and Most
Terrible God. - ’

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

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

When 1T first beheld this apparition—for I could scarcely
regard it as less—my wonder and my terror were extreme. But
at length reflection came to my aid. The cat, I remembered,
had been hung in a garden adjacent to the house. Upon the
alarm of fire, this garden had been immediately filled by the
crowd—by some one of whom the animal must have been cut
from the tree and thrown, through. an open window, into my
chamber. This had probably been done with the view of
arousing me from sleep. The falling of other walls had com-
pressed the victim of my cruelty into the substance of the
freshly-spread plaster; the lime of which, with the flames, and
the ammonia from the carcass, had then accomplished the
portraiture as I saw it. -

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

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

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

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

For my own part, I soon found a dislike to it arising within
me. This was just the reverse of what I had anticipated; but—
I knew not how or why it was—its evident fondness for my-
self rather disgusted and annoyed me. By slow degrees these
feelings of disgust and annoyance rose into the bitterness of
hatred. I avoided the creature; a certain sense of shame, and
the remembrance of my former deed of cruelty, preventing me
from physically abusing it. I did not, for some weeks, strike,
or otherwise violently ill use it; but gradually—very gradually
—1I came to look upon it with unutterable loathing, and to flee
silently from its odious presence, as from the breath of a
pestilence.

What added, no doubt, to my hatred of the beast, was the
discovery, on the morning after I brought it home, that, like
Pluto, it also had been deprived of one of its eyes. This cir-
cumstance, however, only endeared it to my wife, who, as I
have already said, possessed, in a high degree, that humanity
of feeling which had once been my distinguishing trait, and
the source of many of my simplest and purest pleasures.
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With my aversion to this cat, however, its partiality for
myself seemed to increase. It followed my footstens with a
pertinacity which it would be difficult to make the reader
comprehend. Whenever I sat, it would crouch beneath my
chair, or spring upon my knees, covering me with its loath-
some caresses. If T arose to walk it would get between my feet
and thus nearly throw me down, or, fastening its long and
sharp claws in my dress, clamber, in this manner, to my
breast. At such times, although I longed to destroy it with a
blow, I was yet withheld from so doing, partly by a memory
of my former crime, but chiefly—Ilet me confess it at once—
by absolute dread of the beast.

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

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

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

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

This hideous murder accomplished, 1 set myself forthwith,
and with entire deliberation, to the task of concealing the
body. I knew that I could not remove it from the house, either
by day or by night, without the risk of being observed by the
neighbors. Many projects entered my mind. At one period I
thought of cutting the corpse into minute fragments, and de-
stroying them by fire. At another, I resolved to dig a grave for
it in the floor of the cellar. Again, I deliberated about casting
it in the well in the yard—about packing it in a box, as if
merchandise, with the usual arrangements, and so getting a
porter to take it from the house. Finally 1 hit upon what I
considered a far better expedient than either of these. I deter-
mined to wall it up in the cellar, as the monks of the Middle
Ages are recorded to have walled up their victims,

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

And in this calculation I was not deceived. By means of a
crowbar 1 easily dislodged the bricks, and, having carefully
deposited the body against the inner wall, I propped it in that
position, while with little trouble I relaid the whole structure
as it originally stood. Having procured mortar, sand, and hair,
with every possible precaution, I prepared a plaster which
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could not be distinguished from the old, and with this I very
carefully went over the new brick-work. When I had finished,
I felt satisfied that all was right. The wall did not present the
slightest appearance of having been disturbed. The rubbish on
the floor was picked up with the minutest care. I looked
around triumphantly, and said to myself: “Here at least, then,
my labor has not been in vain.”

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

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

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

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

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

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



THE DREAM-WOMAN
by Wilkie Collins

CHAPTER ONE

I had not been settled much more than six weeks in my coun-
try practice, when I was sent for to a neighbouring town, to
consult with the resident medical man there on a case of very
dangerous illness.

My horse had come down with me at the end of a long ride
the night before, and had hurt himself, luckily, much more
than he had hurt his master. Being deprived of the animal’s
services, I started for my destination by the coach (there were
no railways at that time), and I hoped to get back again,
towards the afternoon, in the same way.

After the consultation was over, I went to the principal inn
of the town to wait for the coach. When it came up it was full
inside and out. There was no resource left me but to get home
as cheaply as I could by hiring a gig. The price asked for this
accommodation struck me as being so extortionate that I de-
termined to look out for an inn of inferior pretensions, and to
try if I could not make a better bargain with a less prosperous
establishment. '

I soon found a likely-looking house, dingy and quiet, with
an old-fashioned sign, that had evidently not been repainted
for many years past. The landlord, in this case, was not above
making a small profit, and as soon as we came to terms he
rang the yard-bell to order the gig.

148
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‘Has Robert not come back from that errand? asked the
landlord, appealing to the waiter who answered the bell.

‘No, sir, he hasn’t.’

‘Well, then, you must wake up Isaac.’

‘Wake up Isaac! 1 repeated; ‘that sounds rather odd. Do
your ostlers go to bed in the daytime?’

‘This one does,” said the landlord, smiling to himself in
rather a strange way. .

‘And dreams too,” added the waiter; ‘I shan’t forget the turn
it gave me the first time I heard him.’

‘Never you mind about that,” retorted the proprietor; ‘you
go and rouse Isaac up. The gentleman’s waiting for his gig”

The landlord’s manner and the waiter’s manner expressed a
great deal more than they either of them said. 1 began to
suspect that I might be on the trace of something profes-
sionally interesting to me as a medical man, and I thought I
should like to look at the ostler before the waiter awakened
him.

‘Stop a minute,’ I interposed; ‘I have rather a fancy for
seeing this man before you wake him up. I'm a doctor; and
if this queer sleeping and dreaming of his comes from any-
thing wrong in his brain, I may be able to tell you what to do
with him.’

‘T rather think you will find his complaint past all doctoring,
sir,” said the landlord; ‘but if you would like to see him, you're
welcome, I'm sure.’

He led the way across a yard and down a passage to the
stables, opened one of the doors, and, waiting outside himself,
told me to look in.

I found myself in a two-stall stable. In one of the stalls a
horse was munching his corn; in the other an old man was
lying asleep on the litter.

I stooped and looked at him attentively. It was a withered,
woebegone face. The eyebrows were painfully contracted; the
mouth was fast set, and drawn down at the corners. The
hollow wrinkled cheeks, and the scanty grizzled hair, told
their own tale of some past sorrow or suffering. He was
drawing his breath convulsively when I first looked at him,
and in a moment more he began to talk in his sleep.

‘Wake up!’ I heard him say, in a quick whisper, through his
clenched teeth. ‘Wake up there! Murder?

He moved one lean arm slowly till it rested over his throat,
shuddered a little, and turned on his straw. Then the arm left
his throat, the hand stretched itself out, and clutched at the
side towards which he had turned, as if he fancied himself to
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be grasping at the edge of something. I saw his lips move, and
bent lower over him. He was still talking in his sleep.

‘Light grey eyes,’ he murmured, ‘and a droop in the left
eyelid; flaxen hair, with a gold-yellow streak in. it—all right,
mother—fair white arms, with a down on them—little lady’s
hand, with a reddish look under the finger-nails. The knife—
always the cursed knife—first on one side, then on the other.
Aha! you she-devil, where’s the knife? i

At the last word his voice rose, and he grew restless on a
sudden. I saw him shudder on the straw; his withered face
became distorted, and he threw up both his hands with a
quick hyserical gasp. They struck against the bottom of the
manger under which he lay, and the blow awakened him. I
had just time to slip through the door and close it before his
eyes were fairly open, and his senses his own again.

‘Do you know anything about that man’s past life?’ I said’
to the landlord.

‘Yes, sir, I know pretty well all about it,” was the answer,
‘and an uncommon queer story it is. Most people don’t believe
it. It’s true, though, for all that. Why, just look at him,’ con-
tinued the landlord, opening the stable door again. ‘Poor devil!
he’s so worn out with his restless nights that he’s dropped back
into his sleep already.’

‘Don’t wake him,’ I said; ‘I’'m in no hurry for the gig. Wait
till the other man comes back from his errand; and, in the
meantime, suppose I have some lunch and a bottle of sherry,
and suppose you come and help me to get through it?’

The heart of mine host, as I had anticipated, warmed to me
over his own wine. He soon became communicative on the
subject of the man asleep in the stable, and by little and little I
drew the whole story out of him. Extravagant and incredible
as the events must appear to everybody, they are related here
just as I heard them and just as they happened.

y CHAPTER TWO

Some years ago there lived in the suburbs of a large seaport
town on the west coast of England a man in humble circum-
stances, by name Isaac Scatchard. His means of subsistence
were derived from any employment that he could get as an
ostler, and occasionally, when times went well with him, from
temporary engagements in service as stable-helper in private
houses. Though a faithful, steady, and honest man, he got on
badly in his calling. His ill luck was proverbial among his
neighbours. He was always missing good opportunities by no
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fault of his own, and always living longest in service with
amiable people who were not punctual payers of wages. ‘Un-
lucky Isaac’ was his nickname in his own neighbourhood, and
no one could say that he did not richly deserve it.

With far more than one man’s fair share of adversity to
endure, Isaac had but one consolation to support him, and
that was of the dreariest and most negative kind. He had no
wife and children to increase his anxieties and add to the
bitterness of his various failures in life. It might have been
from mere insensibility, or it might have been from generous -
unwillingness to involve another in his own unlucky destiny;
but the fact undoubtedly was, that he had arrived at the
middle term of life without marrying, and, what is much more
remarkable, without once exposing himself, from eighteen to
eight-and-thirty, to the genial imputation of ever having had a
sweetheart.

When he was out of service he lived alone with his widowed
mother. Mrs. Scatchard was a woman above the average in ~
her lowly station as to capacity and manners. She had seen
better days, as the phrase is, but she never referred to them in
the presence of curious visitors; and, though perfectly polite to
everyone who approached her, never cultivated any intimacies
among her neighbours. She contrived to provide, hardly
enough, for her simple wants by doing rough work for the
tailors, and always managed to keep a decent home for her
son to return to whenever his ill luck drove him out helpless
into the world.

One bleak autumn, when Isaac was getting on fast towards
forty, and when he was, as usual, out of place through no
fault of his own, he set forth from his mother’s cottage on a
long walk inland to a gentleman’s seat where he had heard
that a stable-helper was required.

It wanted then but two days of his birthday; and Mrs.
Scatchard, with her usual fondness, made him promise, before
he started, and he would be back in time to keep that anniver-
sary with her, in as festive a way as their poor means would
allow. It was easy for him to comply with this request, even
supposing he slept a night each way on the road.

He was to start from home on Monday morning, and,
whether he got the new place or not, he was to be back for hlS
birthday dinner on Wednesday at two o’clock.

Arriving at his destination too late on the Monday night to
make application for the stable-helper’s place, he slept at the
village inn, and in good time on the Tuesday morning pre-
sented himself at the gentleman’s house to fill the vacant situa-
tion. Here again his ill luck pursued him as inexorably as ever.
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The excellent written testimonials to his character which he
was able to produce availed him nothing; his long walk had
been taken in vain: only the day before the stable-helper’s
place had been given to another man.

Isaac accepted this new disappointment resignedly and as a
matter of course. Naturally slow in capacity, he had the blunt-
ness of sensibility and phlegmatic patience of disposition
which frequently distinguish men with sluggishly-working
mental powers. He thanked the gentleman’s steward with his
usual quiet civility for granting him an interview, and took his
departure with no appearance of unusual depression in his
face or manner.

Before starting on his homeward walk, he made some in-
quiries at the inn, and ascertained that he might save a few
miles on his return by following a new road. Furnished with
full instructions, several times repeated, as to the various turn-
ings he was to take, he set forth on his homeward journey,
and walked on all day with only one stoppage for bread and
cheese. Just as it was getting towards dark, the rain came on
and the wind began to rise, and he found himself, to make
matters worse, in a part of the country with which he was
entirely unacquainted, though he knew himself to be some
fifteen miles from home. The first house he found to inquire at
was a lonely roadside inn standing on the outskirts of a thick
waod. Solitary as the place looked, it was welcome to a lost
man who was also hungry, thirsty, footsore, and wet. The
landlord was civil and respectable-looking, and the price he
asked for a bed .was reasonable enough. Jsaac therefore de-
cided on stopping comfortably at the inn for that night.

He was constitutionally a temperate man. His supper con-
sisted of two rashers of bacon, a slice of home-made bread,
and a pint of ale. He did not go to bed immediately after this
moderate meal, but sat up with the landlord, talking about his
bad prospects and his long run of ill luck, and diverging from
these topics to the subjects of horse-flesh and racing. Nothing
was said either by himself, his host, or the few labourers who
strayed into the tap-room, which could, in the slightest degree,
excite the very small and very dull imaginative faculty which
Isaac Scatchard possessed.

At a little after eleven the house was closed. Isaac went
round with the landlord and held the candle while the doors
and lower windows were being secured. He noticed with sur-
prise the stremgth of the bolts and bars, and iron-sheathed
shutters.

“You see, we are rather lonely here,’ said the landlord. ‘We
never have had any attempts made to break in yet, but it’s
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always as well to be on the safe side. When nobody is sleeping
here, I am the only man in the house. My wife and daughter
are timid, and the servant-girl takes after her missuses.
Another glass of ale before you turn in? No! Well, how such a
sober man as you comes to be out of place is more than I can
make out, for one. Here’s where you're to sleep. You'’re our
only lodger to-night, and 1 think you’ll say my missus has
done her best to make you comfortable. You're quite sure you
won’t have another glass of ale? Very well. Good night.’

It was half-past eleven by the clock in the passage as they
went upstairs to the bedroom, the window of which looked on
to the wood at the back of the house.

Isaac locked the door, set his candle on the chest of draw-
ers, and wearily got ready for bed. The bleak autumn wind
was still blowing, and the solemn, monotonous surging, moan
of it in the wood was dreary and awful to hear through the
night-silence. Isaac felt strangely wakeful. He resolved, as he
lay down in bed, to keep the candle alight until he began to
grow sleepy, for there was something unendurably depressing
in the bare idea of lying awake in the darkness, listening to the
dismal, ceaseless moaning of the wind in the wood.

Sleep stole on him before he was aware of it. His eyes
closed, and he fell off insensibly to rest without having so
much as thought of extinguishing the candle.

The first sensation of which he was conscious after sinking.
into slumber was a strange shivering that ran through him
suddenly from head to foot, and a dreadful sinking pain at the
heart, such as he had never felt before. The shivering only
disturbed his slumbers; the pain woke him instantly. In one
moment he passed from a state of sleep to a state of wakeful-
ness—his eyes wide open—his mental perceptions cleared ona
sudden, as if by a miracle.

The candle had burnt down nearly to the last morsel of
tallow, but the top of the unsnuffed wick had just fallen off,
and the light in the little room was, for the moment, fair and
full.

Between the foot of his bed and the closed door there stood
a woman with a knife in her hand, looking at him.

He was stricken speechless with terror, but he did not lose
the preternatural clearness of his faculties, and he never took
his eyes off the woman. She said not a word as they stared
each other in the face, but she began to move slowly towards
the left-hand side of the bed.

His eyes followed her. She was a fair, fine woman, with
yellowish flaxen hair and light grey eyes, with a droop in the
left eyelid. He noticed those things and fixed them on his mind
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before she was round at the side of the bed Speechless, with
no expression in her face, with no noise following her footfall,
she came closer and closer—stopped—and slowly raised the
knife. He laid his right arm over his throat to save it; but, as
he saw the knife coming down, threw his hand across the bed
to the right side, and jerked his body over that way just as the
knife descended on the mattress within an inch of his
shoulder. .

His eyes fixed on her arm and hand as she slowly drew her
knife out of the bed: a white, well-shaped arm, with a pretty
down lying lightly over the fair skin—a delicate lady’s hand,
with the crowning beauty of a pink flush under and round the
finger-nails.

She drew the knife out, and passed back agaln slowly to the
foot of the bed; stopped there for a moment looking at him;
then came on—still speechless, still with no expression on the
blank beautiful face, still with no sound following the stealthy
footfalls—came on to the right side.of the bed, where he now
lay.

As she approached she raised the knife again, and he drew
himself away to the left side. She struck, as before, right into
the mattress, with a deliberate perpendicular-downward ac-
tion of the arm. This time his eyes wandered from her to the
knife. It was like the large clasp-knives which he had often
seen labouring men use to cut their bread and bacon with. Her
delicate little fingers did not conceal more than two thirds of
the handle: he noticed that it was made of buck-horn, clean
and shining as the blade was, and looking like new.

For the second time she drew the knife out, concealed it in ~
the wide sleeve of her gown, then stopped by the bedside,
watching him. For an instant he saw her standing in that
position, then the wick of the spent candle fell over into the
socket; the flame diminished to a little blue point, and the
room grew dark.

A moment, or less, if possible, passed so, and then the wick
flamed up, smokingly, for the last time. His eyes were still
looking eagerly over the right-hand side of the bed when the
final flash of light came, but they discerned nothing. The fair
woman with the knife was gone.

The conviction that he was alone again weakened the hold
of the terror that had struck him dumb up to this time. The
preternatural sharpness which the very intensity of his panic
had mysteriously imparted to his faculties left them suddenly.
His brain grew confused—his heart beat wildly—his ears
opened for the first time since the appearance of the woman
to a sense of the woeful ceaseless moaning of the wind among
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the trees. With the dreadful conviction of the reality of what
he had seen still strong within him, he leaped out of bed, and
screaming ‘Murder! Wake up, there! wake up!’ dashed head-
long through the darkness to the door.

It was fast locked, exactly as he had left it on going to bed.

His cries on starting up had alarmed the house. He heard
the terrified, confused exclamations of women; he saw the
master of the house approaching along the passage with his
burning rush candle in one hand and his gun in the other.

“What is it?’ asked the landlord breathlessly.

Isaac could only answer in a whisper. ‘A woman, with a
knife in her hand,” he gasped out. ‘In my room—a fair, yel-
low-haired woman; she jobbed at me with the knife twice
over.’

The landlord’s pale cheeks grew paler. He looked at Isaac
eagerly by the flickering light of his candle, and his face began
to get red again; his voice altered, too, as well as his complex-
ion.

‘She seems to have missed you twice,’ he said.

‘I dodged the knife as it came down,” Isaac went on, in the
same scared whisper. ‘It struck the bed each time.’

The landlord took his candle into the bedroom 1mmediately
In less than a minute he came out agam into the passage in a
violent passion.

‘The devil fly away w1th you and your woman with the
knife! There isn’t a mark in the bedclothes anywhere. What do
you mean by coming into a man’s place, and frightening his
family out of their wits about a dream?

‘T'll leave your house,’ said Isaac faintly. ‘Better out on the
road, in rain and dark, on my road home, than back again in
that room, after what I’ve seen in it. Lend me a light to get
my clothes by, and tell me what I'm to pay.’

‘Pay! cried the landlord, leading the way with his light
sulkily into the bedroom. ‘You’ll find your score on the slate
when you go downstairs. I wouldn’t have taken you in for all
the money you’ve got about you if I'd known your dreaming,
screeching ways beforehand. Look at the bed. Where’s the cut
of a knife in it? Look at the window—is the lock bursted?
Look at the door (which I heard you fasten yourself)—is it
broke in? A murdering woman with a knife in my house! You
ought to be ashamed of yourself!’

Isaac answered not.a word. He huddled on his clothes, and
then they went downstairs together.

‘Nigh on twenty minutes past two!" said the landlord, as
they passed the clock. ‘A mice time in the morning to frighten
honest people out of their wits!’
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-Isaac paid his bill, and the landlord let him out at the front
door, asking, with a grin of contempt, as he undid the strong
fastenings, whether ‘the murdering woman got in that way.’

They parted without a word on either side. The rain had
ceased, but the night was dark, and the wind bleaker than
ever. Little did the darkness, or the cold, or the uncertainty
about the way home matter to Isaac. If he had been turned
out into a wilderness in a thunderstorm, it would have been a
relief after what he had suffered in the bedroom of the inn.

What was the fair woman with the knife? The creature of a
dream, or that other creature from the unknown world called
among men by the name of ghost? He could make nothing of
the_mystery—had made nothing of it, even when it was mid-
day on Wednesday, and when he stood, at last, after many
times missing his road, once more on the doorstep of home.

CHAPTER THREE

His mother. came out eagerly to receive him. His face told
her in a moment that something was wrong.

‘I’'ve lost the place; but that’s my luck. I dreamed an ill
dream last night, mother—or maybe I saw a ghost. Take it
either way, it scared me out of my senses, and I'm not my
own man again yet.’

‘Isaac, your face frightens me. Come in to the fire—come
in, and tell mother all about it.’

He was as anxious to tell as she was to hear; for 1t had been
his hope all the way home, that. his mother, with her quicker
capacity and superior knowledge, might be able to throw some
light on"the mystery which he could not clear up for himself.
His memory of the dream was still mechanically vivid, though
his thoughts were entirely confused by it.

His mother’s face grew paler and paler as he went on. She
never interrupted him by so much as a single word; but when
he had done, she moved her chair close to his, put her arm
round his neck, and said to him,

‘Isaac, you dreamed your ill dream on this Wednesday
morning. What time was it when you saw the fair woman with
the knife in her hand?

Isaac reflected on what the landlord had said when they had
passed by the clock on his leaving the jnn; allowed as nearly
as he could for the time that must have elapsed between the
unlocking of his bedroom door and the paying of his bill just
before going away, and answered,

‘Somewhere about two o’clock in the morning.’
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His mother. suddenly quitted her hold of his neck, and
struck her hands together with a gesture of despair.

‘This Wednesday is your birthday, Isaac, and two o’clock in
the morning was the time when you were born.’

Isaac’s capacities were not quick enough to catch the infec-
tion of his mother’s superstitious dread. He was amazed, and a
little startled also, when she suddenly rose from her chair,
opened her old wrltlng-desk took pen, ink, and paper and
then said to him,

‘Your memory is but a poor one, Isaac, and, now I'm an
old woman, mine’s not much better. I want all about this
dream of yours to be as well known to both of us, years
hence, as it is now. Tell me over again all you told me a
minute ago, when you spoke of what the woman with the
knife looked like.’

Isaac obeyed, and marvelled much as he saw his mother
carefully set down on paper the very words that he was
saying.

‘Light grey eyes,” she wrote, as they came to the descriptive
part, ‘with a droop in the left eyelid; flaxen hair, with gold-
yellow streak in it; white arms, with a down upon them; little
lady’s hand, with a reddish look about the finger-nails; clasp-
knife with a buck-horn handle, that seemed as good as new.’
To these particulars Mrs. Scatchard ‘added the year, month,
day of the week, and time in the morning when the woman of
the dream appeared to her son. She then locked up the paper
carefully in her writing-desk.

Neither on that day nor on any day after could her son
induce her to return to the matter of the dream. She obsti-
nately kept her thoughts about it to herself, and even refused
to refer again to the paper in-her writing-desk. Ere long Isaac
grew weary of attempting to make her break her resolute
silence; and time, which sooner or later wears out all things,
gradually wore out the impression produced on him by the
dream. He began by thinking of it carelessly, and he ended by
not thinking of it at all.

The result was the more easily brought about by the advent
of some important changes for the better in his prospects
which commenced not long after his terrible night’s experience
at the inn. He reaped at last the reward of his long and patient
suffering under adversity by getting an excellent place, keeping
it for seven years, and leaving it, on the death of his master,
not only with an excellent character, but also with a comforta-
ble annuity bequeathed to him as a reward for saving his
mistress’s life in a carriage accident. Thus it happened that
Isaac Scatchard returned to his old mother, seven years after
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the time of the dream at the inn, with an annual sum of
money at his disposal sufficient to keep them both in ease and
independence for the rest of their lives.

The mother, whiose health had been bad of late years,
profited so much by the care bestowed on her and by freedom
from money anxieties, that when Isaac’s birthday came round
she was able to sit up comfortably at table and dine with him.

On that day, as the evening drew on, Mrs. Scatchard dis-
covered that a bottle of tonic medicine which she was accus-
tomed to take, and in which she had fancied that a dose or
more was still left, happened to be empty. Isaac immediately
volunteered to go to the chemist’s and get it filled again. It was
as rainy and bleak an autumn night as on the memorable past
occasion when he lost his way and slept at the road-side inn.

On going into the chemist's shop he was passed hurriedly by
a poorly-dressed woman coming out of it. The glimpse he had
of her face struck him, and he looked back after her as she
descended the doorsteps.

‘You're noticing that woman?’ said the chemist’s appren-
tice behind the counter. ‘It’s my opinion there’s something
wrong with her. She’s been asking for laudanum to put to a
bad tooth. Master’s out for half an hour, and I told her I
wasn’t allowed to sell poison to strangers in his absence. She
laughed in a queer way, and said she would come back in half
an hour. If she expects master to serve her, I think she’ll be
disappointed. It’s a case of suicide, sir, if ever there was one
yet.’

These words added immeasurably to the sudden interest in
the woman which Isaac had felt at the first sight of her face.
After he had got the medicine-bottle filled, he looked about
anxiously for her as soon as he was out in the street. She was
walking slowly up and down on the opposite side of the road.
With his heart, very much to his own surprise, beating fast,
Isaac crossed over and spoke to her.

He asked if she was in any distress. She pointed to her torn
shawl, her scanty dress, her crushed, dirty bonnet; then moved
under a lamp so as to let the light fall on her stern, pale, but
still' most beautiful face.

-‘I look like a comfortable, happy woman, don’t I1?’ she said,
with a bitter laugh.

She spoke with a purity of intonation which Isaac had never
heard before from other than ladies’ lips. Her slightest actions
seemed to have the easy, negligent grace of a thorough-bred
woman. Her skin, for all its poverty-stricken paleness, was as
delicate as if her life had been passed in the enjoyment of
every social comfort that wealth can purchase. Even her small,
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finely-shaped hands, gloveless as they were, had not lost their
whiteness.

Little by little, in answer to his questions, the sad story of
the woman came out. There is no need to relate it here; it is
told over and over again in police reports and paragraphs
about attempted suicides.

‘My name is Rebecca Murdoch,” said the woman, as she
ended. ‘I have ninepence left, and I thought of spendmg it at
the chemist’s over the way in securing a passage to the other
world. Whatever it is, it can’t be worse to me than this, so why
should I stop here?

Besides the natural compassion and sadness moved in his
heart by what he heard, Isaac felt within him some mysterious
inflience at work all the time the woman was speaking which
utterly confused his ideas and almost deprived him of his
powers of speech. All that he could say in answer to her last
reckless words was that he would prevent her from attempting
her own life; if he followed her about all night to do it. His
rough, trembling earnestness seemed to impress her.

‘I won’t occasion you that trouble,” she answered, when he
repeated his threat. “You have given me a fancy for living by
speaking kindly to me. No need for the mockery of protesta-
tions and promises. You may believe me without them. Come
to Fuller’'s Meadow to-morrow at twelve, and you will find me
alive, to answer for myself—No!—no money. My ninepence
will do to get me as good a night’s lodging as I want.’

She nodded and left him. He made no attempt to follow—
he felt no suspicion that she was deceiving him.

‘It’s strange, but I can’t help believing her,” he said to him-
self, and walked away, bewildered, towards home.

On entering-the house, his mind was still so completely
absorbed by its new subject of interest that he took no notice
of what his mother was doing when he came in with the bottle
of medicine. She had opened her old writing-desk in his ab-
sence, and was now reading a paper attentively that lay inside
it. On every birthday of Isaac’s since she had written down the
particulars of his dream from his own lips, she had been
accustomed to read that same paper, and ponder over it in
private.

The next day he went to Fuller’s Meadow.

He had done only right in believing her so implicitly. She
was there, punctual to a minute, to answer for herself. The
last-left faint defences in Isaac’s heart against the fascination
which a word or look from her began inscrutably to exercise
over him sank down and vanished before her for ever on that
memorable morning.



160 A Treasury of Great Ghost Stories

When a man previously insensible to the influence of
women forms an attachment in middle life, the instances are
rare indeed, let the warning circumstances be what they may,
in which he is found capable of freeing himself from the
tyranny of the new ruling passion. The charm of being spoken
to familiarly, fondly, and gratefully by a woman whose lan-
guage and manners stil] retained enough of their early
refinement to hint at the high social station that she had lost,
would have been a dangerous luxury to a man of Isaac’s rank
at the age of twenty. But it was far more than that—it was
certain ruin to him—now that his heart was opening unwor-
thily to a new influence at that middle time of life when strong
feelings of all kinds, once implanted, strike root most stub-
bornly in a man’s moral nature.” A few more stolen interviews
after that first morning in Fuller’'s Meadow completed_his
infatuation. In less than a month from the time when he first
met her, Isaac Scatchard had consented to give Rebecca Mur-
doch a new interest in existence, and a chance of recovering
the character she had lost by promising to make her his wife.

She had taken possession, not of his passions only, but of
his faculties as well. All the mind he had he put into her
keeping. She directed him on every point—even instructing
him how to break the news of his approaching marriage in the
safest manner to his mother.

‘If you tell her how you met me and who I am at ﬁrst said
the cunning woman, ‘she will move heaven and earth to pre-
vent our marriage. Say I am the sister of one of your fellow-
servants—ask her to see me before you go into any more
particulars—and leave it to me to do the rest. I mean to make
her love me next best to you, Isaac, before she knows any-
thing of who I really am.’

The motive of the deceit was sufficient to sanctify it to
Isaac. The stratagem proposed relieved him of his one great
anxiety, and quteted his uneasy conscience on the subject of
his mother. Still, there was something wanting to perfect his
happiness, something that he could not realize, something
mysteriously untraceable, and yet something that perpetually
made itself felt; not when he was absent from Rebecca Mur-
doch, but, strange to say, when he was actually in her pres-
ence! She was kindness itself with him. She never made him
feel his inferior capacities and inferior manners. She showed
the sweetest anxiety to please him in the smallest trifles: but, in
spite of all these attractions, he never could feel quite at his
ease with her. At their first meeting, there had mingled with
his admiration, when he looked in her face, a faint, involun-
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tary feeling of doubt whether that face was entirely strange to
him. No after familiarity had the slightest effect on this inex-
plicable, wearisome uncertainty.

Concealmg the truth as he had been dlrected he announced
his marriage engagement precipitately and confusedly to his
mother on the day when he contracted it. Poor Mrs. Scatch-
ard showed her perfect confidence in her son by flinging her
arms round his neck, and giving him joy of having found at
last, in the sister of one of his fellow-servants, a woman to
comfort and care for him after his mother was gone. She was
all eagerness to see the woman of her son’s choice, and the
next day was fixed for the introduction.

It was a bright sunny morning, and the little cottage parlour
was full of light as Mrs. Scatchard, happy and expectant,
dressed for the occasion in her Sunday gown, sat waiting for
her son and her future daughter-in-law.

Punctual to the appointed time, Isaac hurriedly and nerv-
ously led his prommised wife into the room. His mother rose to
receive her—advanced a few steps, smiling—looked Rebecca
full in the eyes, and suddenly stopped. Her face, which had
been flushed the moment before, turned white in an instant;
her eyes lost their expression of softness and kindness, and
assumed a blank look of terror; her outstretched hands fell to
her sides, and she staggered back a few steps with a low cry to
her son.

‘Isaac,” she whispered, clutching him fast by the arm when
he asked alarmedly if she was taken ill, ‘Isaac, does that
woman’s face remind you of nothing?

Before he could answer—before he could look round to
where Rebecca stood, astonished and angered by her recep-
tion, at the lower end of the room, his mother pointed impa-
tiently to her writing-desk, and gave him the key.

‘Open it,” she said, in a quick, breathless whisper.

‘What does this mean? Why am I treated as if T had no
business here? Does your mother want to insult me?’ asked
Rebecca angrxly

‘Open it, and give me the paper in the left-hand drawer.
Quick! quick, for Heaven's sake!’ said Mrs. Scatchard,
shrinking farther back in terror.

Isaac gave her the paper. She looked it over eagerly for a
moment, then followed Rébecca, who was now turning away
haughtily to leave the room, and caught her by the shoulder—
abruptly raised the long, loose sleeve of her gown, and glanced
at her hand and arm. Something like fear began to steal over
the angry expression of Rebecca’s face as she shook herself
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free from the old woman’s grasp. ‘Mad!’ she said to herself;
‘and Isaac never told me.” With these few words she left the
room.

Isaac was hastening after her when his mother turned and
stopped his farther progress. It wrung his heart to see the
misery and terror in her face as she looked at him.

‘Light grey eyes,” she said, in low, mournful, awestruck
tones, pointing towards the open door; ‘a droop in the left
eyelid; flaxen hair, with a gold-yellow streak in it; white arms,
with a down upon them,; little 1ady’s hand, with a reddish look
under the finger-nails—7he Dream-Woman, Isaac, the
Dream-Woman!

That faint cleaving doubt which he had never been able to
shake off in Rebecca Murdoch’s presence, was fatally set at
rest for ever. He had seen her face, then, before—seven years
before, on his birthday, in the bedroom of the lonely inn.

‘Be warned! oh, my son, be warned! Isaac, Isaac, let her go,
and do you stop with me!’

Something darkened the parlour window as those words
were said. A sudden chill ran through him, and he glanced
sidelong at the shadow. .Rebecca Murdoch had come back.
She was peering in curiously at them over the low window-
blind.

‘I have promised to marry, mother,” he said, ‘and marry I
must.’

The tears came into his eyes as he spoke and dimmed his
sight, but he could just discern the fatal face outside moving
away again from the window.

His mother’s head sank lower.

‘Are you faint?’ he whispered.

‘Broken-hearted, Isaac.’

He stooped down and kissed her. The shadow, as he did so,
returned to the window, and the fatal face peered in curiously
once more. : ' ’

CHAPTER FOUR

Three weeks after that day Isaac and Rebecca were man
and wife. All that was hopelessly dogged and stubborn in the
man’s moral nature seemed to have closed round his fatal
passion, and to have fixed it unassailably in his heart.

After that first interview in the cottage parlour no consider-
ation would induce Mrs. Scatchard to see her son’s wife again,
or even to talk of her when Isaac tried hard to plead ber cause
after their marriage.
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This course of conduct was not in any degree occasioned by
a discovery of the degradation in which Rebecca had lived.
There was no question of that between mother and son. There
was no question of anything but the fearfully-exact resem-
blance between the living, breathing woman, and the spectre-
woman of Isaac’s dream.

Rebecca, on her side, neither felt nor expressed the slightest
sorrow at the estrangement between herself and her mother-
in-law. Isaac, for the sake of peace, had never contradicted
her first idea that age and long illness had affected Mrs. Scatch-
ard’s mind. He even allowed his wife to upbraid him for not
having confessed this to her at the time of their marriage
engagement, rather than risk anything by hinting at the truth.
The sacrifice of his integrity before his one all-mastering delu-
sion seemed but a small thing, and cost his conscience but
little after the sacrifices he had already made.

The time of waking from this delusion—the cruel and the
rueful time—was not far off. After some quiet months of
married life, as the summer was ending, and the year was
getting on towards the month of his birthday, Isaac found his
wife altering towards him. She grew suilen and contemptuous;
she formed acquaintances of the most dangerous kind in
defiance of his objections, his entreaties, and his commands;
and, worst of all, she learned, ere long, after every fresh
difference with her husband, to seek the deadly self-oblivion of
drink. Little by little, after the first miserable discovery that
his wife was keeping company with drunkards, the shocking
certainty forced itself on Isaac that she had grown to be a
drunkard herself. .

He had been in a sadly desponding state for some time
before the occurrence of these domestic calamities. His
mother’s health, as he could but too plainly discern every time
he went to see her at the cottage, was failing fast, and he
upbraided himself in secret as the cause of the bodily and
mental suffering she endured. When to his remorse on his
mother’s account was added the shame and misery occasioned
by the discovery- of his wife’s degradation, he sank under the
double trial—his face began to alter fast, and he looked what
he was, a spirit-broken man.

His mother, still struggling bravely against the illness that
was hurrying her to the grave, was the first to notice the sad
alteration in him, and the first to hear of his last worst trouble
with his wife. She could only weep bitterly on the day when he
made his humiliating confession, but on the next occasion
when he went to see her she had taken a resolution in refer-
ence to his domestic afflictions which astonished and even
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alarmed him. He found her dressed to go out, and on asking
the reason received this answer.

‘I am not long for this world, Isaac,’ she said, ‘and I shall
not feel easy on my death-bed unless I have done my best to the
last to make my son happy. I mean to put my own fears and
my own feelings out of the question, and to go with you to
your wife, and try what I can do to reclaim her. Give me your
arm, Isaac, and let me do the last thing I can in this world to
help my son before it is too late.’

He could not disobey her, and they walked together slowly
towards his miserable home.

It was only one o’clock in the afternoon when they reached
the cottage where he lived. It was their dinner-hour, and Re-
becca was in the kitchen. He was thus able to take his mother
quietly into the parlour, and then prepare his wife for the
interview. She had fortunately drunk but little at that early
hour, and she was less sullen and capricious than usual.

He returped to his mother with his mind tolerably at ease.
His wife soon followed him into the parlour, and the meeting
between her and Mrs. Scatchard passed off better than he had
ventured to anticipate, though he observed with secret appre-
hension that his mother, resolutely as she controlled herself in
other respects, could not look his wife in the face when she
spoke to her. It was a relief to him, therefore, when Rebecca
began to lay the cloth.

She laid the cloth, brought in the bread-tray, and cut a slice
from the loaf for her husband, then returned to the Kkitchen.
At that moment, Isaac, still anxiously watching his mother,
was startled by seeing the same ghastly change pass over her
face which had altered it so awfully on the morning when
Rebecca and she first met. Before he could say a word, shé
whispered, with a look of horror,

‘Take me back—home, home again, Isaac. Come with me,
and never go back again.’

He was afraid to ask for an explanation; he could only sign
to her to be silent, and help her quickly to the door. As they
passed the bread-tray on the table she stopped and pointed
to it.

‘Did you see what your wife cut your bread with? she
asked, in a low whisper.

‘No, mother—I was not noticing—what was it?

‘Look!’

He did look. A new clasp-knife, with a buck-horn handle,
lay with the loaf in the bread-tray. He stretched out his hand
shudderingly to possess himself of it; but, at the same time,
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there was a noise in the kitchen, and his mother caught at his
arm. .

‘The knife of the dream! Isaac, I'm faint with fear. Take me
away before she comes back.’

He was hardly able to support her. The visible, tangible
reality of the knife struck him with a panic, and utterly de-
stroyed any faint doubts that he might have entertained up to
this time in relation to the mysterious dream-warning of nearly
eight years before. By a last desperate effort, he summoned
self-possession enough to help his mother out of the house—
so quietly that the ‘Dream-woman’ (he thought of her by that
name now) did not hear them departing from the kitchen.

‘Don’t- go back, Isaac—don’t go back! implored Mrs.
Scatchard, as he turned to go away, after seeing her safely
seated again in her own room. :

‘T must get the knife,” he answered, under his breath. His
mother tried to stop him again, but he hurried out without
another word.

On his return he found that his wife had discovered their
secret departure from the house. She had been drinking, and
was in a fury of passion. The dinner in the kitchen was flung
under the grate; the cloth was off the parlour table. Where was
the knife?

Unwisely, he asked for it. She was only too glad of the
opportunity of irritating him which the request afforded her.
‘He wanted the knife, did he? Could he give her a reason why?
No! Then he should not have it—not if he went down on his
knees to ask for it.” Further recriminations elicited the fact
that she had bought it a bargain, and that she considered it
her own especial property. Isaac saw the uselessness of at-
tempting to get the knife by fair means, and “determined to
search for it, later in the day, in secret. The search was unsuc-
cessful. Night came on, and he left the house to walk about
the streets. He was afraid now to sleep in the same room with
her. .

Three weeks passed. Still sullenly enraged with him, she
would not give up the knife; and still that fear of sleeping in
the same room with her possessed him. He walked about at
night, or dozed in the parlour, or sat watching by his mother’s
bedside. Before the expiration of the first week in the new
month his mother died. It wanted then but ten days of her
son’s birthday. She had longed to live till that anniversary.
Isaac was present at her death, and her last words in this
world were addressed to him:

‘Don’t go back, my son, don’t go back!’
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He was obliged to go back, if it were only to watch his wife.
Exasperated to the last degree by his distrust of her, she had
revengefully sought to add a sting to his grief, during the last
days of his mother’s illness, by declaring that she would assert
her right to attend the funeral. In spite of all that he could do
or say, she held with wicked pertinacity to her word, and on
the .day appointed for the burial forced herself—inflamed and
shameless with drink—into her husband’s presence, and de-
clared that she would walk in the funeral procession to his
mother’s grave.

This last worst outrage, accompanied by all that was most
insulting in word and look, maddened him for the moment.
He struck her.

The instant the blow was dealt he repented it. She crouched
down, silent, in a corner of the room, and eyed him steadily; it
was a look that cooled his hot blood and made him tremble.
But there was no time now to think of a means of making
atonement. Nothing remained but to risk the worst till the
funeral was over. There was but one way of making sure of
her. He locked her into her bedroom.

When he came back some hours after, he found her sitting,
very much altered in look and bearing, by the bedside, with a
bundle on her lap. She rose, and faced him quietly, and spoke
with a strange stillness in her voice, a strange repose in her
eyes, a strange composure in her manner.

‘No man has ever struck me twice,’ she said, ‘and my hus-
band shall have no second opportunity. Set the door open and
let me go. From this day forth we see each other no more.’

Before he could answer she passed him and left the room.
He saw her walk away up the street.

Would she return?

All that night he watched and waited, but no footstep came
near the house. The next night, overpowered by fatigue, he lay
down in bed in his clothes, with the door locked, the key on
the table, and the candle burning. His slumber was not dis-
turbed. The third night, the fourth, the fifth, the sixth passed,
and nothing happened. He lay down on the seventh, still in his
clothes, still with the door locked, the key on the table, and
the candle burning, but easier in his mind.

Easier in his mind, and in perfect health of body when he
fell off to sleep. But his rest was disturbed. He woke twice
without any sensation of uneasiness. But the third time it was
that never-to-be-forgotten shivering of the night at the lonely
inn, that dreadful sinking pain at the heart, which once more
aroused him in an instant.
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His eyes opened towards the left-hand side of the bed, and
there stood—

The Dream-Woman again? No! His wife; the living reality,
with the dream-spectre’s face, in the dream-spectre’s attitude;
the fair arm up, the knife clasped in the delicate white hand.

He sprang upon her almost at the instant of seeing her, and
yet not quickly enough to prevent her from hiding the knife.
Without a word from him—without a cry from her—he pin-
ioned her in a chair. With one hand he felt up her sleeve, and
there, where the Dream-Woman had hidden the knife, his wife
had hidden it—the knife with the buck-horn handle, that
looked like new.

In the despair of that fearful moment his brain was steady,
his heart was calm. He looked at her fixedly with the knife in
his hand, and said these last words:

“You told me we should see each other no more, and you
have come back. It is my turn now to go, and to go for ever. I
say that we shall see each other no more, and my word shall
not be broken.’

He left her, and set forth into the night. There was a bleak
wind abroad, and the smell of recent rain was in the air. The
distant church-clocks chimed the quarter as he walked rapidly
beyond the last houses in the suburb. He asked the first police-
man he met what hour that was of which the quarter past had
just struck.

The man referred sleepily to his watch, and answered, ‘Two
o'clock.” Two in the morning. What day of the month was this
day that had just begun? He reckoned it up from the date of
his mother’s funeral. The fatal parallel was complete: it was
his birthday!

Had he escaped the mortal peril which his dream foretold?
or had he only received a second warning?

As that ominous doubt forced itself on his mind, he
stopped, reflected, and turned back again towards the city. He
was still resolute to hold to his word, and never to let her see
him more. but there was a thought now in his mind of having
her watched and followed. The knife was in his possession; the
world was before him; but a new distrust of her—a vague,
unspeakable, superstitious dread had overcome him.

‘I must know where she goes, now she thinks I have left
her,” he said to himself, as he stole back wearily to the pre-
cincts of his house.

It was still dark. He had left the candle burning in the
bedchamber; but when he looked up to the window of the
room now, there was no light in it. He crept cautiously to the
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house door. On going away, he remembered to have closed it;
on trying it now, he found it open.

He waited outside, never losing sight of the house, till day-
light. Then he ventured indoors—listened, and heard nothing
—1looked into kitchen, scullery, parlour, and found nothing;
went up, at last, into the bedroom—it was empty. A picklock
lay on the floor, betraying how she had gained entrance in the
night, and that was the only trace of her.

Whither had she gone? That no mortal tongue could tell
him. The darkness had covered her flight; and when the day
broke, no man could say where the light found her.

Before leaving the house and the town for ever, he gave
instructions to a friend and neighbour to sell his furniture for
anything that it would fetch, and apply the proceeds to em-
ploying the police to trace her. The directions were honestly
followed and the money was all spent, but the inquiries led to
nothing. The. picklock on the bedroom floor remained the one
last useless trace of the Dream-Woman.

At this point of the narrative the landlord paused, and,
turning towards the window of the room in which we were
sitting, looked in the direction of the stableyard.

‘So far,” he said, ‘I tell you what was told to me. The little
that remains to be added lies within my own experience. Be-
tween two and three months after the events I have just been
relating, Isaac Scatchard came to me, withered and old-
looking before his time, just as you saw him to-day. He had
his testimonials to character with him, and he asked for em-
ployment here. Knowing that my wife and he were distantly
related, I gave him a trial in consideration of that relationship,
and liked him in spite of his queer habits. He is as sober,
honest, and willing a man as there is in England. As for his
restlessness at night, and his sleeping away his leisure time in
the day, who can wonder at it after hearing his story? Besides,
he never objects to being roused up when he’s wanted, so
there’s not much inconvenience to complain of, after all.’

‘T suppose he is afraid of a return of that dreadful dream
and of waking out of it in the dark?’ said I.:

‘No,’ returned the landlord. ‘The dream comes back to him
so often that he has got to bear with it by this time resignedly
enough. It’s hlS wife keeps -him waking at night, as he has
often told me.’

‘What! Has she never been heard of yet?

‘Never. Isaac himself has the one perpetual thought about
her, that she is alive and looking for him. I believe he wouldn’t
let himself drop off to sleep towards two in the morning for a
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king’s ransom. Two in the morning, he says, is the time she
will find him, one of these days. Two in the morning is the
time all the year round when he likes to be most certain that
he has got that clasp-knife safe about him. He does not mind
being alone as long,as he is awake, except on the night before
his birthday, when he firmly believes himself to be in peril of
his life. The birthday has only come round once since he has
been here, and then he sat up along with the night-porter.
“She’s looking for me,” is all he says when anybody speaks to
him about the one anxiety of his life; “she’s looking for me.”
He may be right. She may be looking for him. Who can tell?’
‘Who can tell?’ said 1.



THE DEATH
OF HALPIN FRAYSER

by Ambrose Bierce

I

For by death is wrought greater change than hath been
shown. Whereas in general the spirit that removed
cometh back upon occasion, and is sometimes seen of
those in flesh (appearing in the form of the body it bore)
yet it hath happened that the veritable body without the
spirit hath walked. And it is attested of those encounter-
ing who have lived to speak thereon that a lich so raised
up hath no natural affection, nor remembrance thereof,.
but only hate. Also, it is known that some spirits which
in life were benign become by death evil altogether.
—Hali.

One dark night in midsummer a man waking from a dream-
less sleep in a forest lifted his head from the earth, and staring
a few moments into the blackness, said: “Catherine Larue.”
He said nothing more; no reason was known to him why he
should have said so much.

The man was Halpin Frayser. He lived in St. Helena, but
where he lives now is uncertain, for he is dead. One who
practices sleeping in the woods with nothing under him but
the dry leaves and the damp earth, and nothing over him but
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the-branches from which the leaves have fallen and the sky
from which the earth has fallen, cannot hope for great longev-
ity, and Frayser had already attained the age of thirty-two.
There are persons in this world, millions of persons, and far
and away the best persons, who regard that as a very ad-
vanced age. They are the children. To those who view the
voyage of life from the port of departure the bark that has
accomplished any considerable distance appears already in
close approach to the farther shore. However, it is not certain
that Halpin Frayser came to his death by exposure.

He had been all day in the hills west of the Napa Valley,
looking for doves and such small game as was in season. Late
in the afternoon-it had come on to be cloudy, and he had lost
his bearings; and although he had only to go always downhill
—everywhere the way to safety when one is lost—the absence
of trails had so impeded him that he was overtaken by night
while still in the forest. Unable in the darkness to penetrate
the thickets of manzanita and other undergrowth, utterly be-
wildered and overcome with fatigue, he had lain down near
the root of a large madrofio and fallen into a dreamless sleep.
It was hours later, in the very middle of the night, that one of
God’s mysterious messengers, gliding ahead of the incalculable
host of his companions sweeping westward with the dawn line,
pronounced the awakening word in the ear of the sleeper, who
sat upright and spoke, he knew not why, a name, he knew not
whose.

Halpin Frayser was not much of a philosopher, nor a scien-
tist. The circumstance that, waking from a deep sleep at night
in the midst of a forest, he had spoken aloud a name that he
had not in memory and hardly had in mind did not arouse an
enlightened curiosity to investigate the phenomenon. He
thought it odd, and with a little perfunctory shiver, as if in
deference to a seasonal presumption that the night was chill,
he lay down again and went to sleep. But his sleep was no
longer dreamless.

He thought he was walking along a dusty road that showed
white in the gathering darkness of a summer night. Whence
and whither it led, and why he traveled it, he did not know,
though all seemed simple and natural, as is the way in dreams;
for in the Land Beyond the Bed surprises cease from troubling
and the judgment is at rest. Soon he came to a parting of the
ways; leading from the highway was a road less traveled,
having the appearance, indeed, of having been long aban-
doned, because, he thought, it led to something evil; yet he
turned into it without hesitation, impelled by some imperious
necessity.



172 A Treasury of Great Ghost Stories

As he pressed forward he became conscious that his way
was haunted by invisible existences whom he could not
definitely figure to his mind. From among the trees on either
side he caught broken and incoherent whispers in a strange
tongue which yet he partly understood. They seemed to him
fragmentary utterances of a monstrous conspiracy against his
body and soul.

It was now long after nightfall, yet the interminable forest
through which he journeyed was lit with a wan glimmer
having no point of diffusion, for in its mysterious lumination
nothing cast a shadow. A shallow pool in the guttered depres-
sion of an old wheel rut, as from a recent rain, met his eye
with a crimson gleam. He stooped and plunged his hand into
it. It stained his fingers; it was blood! Blood, he then observed,
was about him everywhere. The weeds growing rankly by the
roadside showed it in blots and splashes on their big, broad
leaves. Patches of dry dust between the wheelways were pitted
and spattered as with a red rain. Defiling the trunks of the
trees were broad maculations of crimson, and blood dripped
like dew from their foliage.

All this he observed with a terror which seemed not incom-
patible with the fulfillment of a natural expectation. It seemed
to him that it was all in expiation of some crime which,
though conscious of his guilt, he could not rightly remember.
To the menaces and mysteries of his surroundings the con-
sciousness was an added horror. Vainly he sought by tracing
life backward in memory, to reproduce the moment of his sin;
scenes and incidents came crowding tumultuously into his
mind, one picture effacing another, or commingling with it in
confusion and obscurity, but nowhere could he catch a
glimpse of what he sought. The failure augmented his terror;
he felt as one who has murdered in the dark, not knowing
whom nor why. So frightful was the situation—the mysterious
light burned with so silent and awful a menace; the noxious
plants, the trees that by common consent are invested with a
melancholy or baleful character, so openly in his sight con-
spired against his pe4ce; from overhead and all about came so
audible and startling whispers and the sighs of creatures so
obviously not of earth—that he could endure it no longer, and
with a great effort to break some malign spell that bound his
faculties to silence and inaction, he shouted with the full
strength of his lungs! His voice broken, it seemed, into an
infinite multitude of unfamiliar sounds, went babbling and
stammering away into the distant reaches of the forest, died
into silence, and all was as before. But he had made a begin-
ning at resistance and was encouraged. He said:
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“I will not submit unheard. There may be powers that are
not malignant traveling this accursed road. I shall leave them
a record and an appeal. I shall relate my wrongs, the persecu-
tions that I endure—I, a helpless mortal, a penitent, an
unoffending poet!” Halpin Frayser was a poet only as he was a
penitent: in his dream.

Taking from his clothing a small red-leather pocketbook,
one-half of which was leaved for memoranda, he discovered
that he was without a pencil. He broke a twig from a bush,
dipped it into a pool of blood and wrote rapidly. He had
hardly touched the paper with the point of his twig when a
low, wild peal of laughter broke out at a measureless distance
away, and growing ever louder, seemed approaching ever
nearer; a soulless, heartless, and unjoyous laugh, like that of
the loon, solitary by the lakeside at midnight; a laugh which
culminated in an unearthly shout close at hand, then died
away by slow gradations, as if the accursed being that uttered
it had withdrawn over the verge of the world whence it had
come. But the man felt that this was not so—that it was near
by and had not moved.

A strange sensation began slow]y to take possession of his
body and his mind. He could not have said which, if any, of
his senses was affected; he felt it rather as a consciousness—a
mysterious mental assurance of some overpowering presence
—some supernatural malevolence different in kind from the
invisible existences that swarmed about him, and superior to
them in power. He knew that it had uttered that hideous
laugh. And now it seemed to be approaching him; from what
direction he did pot know—dared not conjecture. All his
former fears were forgotten or merged in the gigantic terror
that now held him in thrall. Apart from that, he had but one
thought: to complete his written appeal to the benign powers
who, traversing the haunted wood, might some time rescue
him if he should be denied the blessing of annihilation. He
wrote with terrible rapidity, the twig in his fingers rilling blood
without renewal; but in the middle of a sentence his hands
denied their service to his will, his arms fell to his sides, the
book to the earth; and powerless to move or cry out, he found
himself staring into the sharply drawn face and blank, dead
eyes of his own mother, standing white and silent in the gar-
ments of the grave!
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II

In his youth Halpin Frayser had lived with his parents in
Nashville, Tennessee. The Fraysers were well-to-do, having a
good position in such society as had survived the wreck
wrought by civil war. Their children had the social and educa-
tional opportunities of their -time and place, and had re-
sponded to good associations and instruction with agreeable
manners and cultivated minds. Halpin being the youngest and
not over robust was perhaps a trifle “spoiled.” He had the
double disadvantage of a mother’s assiduity and a father’s
neglect. Frayser pére was what no Southern man of means is
not—a politician. His country, or rather his section and State,
made demands upon his time and attention so exacting that to
those of his family he was compelled to turn an ear partly
deafened by the thunder of the political captains and the
shouting, his own included.

Young Halpin was of a dreamy, indolent and rather roman-
tic turn, somewhat more addicted to literature than law, the
profession to which he was bred. Among those of his relations
who professed the modern faith of heredity it was well under-
stood that in him the character of the late Myron Bayne, a
maternal great-grandfather, had revisited the glimpses of the
moon—by which orb Bayne had in his lifetime been
sufficiently affected to be a poet of no small Colonial distinc-
tion. If not specially observed, it was observable that while a
Frayser who was not the proud possessor of a sumptuous
copy of the ancestral “poetical works” (printed at the family
expense, and long ago withdrawn from an inhospitable mar-
ket) was a rare Frayser indeed, there was an illogical indispo-
sition to honor the great deceased in the person of his spiritual
successor. Halpin was pretty generally deprecated as an intel-
lectual black sheep who was likely at any moment to disgrace
the flock by bleating in meter. The Tennessee Fraysers were a
practical folk—not practical in the popular sense of devotion
to sordid pursuits, but having a robust contempt for any quali-
ties unfitting a man for the wholesome vocation of politics.

In justice to young Halpin it should be said that while in
him were pretty faithfully reproduced most of the mental and
moral characteristics ascribed by history and family tradition
to the famous Colonial bard, his succession to the gift and
faculty divine was purely inferential. Not only had he never
been known to court the muse, but in truth he could not have
written correctly a line of verse to save himself from the Killer
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of the Wise. Still, there was no knowing when the dormant
faculty might wake and smite the lyre.

In the meantime the young man was rather a loose fish,
anyhow. Between him and his mother was the most perfect
sympathy, for secretly the lady was herself a devout disciple
of the late and great Myron Bayne, though with the tact so
generally and justly admired in her sex (despite the hardy
calumniators who insist that it is essentially the same thing as
cunning) she had always taken care to conceal her weakness
from all eyes but those of him who shared it. Their common
guilt in respect of that was an added tie between them. If in
Halpin’s youth his mother had “spoiled” him, he had assuredly
done his part toward being spoiled. As he grew to such man-
hood as is attainable by a Southerner who does not care which
way elections go the attachment between him and his beautiful
mother—whom from early childhood he had called Katy—
became yearly stronger and more tepder. In these two romantic
natures was manifest in a signal way that neglected phenom-
enon, the dominance of the sexual element in all the rela-
tions of life, strengthening, softening, and beautifying even
those of consanguinity. The two were nearly inseparable, and
by strangers observing their manner were not infrequently
mistaken for lovers.

Entering his mother’s boudoir one day Halpin Frayser
kissed her upon the forehead, toyed for a moment with a lock
of her dark hair which had escaped from its confining pins,
and said, with an obvious effort at calmness:

“Would you greatly mind, Katy, if I were called away to
California for a few weeks?”

It was hardly needful for Katy to answer with her lips a
question to which her telltale cheeks had made instant reply.
Evidently she would greatly mind; and the tears, too, sprang
into her large brown eyes as corroborative testimony.

“Ah, my son,” she said, looking up into his face with
infinite tenderness, “I should have known that this was
coming. Did I not lie awake a half of the night weeping
because, during the other half, Grandfather Bayne had come
to me in a dream, and standing by his portrait—young, too,
and handsome as that—pointed to yours on the same wall?
And when I looked it seemed that I could not see the features;
you had been painted with a face cloth, such as we put upon
the dead. Your father has laughed at me, but you and I,
dear, know that such things are not for nothing. And I saw
below the edge of the cloth the marks of hands on your throat
—forgive me, but we have not been used to keep sich things
from each other. Perhaps you have another interpretation.
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Perhaps it does not mean that you will go to California. Or
maybe you will take me with you?”’

It must be confessed that this ingenious interpretation of the
dream in the light of newly discovered evidence did not
wholly commend itself to the son’s more logical mind; he had,
for the moment at least, a conviction that it foreshadowed a
more simple and immediate, if less tragic, disaster than a visit
to the Pacific Coast. It was Halpin Frayser’s impression that
he was to be garroted on his native heath.

“Are there not medicinal springs in California?” Mrs.
Frayser resumed before he had time to give her the true
reading of the dream—*places where one recovers from rheu-
matism and neuralgia? Look—my fingers feel so stiff; and I
am almost sure they have been giving me great pain while 1
slept.”

She held out her hands for his inspection. What diagnosis of
her case the young man may have thought it best to conceal
with a smile the historian is unable to state, but for himself he
feels bound to say that fingers looking less stiff, and showing
fewer evidences of even insensible pain, have seldom been
submitted for medical inspection by even the fairest patient
desiring a prescription of unfamiliar scenes.

The outcome of it was that of these two odd persons having
equally odd notions of duty, the one went to California, as the
interest of his client required, and the other remained at home
in compliance with a wish that her husband was scarcely con-
scious of entertaining.

While in San Francisco Halpin Frayser was walking one
dark night along the water front of the city, when, with a
suddenness that surprised and disconcerted him, he became a
sailor. He was in fact “shanghaied” aboard a gallant, gallant
ship, and sailed for a far countree. Nor did his misfortunes end
with the voyage; for the ship was cast ashore on an island of
the South Pacific, and it was six years afterward when the
survivors were taken off by a venturesome trading schooner
and brought back to San Francisco.

Though poor in purse, Frayser was no less proud in spirit
than he had been in the years that seemed ages and ages ago.
He would accept no assistance from strangers, and it was
while living with a fellow survivor near the town of St.
Helena, awaiting news and remittances from home, that he
had gone gunning and dreaming.
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III

The apparition confronting the dreamer in the haunted
wood—the thing so like, yet so unlike his mother—was
horrible! It stirred no love nor longing in his heart; it came
unattended with pleasant memories of a golden past—inspired
no sentiment of any kind; all the finer emotions were swal-
lowed up in fear. He tried to turn and run from before it, but
his legs were as lead; he was unable to lift his feet from the
ground. His arms hung helpless at his sides; of his eyes only
he retained control, and these he dared not remove from the
lusterless orbs of the apparition, which he knew was not a soul
without a body, but that most dreadful of all existences in-
festing that haunted wood—a body without a soul! In its blank
stare was neither love, nor pity, nor intelligence—nothing to
which to address an appeal for mercy. “An appeal will not
lie,” he thought, with an absurd reversion to professional
slang, making the situation more horrible, as the fire of a cigar
might light up a tomb.

For a time, which seemed so long that the world grew gray
with age and sin, and the haunted forest, having fulfilled its
purpose in this monstrous culmination of its terrors, vanished
out of his consciousness with all its sights and sounds, the
apparition stood within a pace, regarding him with the mind-
less malevolence of a wild brute; then thrust its hands forward
and sprang upon him with appalling ferocity! The act released
his physical energies without unfettering his will; his mind was
still spellbound, but his powerful body and agile limbs, en-
dowed with a blind, insensate life of their own, resisted stoutly
and well. For an instant he seemed to see this unnatural con-
test between a dead intelligence and a breathing mechanism
only as a spectator—such fancies are in dreams; then he re-
gained his identity almost as if by a leap forward into his
body, and the straining automaton had a directing will as alert
and fierce as that of its hideous antagonist.

But what mortal can cope with a creature of his dream?
The imagination creating the enemy is already vanquished; the
combat’s result is the combat’s cause. Despite his struggles—
despite his strength and activity, which seemed wasted in a
void, he felt the cold fingers close upon his throat. Borne
backward to the earth, he saw above him the dead and drawn
face within a hand’s breadth of his own, and then all was
black. A sound as of the beating of distant drums—a murmur
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of swarming voices, a sharp, far cry signing all to silence, and
Halpin Frayser dreamed that he was dead.

v -

A warm, clear night had been followed by a morning of
drenching fog. At about the middle of the afternoon of the
preceding day a little whiff of light vapor—a mere thickening
of the atmosphere, the ghost of a cloud—had been observed
clinging to the western side of Mount St. Helena, away up
along the barren altitudes near the summit. It was so thin, so
diaphanous, so like a fancy made visible, that one would have
said: “Look quickly! in a moment it will be gone.”

In 2 moment it was visibly larger and denser. While with
one edge it clung to the mountain, with the other it reached
farther and farther out into the air above the lower slopes. At
the same time it extended itself to north and south, joining
small patches of mist that appeared to come out of the moun-
tainside on exactly the same level, with an intelligent design to
be absorbed. And so it grew and grew until the summit was
shut out of view from the valley, and over the valley itself was
an ever-extending canopy, opaque and gray. At Calistoga,
which lies near the head of the valley and the foot of the
mountain, there were a starless night and a sunless morning.
The fog, sinking into the valley, had reached southward, swal-
lowing up ranch after ranch, until it had blotted out the town
of St. Helena, nine miles away. The dust in the road was laid;
trees were adrip with moisture; birds sat silent in their coverts;
the morning light was wan and ghastly, with neither color nor
fire.

Two men left the town of St. Helena at the first glimmer of
dawn, and walked along the road northward up the valley
toward Calistoga. They carried guns on their shoulders, yet no
one having knowledge of such matters could have mistaken
them for hunters of bird or beast. They were a deputy sheriff
from Napa and a detective from San Francisco—Holker and
Jaralson, respectively. Their business was manhunting.

“How far is it?” inquired Holker, as they strode along, their
feet stirring white the dust beneath the damp surface of the
road.

“The White Church? Only a half mile farther,” the other
answered. “By the way,” he added, “it is neither white nor a
church; it is an abandoned schoolhouse, gray with age and
neglect. Religious services were once held in it—when it was
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white, and there is a graveyard that would delight a poet. Can
you guess why I sent for you, and told you to come heeled?”

“Oh, I never have bothered you about things of that kind.
I've always found you communicative when the time came.
But if I may hazard a guess, you want me to help you arrest
one of the corpses in the graveyard.”

“You remember Branscom?” said Jaralson, treating his
companion’s wit with the inattention that it deserved.

“The chap who cut his wife’s throat? I ought; I wasted a
week’s work on him and had my expenses for my trouble.
There is a reward of five hundred dollars, but none of us ever
got a sight of him. You don’t mean to say—"

“Yes, I do. He has been under the noses of you fellows all
the time. He comes by night to the old graveyard at the White
Church.”

“The devil! That’s where they buried his wife.”

“Well, you fellows might have had sense enough to suspect
that he would return to her grave some time.”

“The very last place that anyone would have expected him
to return to.” _

“But you had exhausted all the other places. Learning your
failure at them, I ‘laid for him’ there.”

“And you found him?”

“Damn it! he found me. The rascal got the drop on me—
regularly held me up and made me travel. It's God’s mercy
that he didn’t go through me. Oh, he’s a good one, and I fancy
the half of that reward is enough for me if you’re needy.”

Holker laughed good humoredly, and explained that his
creditors were never more importunate.

“I wanted merely to show you the ground, and arrange a
plan with you,” the detective explained. “I thought it as well
for us to be heeled, even in daylight.”

.- “The man must be insane,” said the deputy sheriff. “The
reward is for his capture and conviction. If lie’s mad he won’t
be convicted.”

Mr. Holker was so profoundly affected by that possible
failure of justice that he involuntarily stopped in the middle of
the road, then resumed his walk with abated zeal.

“Well, he looks it,” assented Jaralson. “I’'m bound to admit
that a more unshaven, unshorn, unkempt, and .uneverything
wretch I never saw outside the ancient and honorable order of
tramps. But I’ve gone in for him, and can’t make up my mind
to let go. There's glory in it for us, anyhow. Not another soul
knows that he is this side of the Mountains of the Moon.”

“All right,” Holker said; “we will go and view the ground,”
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and he added, in the words of a once favorite inscription for
tombstones: “ ‘where you must shortly lie’—I mean, if old
Branscom ever gets tired of you and your impertinent intru-
sion. By the way, I heard the other day that ‘Branscom’ was
not his real name.”

“What is?”

“I can’t recall it. I had lost all interest in the wretch, and it
did not fix itself in my memory—something like Pardee. The
woman whose throat he had the bad taste to cut was a widow
when he met her. She had come to California to look up some
relatives—there are persons who will do that sometimes. But
you know all that.”

“Naturally.”

“But not knowing the right name, by what happy inspira-
tion did you find the right grave? The man who told me what
the name was said it had been cut on the headboard.”

“I don’t know the right grave.” Jaralson was apparently a
trifle reluctant to admit his ignorance of so important a point
of his plan. “I have been watching about the place generally.
A part of our work this morning will be to identify that grave.
Here is the White Church.”

For a long distance the road had been bordered by fields on
both sides, but now on the left there was a forest of oaks,
madrofios, and gigantic spruces whose lower parts only could
be seen, dim and ghostly in the fog. The undergrowth was, in
places, thick, but nowhere impenetrable. For some moments
Holker saw nothing of the building, but as they turned into
the woods it revealed itself in faint gray outline through the
fog, looking huge and far away. A few steps more, and it was
within an arm’s length, distinct, dark with moisture, and in-
significant in size. It had the usual country-schoolhouse form
—belonged to the packing-box order of architecture; had an
underpinning of stones, a moss-grown roof, and blank window
spaces, whence both glass and sash had long departed. It was
ruined, but not a ruin—a typical Californian substitute for
what are known to guide-bookers abroad as “monuments of
the past.” With scarcely a glance at this uninteresting structure
Jaralson moved on into the dripping undergrowth beyond.

“T will show you where he held me up,” he said. “This is the
graveyard.”

Here and there among the bushes were small inclosures
containing graves, sometimes no more than one. They were
recognized as graves by the discolored stones or rotting boards
at head and foot, leaning at all angles, some prostrate; by the
ruined picket fences surrounding them; or, infrequently, by
the mound itself showing its gravel through the fallen leaves.
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In many instances nothing marked the spot where lay the
vestiges of some poor mortal—who, leaving “a large circle of
sorrowing friends,” had been left by them in turn—except a
depression in the earth, more lasting than that in the spirits of
the mourners. The paths, if any paths had been, were long
obliterated; trees of a considerable size had been permitted to
grow up from the graves and thrust aside with root or branch
the inclosing fences. Over all was that air of abandonment and
decay which seems nowhere so fit and significant as in a
village of the forgotten dead.

As the two men, Jaralson leading, pushed their way through
the growth of young trees, that enterprising man suddenly
stopped and brought up his shotgun to the height of his
breast, uttered a low note of warning, and stood motionless,
his eyes fixed upon something ahead. As well as he could,
obstructed by brush, his companion, though seeing nothing,
imitated the posture and so stood, prepared for what might
ensue. A moment later Jaralson moved cautiously forward,
the other following.

Under the branches of an enormous spruce lay the dead
body of a man. Standing silent above it they noted such par-
ticulars as first strike the attention—the face, the attitude, the
clothing; whatever most promptly and plainly answers the un-
spoken question of a sympathetic curiosity.

The body lay upon its back, the legs wide apart. One arm
was thrust upward, the other outward; but the latter was bent
acutely, and the hand was near the throat. Both hands were
tightly clenched. The whole attitude was that of desperate
but ineffectual resistance to—what?

Near by lay a shotgun and a game bag through the meshes
of which was seen the plumage of shot birds. All about were
evidences of a furious struggle; small sprouts of poison-oak
were bent and denuded of leaf and bark; dead and rotting
leaves had been pushed into heaps and ridges on both sides of
the legs by the action of other feet than theirs; alongside the
hips were unmistakable impressions of human knees.

" The nature of the struggle was made clear by a glance at
the dead man’s throat and face. While breast and hands were
white, those were purple—almost black. The shoulders lay
upon a low mound, and the head-was turned back at an angle
otherwise impossible, the expanded eyes staring blankly back-
ward in a direction opposite to that of the feet. From the froth
filling the open mouth the tongue protruded, black and swol-
len. The throat showed horribleé contusions; not mere finger-
marks, but bruises and lacerations wrought by two strong
hands that must have buried themselves in the yielding flesh,
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maintaining their terrible grasp until long after death. Breast,
throat, face, were wet; the clothing was saturated; drops of
water, condensed from the fog, studded the hair and mus-
tache.

All this the two men observed without speaking—almost at
a glance. Then Holker said: - ‘

“Poor devil! he had a rough deal.”

Jaralson was making a vigilant circumspection of the forest,
his shotgun held in both hands and at full cock, his finger
upon the trigger.

“The work of a maniac,” he said, without withdrawing his
eyes from the inclosing wood. “It was done by Branscom—
Pardee.” ‘

Something half hidden by the disturbed leaves on the earth
caught Holker’s attention. It was a red-leather pocketbook. He
picked it up and opened it. It contained leaves of white paper
for memoranda, and upon the first leaf was the name “Halpin
Frayser.” Written in red on several succeeding leaves—
scrawled as if in haste and barely legible—were the following
lines, which Holker read aloud, while his companion con-
tinued scanning the dim gray confines of their narrow world
and hearing matter of apprehension in the drip of water from
every burdened branch:

“Enthralled by some mysterious spell, I stood
In the lit gloom of an enchanted wood.
The cypress there and myrtle twined their boughs,
Significant, in baleful brotherhood.

“The brooding willow whispered to the yew;
Beneath, the deadly nightshade and the rue,
With immortelles self-woven into strange
Funereal shapes, and horrid nettles grew.

“No song of bird nor any drone of bees,
Nor light leaf lifted by the wholesome breeze:
The air was stagnant all, and Silence was
A living thing that breathed among the trees.

“Conspiring spirits whispered in the gloom,
Half-heard, the stilly secrets of the tomb.
N With blood the trees were all adrip; the leaves
Shone in the witch-light with a ruddy bloom.

“I cried aloud!—the spell, unbroken still,
Rested upon my spirit and my will.
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Unsouled, unhearted, hopeless and forlorn,
1 strove with monstrous presages of ill!

“At last the viewless—"

Holker ceased reading; there was no more to read. The
manuscript broke off in the middle of a line.

“That sounds like Bayne,” said Jaralson, who was some-
thing of a scholar in his way. He had abated his vigilance and
stood looking down at the body.

“Who’s Bayne?” Holker asked rather incuriously.

“Myron Bayne, a chap who flourished in the early years of
the nation—more than a century ago. Wrote mighty dismal
stuff; I have his collected works. That poem is not among
them, but it must have been omitted by mistake.”

“It is cold,” said Holker; “let us leave here; we must have
up the coroner from Napa.”

Jaralson said nothing, but made a movement in compliance.
Passing the end of the slight elevation of earth upon which the
dead man’s head and shoulders lay, his foot struck some hard
substance under the rotting forest leaves, and he took the
trouble to kick it into view. It was a fallen headboard, and
painted on it were the hardly decipherable words, “Catherine
Larue.” _

“Larue, Larue!” exclaimed Holker, with sudden animation.
“Why, that is the real name of Branscom—not Pardee. And—
bless my soul! how it all comes to me—the murdered woman’s
name had been Frayser!”

“There is some rascally mystery here,” said Detective Jaral-
son. “I hate anything of that kind.”

There came to them out of the fog—seemingly from a great
distance—the sound of a laugh, a low, deliberate, soulless
laugh, which had no more of joy than that of a hyena night-
prowling in the desert; a lJaugh that rose by slow gradation,
louder and louder, clearer, more distinct and terrible, until it
seemed barely outside the narrow circle of their vision; a
laugh so unnatural, so unhuman, so devilish, that it filled those
hardy man-hunters with a sense of dread unspeakable! They
did not move their weapons nor think of them; the menace of
that horrible sound was not of the kind to be met with arms.
As it had grown out of silence, so now it died away; from a
culminating shout which had seemed almost in their ears, it
drew itself away into the distance, until its failing notes, joy-
less and mechanical to the last, sank to silence at a measure-
less remove.



THE CANTERVILLE GHOST
by Oscar Wilde

1

When Mr. Hiram B. Otis, the American Minister, bought
Canterville Chase, every one told him he was doing a very
foolish thing, as there was no doubt at all that the place was
haunted. Indeed, Lord Canterville himself, who was a man of
the most punctilious honour, had felt it his duty to mention
the fact to Mr. Otis, when they came to discuss terms.

‘We have not cared to live in the place ourselves,’ said Lord
Canterville, ‘since my grand-aunt, the Dowager Duchess of
Bolton, was frightened into a fit, from which she never really
recovered, by two skeleton hands being placed on her
shoulders as she was dressing for dinner, and I feel bound to
tell you, Mr. Otis, that the ghost has been seen by several
living members of my family, as well as by the rector of the
parish, the Rev. Augustus Dampier, who is a fellow of King’s
College, Cambridge. After the unfortunate accident to the
Duchess, none of our younger servants would stay with us,
and Lady Canterville often got very little sleep at night, in
consequence of the mysterious noises that came from the cor-
ridor and the library.’

‘My Lord,” answered the Minister, ‘I will take the furniture
and the ghost at a valuation. I come from a modern country,
where we have everything that money can buy; and with all
our spry young fellows painting the Old World red, and
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carrying off your best actresses and prima-donnas, I reckon
that if there were such a thing as a ghost in Europe, we’d have
it at home in a very short time in one of our public museums,
or on the road as a show.’

‘I fear that the ghost exists,” said Lord Canterville, smiling,
‘though it may have resisted the overtures of your enterprising
impresarios. It has been well known for three centuries, since
1584 in fact, and always makes its appearance before the
death of any member of our family.’

‘Well, so does the family doctor for that matter, Lord Can-
terville. But there is no such thing, sir, as a ghost, and I guess
the laws of nature are not going to be suspended for the
British aristocracy.’

‘You are certainly very natural in America,” answered Lord
Canterville, who did not quite understand Mr. Otis’s last ob-
servation, ‘and if you don’t mind a ghost in the house, i is all
right. Only you must remember I warned you.’

A few weeks after this, the purchase was completed, and at
the close of the season the Minister and his family went down
to Canterville Chase. Mrs. Otis, who, as Miss Lucretia R. Tap-
pan, of West 53rd Street, had been a celebrated New York
belle, was now a very handsome middle-aged woman, with
fine eyes, and a superb profile. Many American ladies on
leaving their native land adopt an appearance of chronic ill-
health, under the impression that it is a form of European
refinement, but Mrs. Otis had never fallen into this error. She
had a magnificent constitution, and a really wonderful amount
of animal spirits. Indeed, in many respects, she was quite
English, and was an excellent example of the fact that we have
really everything in common with America nowadays, except,
of course, language. Her eldest son, christened Washington by
his parents in a moment of patriotism, which he never ceased
to regret, was a fair-haired, rather good-looking young man,
who had qualified himself for American diplomacy by leading
the German at the Newport Casino for three successive sea-
sons, and even in London was well known as an excellent
dancer. Gardenias and the peerage were his only weaknesses.
Otherwise he was extremely sensible. Miss Virginia E. Otis
was a little girl of fifteen, lithe and lovely as a fawn, and with
a fine freedom in her large blue eyes. She was a wonderful
amazon, and had once raced old Lord Bilton on her pony
twice round the park, winning by a length and a half, just in
front of Achilles statue, to the huge delight of the young Duke
of Cheshire, who proposed for her on the spot, and was sent
back to Eton that very night by his guardians, in floods of
tears. After Virginia came the twins, who were usually called



186 A Trggsury of Great Ghost Stories

‘The Stars and Stripes’ as they were always getting swished.
They were delightful boys, and with the exception of the wor-
thy Minister the only true republicans of the family.

As Canterville Chase is seven miles from Ascot, the nearest
railway station, Mr. Otis had telegraphed for a waggonette to
meet them, and they started on their drive in high spirits. It
was a lovely July evening, and the air was delicate with the
scent of the pinewoods. Now and then they heard a wood
pigeon brooding over its own sweet voice, or saw, deep in the
rustling fern, the burnished breast of the pheasant. Little
squirrels peered at them from the beech-trees as they went by,
and the rabbits scudded away through the brushwood and
over the mossy knolls, with their white tails in the air. As they
entered the avenue of Canterville Chase, however, the sky
became suddenly overcast with clouds, a curious stillness
seemed to hold the atmosphere, a great flight of rooks passed
sitently over their-heads, and, before they reached the house,
some big drops of rain had fallen.

Standing on the steps to receive them was an old woman,
neatly dressed in black silk, with a white cap and apron. This
was Mrs. Umney, the housekeeper, whom Mrs. Otis, at Lady
Canterville’s earnest request, had consented to keep on in her
former position. She made them each a low curtsey as they
alighted, and said in a quaint, old-fashioned manner, ‘I bid
you welcome to Canterville Chase.” Following her, they passed
through the fine Tudor half into the library, a long, low room,
panelled in black oak, at the end of which was a large stained-
glass window. Here they found tea laid out for them, and,
after taking off their wraps, they sat down and began to look
round while Mrs. Umney waited on them.

Suddenly Mrs. Otis caught sight of a dull red stain on the
floor just by the fireplace and, quite unconscious of what it
really signified, said to Mrs. Umney, ‘I am afraid something
has been spilt there.’

‘Yeés, madam,’ replied the old housekeeper in a low voice,
‘blood has been spilt on that spot.’

‘How horrid,” cried Mrs. Otis; ‘I don’t at all care for blood-
stains in a sitting-room. It must be removed at once.

The old woman smiled, and answered in the same low mys-
terious voice, ‘It is the blood of Lady Eleanore de Canterville,
who was murdered on that very spot by her own husband, Sir
Simon de Canterville, in 1575. Sir Simon survived her nine
years, and disappeared suddenly under very mysterious cir-
cumstances. His body has never been discovered, but his
guilty spirit still haunts the Chase. The blood-stain has been
much admired by tourists and others and cannot be removed.’
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‘That is all nonsense,” cried Washington Otis; ‘Pinkerton’s
Champion Stain Remover and Paragon Detergent will clean it
up in no time, and before the terrified housekeeper could
interfere he had fallen upon his knees, and was rapidly
scouring the floor with a small stick of what looked like a
black cosmetic. In a few moments no trace of the blood-
stain could be seen.

‘I knew Pinkerton would do it,” he exclaimed triumphantly,

as he looked round at his admiring family, but no sooner had
he said these words than a terrible flash of lightning lit up the
sombre room, a fearful peal of thunder made them all start to
their feet, and Mrs. Umney fainted.
, ‘What a monstrous climate!” said the American Minister
calmly, as he lit a long cheroot. ‘I guess the old country is so
overpopulated that they have not enough decent weather for
everybody. I have always been of opinion that emigration is
the only thing for England.’

‘My dear Hiram,’ cried Mrs. Otis, ‘what can we do with a
woman who faints?’

‘Charge it to her like breakages,” answered the Minister;
‘she won’t faint after that’; and in a few moments Mrs. Umney
certainly came to. There was no doubt, however, that she was
extremely upset, and she sternly warned Mr. Otis to beware of
some trouble coming to the house.

‘I have seen things with my own eyes, sir,” she said, ‘that
would make any Christian’s hair stand on end, and many and
many a night I have not closed my eyes in sleep for the awful
things that are done here.’ Mr. Otis, however, and his wife
warmly assured the honest soul that they were not.afraid of
ghosts, and, after invoking the blessings of Providence on her
new master and mistress, and making arrangements for an
increase of salary, the old housekeeper tottered off to her own
room.

2

The storm raged fiercely all that night, but nothing of par-
ticular note occurred. The next morning, however, when they
came down to breakfast, they found the terrible stain of blood
once again on the floor. ‘I don’t think it can be the fault of the
Paragon Detergent,’ said Washington, ‘for I have tried it with
everything. It must be the ghost.” He accordingly rubbed out
the stain a second time, but the second morning it appeared
again. The third morning also it was there, though the library
had been locked up at night by Mr. Otis himself, and the key
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carried upstairs. The whole family were now quite interested;
Mr. Otis began to suspect that he had been too dogmatic in
his denial of the existence of ghosts, Mrs. Otis expressed her
intention of joining the Psychical Society, and Washington pre-
pared a long letter to Messrs. Myers and Podmore on the
subject of the Permanence of Sanguineous Stains when con-
nected with crime. That night all doubts about the objective
existence of phantasmata were removed for ever.

The day had been warm and sunny; and, in the cool of the
evening, the whole family went out for a drive. They did not
return home till nine o’clock, when they had a light supper.
The conversation in no way turned upon ghosts, so there were
not even those primary conditions of receptive expectation
which so often precede the presentation of psychical phe-
nomena. The subjects discussed, as I have since learned from
Mr. Otis, were merely such as form the ordinary conversation
of cultured Americans of the better class, such as the immense
superiority of Miss Fanny Davenport over Sarah Bernhardt as
an actress; the difficulty of obtaining green corn, buckwheat
cakes, and hominy, even in the best English houses; the im-
portance of Boston in the development of the world-soul; the
advantages of the baggage check system in railway travelling;
and the sweetness of the New York accent as compared to the
London drawl. No mention at all was made of the supernatu-
ral, nor was Sir Simon de Canterville alluded to in any way.
At eleven o’clock the family retired, and by half-past all the
lights ‘were out. Seme time after, Mr. Otis was awakened by a
curious, noise in the corridor, outside his room. It sounded like
the clank of metal, and seemed to be coming nearer every
moment. He got up at once, struck a match, and looked at the:
time. It was exactly one o’clock. He was quite calm, and felt
his pulse, which was not at all feverish. The strange noise still
continued, and with it he heard distinctly the sound of foot-
steps. He put on his slippers, took a small oblong phial out of
his dressing-case, and opened the door. Right in front of him
he saw, in the wan moonlight, an old man of terrible aspect.
His eyes were as red as burning coals; long grey hair fell over
his shoulders in matted coils; his garments, which were of
antique cut, were soiled -and ragged, and from his wrists and
ankles hung heavy manacles and rusty gyves.

‘My dear sir,” said Mr. Otis, ‘I really must insist on your
oiling those chains, and have brought you for that purpose a
small bottie of the Tammany Rising Sun Lubricator. It is said
to be completely efficacious upon one application, and there
are several testimonials to that effect on the wrapper from
some of our most eminent native divines. I shall leave it here
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for you by the bedroom candles, and will be happy to supply
you with more should you require it.” With these words the
United States Minister laid the bottle down on a marble table,
and, closing his door, retired to rest.

For a moment the Canterville ghost stood quite motionless
in natural indignation; then, dashing the bottle violently upon
the polished floor, he fled down the corridor, uttering hollow
groans, and emitting a ghastly green light. Just, however,-as he
reached the top of the great oak staircase, a door was flung
open, two little white-robed figures appeared, and a large pil-
low whizzed past his head! There was evidently no time to be
lost, so, hastily adopting the Fourth Dimension of Space as a
means of escape, he vanished through the wainscoting, and the
house became quite quiet.

On reaching a small secret chamber in the left wing, he
leaned up against a moonbeam to recover his breath, and
began to try and realise his position. Never, in a brilliant and
uninterrupted career of three hundred years, had he been so
grossly insulted. He thought of the Dowager Duchess, whom
he had frightened into a fit as she stood before the glass in her
lace and diamonds; of the four housemaids, who had gone off
into hysterics when he merely grinned at them through the
curtains of one of the spare bedrooms; of the rector of the
parish, whose candle he had blown out as he was coming late
one night from the library, and who had been under the care
of Sir William Gull ever since, a perfect martyr to nervous
disorders; and of old Madame de Tremouillac, who, having
wakened up one morning early and seen a skeleton seated in
an arm-chair by the fire reading her diary, had been confined
to her bed for six weeks with an attack of brain fever, and, on
her recovery, had become reconciled to the Church, and had
broken off her connection with that notorious sceptic Mon-
sieur de Voltaire. He remembered the terrible night when the
wicked Lord Canterville was found choking in his dressing-
room, with the knave of diamonds half-way down his throat,
and confessed, just before he died, that he had cheated
Charles James Fox out of £ 50,000 at Crockford’s by means of
that very card, and swore that the ghost had made him swal-
low it. All his great achievements came back to him again,
from the butler who had shot himself in the pantry because he
had seen a green hand tapping at the window pane, to the
beautiful Lady Stutfield, who was always obliged to wear a
black velvet band round her throat to hide the mark of five
fingers burnt upon her white skin, and who drowned herself at
last in the carp-pond at the end of the King’s Walk. With the
enthusiastic egotism of the true artist he went over his most
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celebrated performances, and smiled bitterly to himself as he
recalled to mind his last appearance as ‘Red Ruben, or the
Strangled Babe,’-his début as ‘Gaunt Gibeon, the Blood-sucker
of Bexley Moor,” and the furore he had excited one lovely
June evening by merely playing ninepins with his own bones
upon the lawn-tennis ground. And after all this, some
wretched modern Americans were to come and offer him the
Rising Sun Lubricator, and throw pillows at his"head! It was
quite unbearable. Besides, no ghosts in history had ever been
treated in this manner. Accordingly, he determined to have
vengeance, and remained till daylight in an attitude of deep
thought.

-

3

The next morning when the Otis family met at breakfast,
they discussed the ghost at some length. The United States
Minister was naturally a little annoyed to find that his present
had not been accepted. “I have no wish,” he said, ‘to do the
ghost any personal injury, and I must say that, con51dermg the
length of time he has been in the house, I don’t think it is at
all polite to throw pillows at him’—a very just remark, at
which, I am sorry to say, the twins burst into shouts of
laughter. ‘Upon the other hand,” he continued, ‘if he really
declines to use the Rising Sun Lubricator, we shall have to take
his chains from him. It would be quite impossible to sleep,
with such a noise going on outside the bedrooms.’

For the rest of the week, however, they were undisturbed,
the only thing that excited any attention being the continual
renewal of the blood-stain on the library floor. This certainly
‘was very strange, as the door was always locked at night by
Mr. Otis, and the windows kept closely barred. The chame-
leon-like colour, also, of the stain excited a good deal of
comment. Some mornings it was a dull (almost Indian) red,
then it would be vermilion, then a rich purple, and once when
they came down for family prayers, according to the simple
rites of the Free American Reformed Episcopalian Church,
they found it a bright emerald-green. These kaleidoscopic
changes naturally amused the party very much, and bets on
the subject were freely made every evening. The only person
who did not enter into the joke was little Virginia, who, for
some unexplained reason, was always a good deal distressed at
the sight of the blood-stain, and very nearly cried the morning
it'was emerald-green.

The second appearance of the ghost was on Sunday night.
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Shortly after they had gone to bed they were suddenly alarmed
by a fearful crash in the hall. Rushing downstairs, they found
that a large suit of old armour had become detached from its
stand, and had fallen on the stone floor, while, seated in a
high-backed chair, was the Canterville ghost, rubbing his
knees with an expression of acute agony on his face. The
twins, having brought their peashooters with them, at once
discharged two pellets on him, with that accuracy of aim
which can only be attained by long and careful practice on a
writing-master, while the United States Minister covered him
with -his revolver, and -called upon him, in accordance with
Californian etiquette, to hold up his hands! The ghost started
up with a wild shriek of rage, and swept through them like a
mist, extinguishing Washington Otis’s candle as he passed, and
so leaving them all in total darkness. On reaching the top of
the staircase he recovered himself, and determined to give his
celebrated peal of demoniac laughter. This he had on more
than one gccasion found extremely useful. It was said to have
turned Lord Raker’s wig grey in a single night, and had cer-
tainly made three of Lady Canterville’s French governesses
give warning before their month was up. He accordingly
laughed his most horrible laugh, till the old vaulted roof rang
and rang again, but hardly had the fearful echo died away
when a door opened, and Mrs. Otis came out in a light blue
dressing-gown. ‘I am afraid you are far from well,’ she said,
‘and have brought you a bottle of Dr. Dobell’s tincture. If it is
indigestion, you will find it a most excellent remedy.’ The ghost
glared at her in fury, and began at once to make preparations
for turning himself into a large black dog, an accomplishment
for which he was justly renowned, and to which the family
doctor always attributed the permanent idiocy of Lord Can-
terville’s uncle, the Hon. Thomas Horton. The sound of ap-
proaching footsteps, however, made him hesitate in his fell
purpose, so he contented himself with becoming faintly phos-
phorescent, and vanished with a deep church-yard groan, just
as the twins had come up to him.

On reaching his room he entirely broke down, and became
a prey to the most violent agitation. The vulgarity of the
twins, and the gross materialism of Mrs. Otis, were naturally
extremely annoying, but what really distressed him most was,
that he had been unable to wear the suit of mail. He had
hoped that even modern Americans would be thrilled by the
sight of a Spectre In Armour, if for no more sensible reason,
at least out of respect for their national poet Longfellow, over
whose graceful and attractive poetry he himself had whiled
away many a weary hour when the Cantervilles were up in
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town. Besides, it was his own suit. He had worn it with success
at the Kenilworth tournament, and had been highly compli-
mented on it by no less a person than the Virgin Queen her-
self. Yet when he had put it -on, he had been complétely
overpowered by the weight of the huge breastplate and steel
casque, and had fallen heavily on the stone pavement, barking
both his knees severely, and bruising the knuckles of his right
hand. , :

For some days after this he was extremely ill, and hardly
stirred out of his room at all, except to keep the blood-stain in
proper repair. However, by taking great care of himself, he
recovered, and resolved to make a third attempt to frighten
the United States Minister and his family. He selected Friday,
the 17th of August, for his appearance, and spent most of that
day in looking over his wardrobe, ultimately deciding in fa-
vour of a large slouched hat with a red feather, a winding-
sheet frilled at the wrists and neck, and a rusty dagger.
Towards evening a violent storm of rain came on, and the
wind was so high that all the windows and doors in the old
house shook and rattled. In fact, it was just such weather as he
loved. His plan of action was this. He was to make his way
quietly to Washington Otis’s room, gibber at him from the
foot of the bed, and stab himself three times in the throat to
the sound of slow music. He bore Washington a special
grudge, being quite aware that it was he who was in the habit
of removing the famous Canterville blood-stain, by means of
Pinkerton’s Paragon Detergent. Having reduced the reckless
and foolhardy youth to a condition of abject terror, he was
then to proceed to the room occupied by the United States
Minister and his wife, and there to place a clammy hand on
Mrs. Otis’s forehead, while he hissed into her trembling hus-
band’s ear the awful secrets of the charnel-house. With regard
to little Virginia, he had not quite made up his mind. She had
never insulted him in any way, and was pretty and gentle. A
few hollow groans from the wardrobe, he thought, would be
more than sufficient, or, if that failed to wake her, he might
grabble at the counterpane with palsy-twitching fingers. As for
the twins, he was quite determined to teach them a lesson. The
first thing to be done was, of course, to sit upon their chests, so
as to produce the stifling sensation of nightmare. Then, as
their beds were quite close to each other, to stand between
them in the form of .a green, icy-cold corpse, till they became
paralysed with fear, and finally, to throw off the winding-
sheet, and crawl round the room, with white bleached bones
and one rolling eyeball, in the character of ‘Dumb Daniel, or
the Suicide’s Skeleton,” a réle in which he had on more than
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one occasion produced a great effect, and which he considered
quite equal to his famous part of ‘Martin the Maniac, or the
Masked Mystery.’

At half-past ten he heard the family going to bed. For some
time he was disturbed by wild shrieks of laughter from the
twins, who, with the light-hearted gaiety of schoolboys, were
evidently amusing themselves before they retired to rest, but at
a quarter past eleven all was still, and, as midnight sounded,
he sallied forth. The owl beat against the window panes, the
raven croaked from the old yew-tree, and the wind wandered
moaning round the house like a lost soul; but the Otis family
slept unconscious of their doom, and high above the rain and
storm he could hear the steady snoring of the Minister for the
United States. He stepped stealthily out of the wainscoting,
with an evil smile on his cruel, wrinkled mouth, and the moon
hid her face in a cloud as he stole past the great oriel window,
where his own arms and those of his murdered wife were
blazoned in azure and gold. On and on he glided, like an evil
shadow, the very darkness seeming to loathe him as he-passed.
Once he thought he heard something call, and stopped; but it
was only the baying of a dog from the Red Farm, and he went
on, muttering strange sixteenth-century curses, and ever and
anon brandishing the rusty dagger in the midnight air. Finally
he reached the corner of the passage that led to luckless Wash-
ington’s room. For a moment he paused there, the wind
blowing his long grey locks about his head, and twisting into
grotesque and fantastic folds the nameless horror of the dead
man’s shroud. Then the clock struck the quarter, and he felt
the time was come. He chuckled to himself, and turned the
corner; but no sooner had he done so, then, with a piteous
wail of terror, he fell back, and hid his blanched face in his
long, bony hands. Right in front of him was standing a hor-
rible spectre, motionless as a carven image, and monstrous as
a madman’s dream! Its head was bald and burnished; its face
round, and fat, and white; and hideous laughter seemed to
have writhed its features into an eternal grin. From the eyes
streamed rays of scarlet light, the mouth was a wide well of
fire, and a hideous garment, like to his own, swathed with its
silent snows the Titan form. On its breast was a placard with
strange writing in antique characters, some scroll of shame it
seemed, some record of wild sins, some awful calendar of
crime, and, with its right hand, it bore aloft a falchion of
gleaming steel.

" Never having seen a ghost before, he naturally was terribly
frightened, and, after a second hasty glance at the awful phan-
tom, he fled back to his room, tripping up in his long winding-



194 A Treasury of Great Ghost Stories

sheet as he sped down the corridor, and finally dropping the
rusty dagger into the Minister’s jack-boots, where it was found
in the morning by the butler. Once in the privacy of his own
apartment, he flung himself down on a small pallet-bed, and
hid his face under the clothes. After a time, however, the
brave old Canterville spirit asserted itself, and he determined
to go and speak to the other ghost as soon as it was daylight.
Accordingly, just as the dawn was touching the hills with
silver, he returned towards the spot where he had first laid
eyes on the grisly phantom, feeling that, after all, two ghosts
were better than one, and that, by the aid of his new friend, he
might safely grapple with the twins. On reaching the spot,
however, a terrible sight met his gaze. Something had evi-
dently happened to the spectre, for the light had entirely faded
from its hollow eyes, the gleaming falchion had fallen from its
hand, and it was leaning up against the wall in a strained and
uncomfortable attitude. He rushed forward and seized it in his
arms, when to his horror, the head slipped off and rolled on
the floor, the body assumed a recumbent posture, and he
found himself clasping.a white dimity bed-curtain, with a
sweeping-brush, a kitchen cleaver, and a hollow turnip lying at
his feet! Unable to understand this curious transformation, he
clutched the placard with feverish haste, and there, in the grey
morning light, he read these fearful words:—

YE OTIS GHOSTE
e Gulie True and Griginale Sponk.
Beware of e Imifationes,
Al vthern are Counterfeite. -

The whole thing flashed across him. He had been tricked,
foiled, and outwitted! The old Canterville look came into his
eyes; he ground his toothless gums together; and, raising his
withered hands high above his head, swore, according to the
picturesque phraseology of the antique school, that when
Chanticleer had sounded twice his merry horn, deeds of blood
would be wrought, and Murder walk abroad with silent feet.
Hardly had he finished this awful oath when, from the red-
tiled roof of a distant homestead, a cock crew. He laughed a
long, low, bitter laugh, and waited. Hour after hour he waited,
but the cock, for some strange reason, did not crow again.
Finally, at half-past seven, the arrival of the housemaids made
him give up his fearful vigil, and he stalked back to his room,
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thinking of his vain hope and baffled purpose. There he con-
sulted several books of ancient- chivalry, of which he was
exceedingly fond, and found that, on every occasion on which
his oath had been used, Chanticleer had always crowed a sec-
ond time. ‘Perdition seize the naughty fowl,” he muttered, ‘I
have seen the day when, with my stout spear, 1 would have
run him through the gorge, and made him crow for me an
‘twere in death!” He then retired to a comfortable lead coffin,
and stayed there till evening.

4

The next day the ghost was very weak and tired. The ter-
rible excitement of the last four weeks was beginning to have
its effect. His nerves were completely shattered, and he started
at the slightest noise. For five days he kept his room, and at
Jlast made up his mind to give up the point of the blood-stain
on the library floor. If the Otis family did not want it, they
clearly did not deserve it. They were evidently people on a
low, material plane of existence, and quite incapable of ap-
preciating the symbolic value of seénsuous phenomena. The
question of phantasmic apparitions, and the development of
astral bodies, was of course quite a different matter, and really
not under his control. It was his solemn duty to appear in the
corridor once a week, and to gibber from the large oriel win-
dow on the first and third Wednesday in every month, and he
did not see how he could honourably escape from his obliga-
tions. It is quite true that his life had been very evil, but, upon
the other hand, he was most conscientious in all things con-
nected with the supernatural. For the next three Saturdays,
accordingly, he traversed the corridor as usual between mid-
night and three o’clock, taking every possible precaution
against being either heard or seen. He removed his boots, trod
as lightly as possible on the old worm-eaten boards, wore a
large black velvet cloak, and was careful to use the Rising Sun
Lubricator for oiling his chains. I am bound to acknowledge
that it was with a good deal of difficulty that he brought
himself to adopt this last mode of protection. However, one
night, while the family were at dinner, he slipped into Mr.
Otis’s bedroom and carried off the bottle. He felt a little hu-
miliated at first, but afterwards was sensible enough to see that
there was a great deal to be said for the invention, and, to a
certain degree, it served his purpose. Still, in spite of every-
thing, he was not left unmolested. Strings were continually
being stretched across the corridor, over which he tripped in
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the dark, and on one occasion, while dressed for the part of
‘Black Isaac, or the Huntsman of Hogley Woods,” he met with
a severe fall, through treading on a butter-slide, which the
twins had constructed from the -entrance of the Tapestry
Chamber to the top of the oak staircase. This last insult so
enraged him, that he resolved to assert his dignity, and deter-
mined to visit the insolent young Etonians the next night in his
celebrated character of ‘Reckless Rupert, or the Headless
Earl.’ .

He had not appeared in this disguise for more than seventy
years; in fact, not since he had so frightened pretty Lady
Barbara Modish by means of it, that she suddenly broke off
her engagement with the present Lord Canterville’s grand-
father, and ran away to Gretna Green with handsome Jack
Castleton, declaring that nothing in the world would induce
her to marry into a family that allowed such a horrible phan-
tom to walk up and down the terrace at twilight. Poor Jack
was afterwards shot in a duel by Lord Canterville on Wands-
worth Common, and Lady Barbara died of a broken heart at
Tunbridge Wells before the year was out, so, in every way, it
had been a great success. It was, however, an extremely
difficult ‘make-up,” if I may use such a theatrical expression in
connection with one of the greatest mysteries of the supernat-
ural, or, to employ a more scientfic term, the highernatural
world and it took him fully three hours to make his prepara-
tions. At last everything was ready, and he was very pleased
with his appearance. The big leather riding-boots that went
with the dress were just a little too large for him, and he could
only find one of the two horse-pistols, but, on the whole, he
was quite satisfied, and at a quarter past one he glided out of
the wainscoting and crept down the corridor. On reaching the
room occupied by the twins, which I should mention was
called the Blue Bed Chamber, on account of the colour of its
hangings, he found the door just ajar. Wishing to make an
effective entrance, he flung it wide open, when a heavy jug of
water fell right down on him, wetting him to the skin, and just
missing his left shoulder by a couple of inches. At the same
moment he heard stifled shrieks of laughter proceeding from
the four-post bed. The shock to his nervous system was so
great that he fled back to his room as hard as he could go, and
the next day he was laid up with a severe cold. The only thing
that at all consoled him in the whole affair was the fact that he
had not brought his head with him, for, had he done so, the
consequences might have been very serious.

He now gave up all hope of ever frightening this rude
American family, and contented himself, as a rule, with
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creeping about the passages in list slippers, with a thick red
muffler round his throat for fear of draughts, and a small ar-
quebuse, in case he should be attacked by the twins. The final
blow he received occurred on the 19th of September. He had
gone downstairs to the great entrance-hall, feeling sure that
there, at any rate, he would be quite unmolested, and was
amusing himself by making satirical remarks on the large Sa-
roni photographs of the United States Minister and his wife,
which had now taken the place of the Canterville family pic-
tures. He was simply but neatly clad in a long shroud, spotted
with churchyard mould, had tied up his jaw with a strip of
yellow linen, and carried a small lantern and a sexton’s spade.
In fact, he was dressed for the character of ‘Jonas the Grave-
less, or the Corpse-Snatcher of Chertsey Barn,” one of his most
remarkable impersonations, and one which the Cantervilles
had every reason to remember, as it was the real origin of
their quarrel with their neighbour, Lord Rufford. It was about
a quarter past two o’clock in the morning, and, as far as he
could ascertain, no one was stirring. As he was strolling
towards the library, however, to see if there were any traces
left of the blood-stain, suddenly there leaped out on him from
a dark corner two figures, who waved their arms wildly above
their heads, and shrieked out ‘BOO! in his ear.

Seized with a pahic, which, under the circumstances, was
only natural, he rushed for the staircase, but found Washing-
ton Otis waiting for him there with the big garden-syringe;
and being thus hemmed in by his enemies on every side, and
driven almost to bay, he vanished inio the great iron stove,
which, fortunately for him, was not lit, and had to make his
way home through the flues and chimneys, arriving at his own
room in a terrible state of dirt, disorder, and despair.

After this he was not seen again on any nocturnal expedi-
tion. The twins lay in wait for him on several occasions, and
strewed the passages with nutshells every night to the great
annoyance of their parents and the servants, but it was of no
avail. It was quite evident that his feelings were so wounded
that he would not appear. Mr. Otis consequently resumed his
great work on the history of the Democratic Party, on which
he had been engaged for some years; Mrs. Otis organised a
wonderful clambake, which amazed the whole county; the
boys took to lacrosse, euchre, poker, and other American
national games; and Virginia rode about the lanes on her
pony, accompanied by the young Duke of Cheshire, who had
come to spend the last week of his holidays at Canterville
Chase. It was generally assumed that the ghost had gone
away, and, in fact, Mr. Otis wrote a letter to that effect to
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Lord Canterville, who, in reply, expressed his great pleasure at
the news, and sent his best congratulations to the Minister’s
worthy wife.

The Otises, however, were deceived, for the ghost was still
in the house, and though now almost an invalid, was by no
means ready to let matters rest, particularly as he heard. that
among the guests was the young Duke of Cheshire, whose
grand-uncle, Lord Francis Stilton, had pnce bet a hundred
guineas with Colonel Carbury that he would play dice with the
Canterville ghost, and was found the next morning lying on
the floor of the card-room in such a helpless paralytic state,
that though he lived on to a great age, he was never able to say
anything again but ‘Double Sixes.” The story was well known
at the time, though, of course, out of respect to the feelings of
the two noble families, every attempt was made to hush it up;
and a full account of all the circumstances connected with it
will be found in the third volume of Lord Tattle’s Recollec-
.tions of the Prince Regent and his Friends. The ghost, then,
was naturally very anxious to show that he had not lost his
influence over the Stiltons, with whom, indeed, he was dis-
tantly connected, his own first cousin having been married en
secondes noces to the Sieur de Bulkeley, from whom, as every
one knows, the Dukes of Cheshire are lineally descended.
Accordingly, he made arrangements for appearing to Vir-
ginia's little lover in his celebrated impersonation of ‘The
Vampire Monk, or, the Bloodless Benedictine,” a performance
so horrible that when old Lady Startup saw it, which she did
on one fatal New Yeai’s Eve, in the year 1764, she went off
into the most piercing shrieks, which culminated in violent
apoplexy, and died in three days, after disinheriting the Can-
tervilles, who were her nearest relations, and leaving all her
money to her London apothecary. At the last moment, how-
ever, his terror of the twins prevented his leaving his room,
and the little Duke slept-in peace under the great feathered
_canopy in the Royal Bedchamber, and dreamed of Virginia.

5

A few days after this, Virginia and her curly-haired cavalier
went out riding on Brockley meadows, where she tore her
habit so badly in getting through a hedge, that, on her return
home, she made up her mind to go up by the back staircase so
as not to be seen. As she was running past the Tapestry
Chamber, the door of which happened to be open, she fancied
she saw some one inside, and thinking it was her mother’s
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maid, who sometimes used to bring her work there, looked in
to ask her to mend her habit. To her immense surprise, how-
ever, it was the Canterville Ghost himself! He was sitting by
the window, watching the ruined gold of the yellow trees fly
through the air, and the red leaves dancing madly down the
long avenue. His head was leaning on his hand, and his whole
attitude was one of extreme depression. Indeed, so forlorn,
and so much out of repair did he look, that little Virginia,
whose first idea had been to run away and lock herself in her
room, was filled with pity, and determined to try and comfort
him. So light was her footfall, and so deep his melancholy,
that he was not aware of her presence till she spoke to him.

‘I am so sorry for you,” she said, ‘but my brothers are going
back to Eton to-morrow, and then, if you behave Xourself, no
one will annoy you.’

‘It is absurd asking me to behave myself,” he answered,
looking round in astonishment at the pretty little girl who had
ventured to address him, ‘quite absurd. I must rattle my
chains, and.groan through keyholes, and walk about at night,
if that is what you mean. It is my only reason for existing.’

‘It is no reason at all for existing, and you know you have
been very wicked. Mrs. Umney told us, the first day we ar-
rived here, that you had killed your wife.’

‘Well, I quite admit it,” said the Ghost petulantly, ‘but it was
a purely family matter and concerned no one else.’

‘It is very wrong to kill any one,’ said Virginia, who at times
had a sweet Puritan gravity, caught from some old New Eng-
land ancestor.

‘Oh, I hate the cheap severity of abstract ethics! My wife
was very plain, never had my ruffs properly starched, and
knew nothing about cookery. Why, there was a buck I had
shot in Hogley Woods, a magnificent pricket, and do you
know how she had it sent up to table? However, it is no
matter now, for it is all over, and I don’t think it was very
nice of her brothers to starve me to death, though I did kill
her.’

‘Starve you to death? Oh, Mr. Ghost, I mean Sir Simon, are
you hungry? I have a sandwich in my case. Would you like it?

‘No, thank you, I never eat anything now; but it is very
kind of you, all the same, and you are much nicer than the
rest of your horrid, rude, vulgar, dishonest family.’

‘Stop!” cried Virginia, stamping her foot, ‘it is you who are
rude, and horrid, and vulgar; and as for dishonesty, you know
you stole the paints out of my box to try and furbish up that
ridiculous blood-stain in the library. First you took all my
reds, including the vermilion, and I couldn’t do any more
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sunsets, then you took the emerald-green and the chrome-yel-
low, and finally I had nothing left but indigo and Chinese
white, and could only do moonlight scenes, which are always
depressing to look at, and not at all easy to paint. I never told
on you, though I was very much annoyed, and it was most
ridiculous, the whole thing; for who ever heard of emerald-
green blood?

‘Well, really,” said the Ghost, rather meekly, ‘what was I to
do? It is a very difficult thing to get real blood nowadays, and,
as your brother began it all with his Paragon Detergent, I
certainly saw no reason why I should not have your paints. As
for colour, that is always a matter of taste: the Cantervilles
have blue blood, for instance, the very bluest in England; but I
know you Americans don't care for things of this kind.’

‘You know nothing about it, and the best thing you can do
is to emigrate and improve your mind. My father will be only
too happy to give you a free passage, and though there is a
heavy duty on spirits of every kind, there will be no difficulty
about the Custom House, as the officers are all Democrats.
Once in New York, you are sure to be a great success. I know
lots of people there who would give a hundred thousand dol-
lars to have a grandfather, and much more than that to have a
family Ghost.”

‘T don’t think I should like America.’

‘T suppose because we have no ruins and no curiosities,” said
Virginia satirically.

‘No ruins! no curiosities!” answered the Ghost; ‘you have
your navy and your manners.’

‘Good evening; I will go and ask papa to get the twins an
extra week’s holiday.’

‘Please don’t go, Miss Virginia,” he cried; ‘I am so lonely
and so unhappy, and I really don’t know what to do. I want to
go to sleep and I cannot.’

‘That’s quite absurd. You have merely to go to bed and
blow out the candle. It is very. difficult sometimes to keep
awake, especially at church, but there is no difficulty at all
about sleeping. Why, even babies know how to do that, and
they are not very clever.’

‘T have not slept for three hundred years,’” he said sadly and
Virginia’s beautiful blue eyes opened in wonder; ‘for three
hundred years I have not slept, and I am so tired.’

Virginia grew quite grave, and her little lips trembled like
rose-leaves. She came towards him, and kneeling down at his
side, looked up-into his old withered face.

‘Poor, poor Ghost,’ she murmured: ‘have you no place
where you can sleep?’
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‘Far away beyond the pine-woods,” he answered, in a low
dreamy voice, ‘there is a little garden. There the grass grows
long and deep, there are the great white stars of the hemlock
flower, there the nightingale sings all night long. All night long
he sings, and the cold, crystal moon looks down, and the yew-
tree spreads out its giant arms over the sleepers.’

Virginia’s eyes grew dim with tears, and she hid her face in
her hands.’

“You mean the Garden of Death,’ she whispered.

‘Yes, Death. Death must be so beautiful. To lie in the soft
brown earth, with the grasses waving above one’s head, and
listen to silence. To have no yesterday, and no to-morrow. To
forget time, to forgive life, to be at peace. You can help me.
You can open for me the portals of Death’s house, for Love is
always with you, and Love is stronger than Death is.’

Virginia trembled, a cold shudder ran through her, and for
a few moments there was silence. She felt as if she was in a
terrible dream.

Then the Ghost spoke again, and his voice sounded like the
sighing of the wind.

‘Have you ever read the old prophecy on the library win-
dow?

‘Oh, often,’ cried the little girl, looking up; ‘I know it quite
well. It is painted in curious black letters, and it is difficult to
read. There are only six lines:

Hhen a golden girl ran min

Prayer from out the lips of sin,

R/ihen the harren almond bears, e
And a little child gives amay ita tears,
Then shall all the honse be still

And prare rome to Canteroille,

But I don’t know what they mean.’

‘They mean,’ he said sadly, ‘that you must weep for me for
my sins, because I have no.tears, and pray with me for my
soul, because I have no faith, and then, if you have always
been sweet, and good, and gentle, the Angel of Death will
have mercy on me. You will see fearful shapes in darkness,
and wicked voices will whisper in your ear, but they will not
harm you, for against the purity of a little child the powers of
Hell cannot prevail.’

Virginia made no answer, and the Ghost wrung his hands in
wild despair as he looked down at her bowed golden head.
Suddenly she stood up, very pale, and with a strange light in
her eyes. ‘I am not afraid,” she said firmly, ‘and I will ask the
Angel to have mercy on you.’
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He rose from his seat with a faint cry of joy, and taking her
hand bent over it with old-fashioned grace and kissed it. His
fingers were as cold as ice, and his lips burned like fire, but
Virginia did not falter, as he led her across the dusky room.
On the faded green tapestry were broidered little huntsmen.
They blew their tasselled horns and with their tiny hands
waved to her to go back. ‘Go back! little Virginia,” they cried,
‘go back!” but the Ghost clutched her hand more tightly, and
she shut her eyes against them. Horrible animals with lizard
tails, and goggle eyes, blinked at her from the carven chim-
ney-piece, and murmured ‘Beware! little Virginia, beware! we
may never see you again,’ but the Ghost glided on more
swiftly, and Virginia did riot listen. When they reached the
end of the room he stopped, and muttered some words she
could not understand. She opened her eyes, and saw the wall
slowly fading away like a mist, and a great black cavern in
front of her. A bitter cold wind swept round them, and she
felt something pulling at her dress. ‘Quick, quick,” cried the
Ghost, ‘or it will be too late,’ and, in a moment, the wain-
scoting had closed behind them, and the Tapestry Chamber
was empty.

6

About ten minutes later, the bell rang for tea, and, as Vir-
ginia did not come down, Mrs. Otis sent up one of the foot-
men to tel} her. After a little time he returned and said that he
could not find Miss Virginia anywhere. As she was in the
habit of going out to the garden every evening to get flowers
for the dinneér-table, Mrs. Otis was not. at all alarmed at first,
but when six o’clock struck, and Virginia did not appear, she
became really agitated, and sent the boys out to look for her,
while she herself and Mr. Otis searched every room in the
house. At half-past six the boys came back and said that they
could find no trace of their sister anywhere. They were all
now in the greatest state of excitement, and did not know
what to do, when Mr. Otis suddenly remembered that, some
few days before, he had given a band of gypsies permission to
camp in the park. He accordingly at once set off for Blackfell
Hollow, where he knew they were, accompanied by his eldest
son and two of the farm-servants. The little Duke of Cheshire,
who was perfectly frantic with anxiety, begged hard to be
allowed to go too, but Mr. Otis would not allow him, as he
was afraid there might be a scuffie. On arriving at the spot,
however, he found that the gypsies had gone, and it was evi-
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dent that their departure had been rather sudden, as the fire
was still burning, and some plates were lying on the grass.
Having sent off Washington and the two men to scour the
district, he ran home, and despatched telegrams to all the police
inspectors in the county, telling them to look out for a little
girl who had been kidnapped by tramps or gypsies. He then
ordered his horse to be brought round, and, after insisting on
his wife and the three boys sitting down to dinner, rode off
down the Ascot Road with a groom. He had hardly, however,
gone a couple of miles when he heard somebody galloping
after him, and, looking round, saw the little Duke coming up
on his pony, with his face very flushed and no hat. T’'m aw-
fully sorry, Mr. Otis,” gasped out the boy, ‘but I can’t eat any
dinner as long as Virginia is lost. Please, don’t be angry with
me; if you had let us be engaged last year, there would never
have been all this trouble. You won’t send me back, will you?
I can’t go! I won’t go!’

The Minister could not help smiling at the handsome young
scapegrace, and was a good deal touched at his devotion to
Virginia, so leaning down from his horse, he patted him
kindly on the shoulders, and said, ‘Well, Cecil, if you won’t go
back I suppose you must come with me, but I must get you a
hat at Ascot.’

‘Oh, bother my hat! I want Virginia!’ cried the little Duke,
laughing, and they galloped on to the railway station. There
Mr. Otis inquired of the station-master if any one answering
the description of Virginia had been seen on the platform, but
could get no news of her. The station-master, however, wired
up and down the line, and assured him that a strict watch
would be kept for her, and, after having bought a hat for the
little Duke from a linen-draper, who was just putting up his
shutters, Mr. Otis rode off to Bexley, a village about four
miles away, which he was told was a well-known haunt of the
gypsies, as there was a large common next to it. Here they
roused up the rural policeman, but could get no information
from him, and, after riding all over the common, they turned
their horses’ heads homewards, and reached the Chase about
eleven o’clock, dead-tired and almost heart-broken. They
found Washington and the twins waiting for them at the gate-
house with lanterns, as the avenue was very dark. Not the
slightest trace of Virginia had been discovered. The gypsies
had been caught on Broxley meadows, but she was not with
them, and they had explained their sudden departure by
saying that they had mistaken the date of Chorton Fair, and
had gone off in a hurry for fear they might be late. Indeed,
they had been quite distressed at hearing of Virginia’s disap-
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pearance, as they were very grateful to Mr. Otis for having
allowed them to camp in his park, and four of their number
had stayed behind to help in the search. The carp-pond had
been dragged, and the whole Chase thoroughly gone over, but
without any result. It was evident that, for that night at any
rate, Virginia was lost to them; and it was in a state of the
deepest depression that Mr. Otis and the boys walked up to
the house, the groom following behind with the two horses
and the pony. In the hall they found a group of frightened
servants, and lying on a sofa in the library was poor Mrs. Otis,
almost out of her mind with terror and anxiety, and having
her forehead bathed with eau-de-cologne by the old house-
keeper. Mr. Otis at once insisted on her having something to
eat, and ordered up supper for the whole party. It was a
melancholy meal, as hardly any one spoke, and even the twins
were awestruck and subdued, as they were very fond of their
sister. When they had finished, Mr. Otis, in spite of the en-
treaties of the little Duke, ordered them all to bed, saying that
nothing more could be done that night, and that he would
telegraph in the morning to Scotland Yard for some detectives
-to be sent down immediately. Just as they were passing out of
the dining-room, midnight began to boom from the clock
tower, and when the last stroke sounded they heard a crash
and a sudden shrill cry; a dreadful peal of thunder shook the
house, a strain of unearthly music floated through the air, a
panel at the top of the staircase flew back with a loud noise,
and out on the landing, looking very pale and white, with a
little casket in her hand, stepped Virginia. In a moment they
had all rushed up to her. Mrs. Otis clasped her passionately in
her arms, the Duke smothered her with violent kisses, and the
twins executed a wild war-dance round the group.

‘Good heavens! child, where have you been? said Mr. Otis,
rather angrily, thinking that she had been playing some foolish
trick on them. ‘Cecil and I have been riding all over the
country looking for you, and your mother has been frightened
to death. You must never play these practical jokes any more.’

‘Except on the Ghost! except on the Ghost!" shrieked the
twins, as they capered about.

‘My own darling, thank God you are found; you must never
leave my side again,” murmured Mrs. Otis, as she kissed the
trembling child, and smoothed the tangled gold of her hair.

‘Papa,’ said Virginia quietly, ‘I have been with the Ghost.
He is dead, and you must come and see him. He had been
very wicked, but he was really sorry for all that he had done,
and he gave me this box of beautiful jewels before he died.’

The whole family gazed at her in mute amazement, but she
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was quite grave and serious; and, turning round, she led them
through the opening in the wainscoting down a narrow secret
corridor, Washington following with a lighted candle, which
he had caught up from the table. Finally, they came to a great
oak door, studded with rusty nails. When Virginia touched it,
it swung back on its heavy hinges, and they found themselves
in a little low room, with a vaulted ceiling, and one tiny grated
window. Imbedded in the wall was a huge iron ring, and
chained to it was a gaunt skeleton, that was stretched out at
full length on the stone floor, and segmed to be trying to grasp
with its long fleshless fingers an old-fashioned trencher and
ewer, that were placed just out of its reach. The jug had
evidently been once filled with water, as it was covered inside
with green mould. There was nothing on the trencher but a
pile of dust. Virginia knelt down beside the skeleton, and,
folding her little hands together, began to pray silently, while
the rest of the party looked on in wonder at the terrible
tragedy whose secret was now disclosed to them.

‘Hallo!” suddenly exclaimed .one of the twins, who had been
looking out of the window to try and discover in what wing of
the house the room was situated. ‘Hallo! the old withered
almond-tree has blossomed. I'can see the flowers quite plainly
in the moonlight.’

‘God has forgiven him,’ said Virginia gravely, as she rose to
her feet, and a beautiful light seemed to illumine her face.

‘What an angel you are!” cried the young Duke, and he put
his arm round her neck and kissed her.

7

Four days after these curious incidents a funeral started
from Canterville Chase at -about eleven o’clock at night. The
hearse was drawn by eight black horses, each of which carried
on its head a great tuft of nodding ostrich-plumes, and the
leaden coffin was covered by a rich purple pall, on which was
embroidered in gold the Canterville coat-of-arms. By the side
of the hearse and the coaches walked the servants with lighted
torches, and the whole procession was wonderfully impressive.
Lord Canterville was the chief mourner, having come up spe-
cially from Wales to attend the funeral, and sat in the first
carriage along with little Virginia. Then came the United
States Minister and his wife, then Washington and the three
boys, and in the last carriage was Mrs. Umney. It was gener-
ally felt that, as she had been frightened by the ghost for more
than fifty years of her life, she had a right to see the last of
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him. A deep grave had been dug in the corner of the church-
yard, just under the old yew-tree, and the service was read in
the most impressive manner by the Rev. Augustus Dampier.
When the ceremony was over, the servants, according to an
old custom observed in the Canterville family, extinguished
their torches, and, as the coffin was being lowered into the
grave, Virginia stepped forward and laid on it a large cross
made of white and pink almond-blossoms. As she did so, the
moon came out from behind a cloud, and flooded with its
silent silver the little churchyard, and from a distant copse a
nightingale began to sing. She thought of the ghost’s descrip-
tion of the Garden of Death, her eyes became dim with tears,
and she hardly spoke a word during the drive home.

The next morning, before Lord Canterville went up to
town, Mr. Otis had an interview with him on the subject of
the jewels the ghost had given to Virginia. They were perfectly
magnificent, especially a certain ruby necklace with old Vene-
tian setting, which was really a superb specimen of sixteenth-
century work, and their value was so great that Mr. Otis felt
considerable scruples about allowing his daughter to accept
them.

‘My Lord,” he said, ‘I know that in this country mortmain is
held to apply to trinkets as well as to land, and it is quite clear
to me that these jewels are, or should be, heirlooms in your
family. I must beg you, accordingly, to take them to London
with you, and to regard them simply as a portion of your
property which has been restored to you under certain strange
conditions. As for my daughter, she is merely a child, and has
as yet, I am glad to say, but little interest in such appurte-
nances of idle-luxury. I am also informed by Mrs, Otis, who, 1
may say, is no mean authority upon Art—having had the
privilege of spending several winters in Boston when she was a
girl—that these gems are of great monetary worth, and if
offered for sale would fetch a tall price. Under these circum-
stances, Lord Canterville, I feel sure that you will recognise
how impossible it would be for me to allow them to remain in
the possession of any member of my family; and, indeed, all
such vain gauds and toys, however suitable or necessary to the
dignity of the British aristocracy, would be completely out of
place among those who have been brought up on the severe,
and 1 believe immortal, principles of republican simplicity.
Perhaps I should mention that Virginia is very anxious that
you should allow her to retain the box as a memento of your
unfortunate but misguided ancestor. As it is extremely old,
and consequently a good deal out of repair, you may perhaps
think fit to comply with her request. For my own part, I
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confess I am a good deal surprised to find a child of mine
expressing sympathy with medi@valism in any form, and can
only account for it by the fact that Virginia was born in one
of your London suburbs shortly after Mrs. Otls had returned
from a trip to Athens.’

Lord Canterville listened very gravely to the worthy Minis-
ter’s speech, pulling his grey moustache now and then to hide
an involuntary smile, and when Mr. Otis had eaded, he shook
him cordially by the hand, and said, ‘My dear sir, your
charming little daughter rendered my unlucky ancestor, Sir
Simon, a very important service, and I and my family are
much indebted to her for her marvellous courage and pluck.
The jewels are clearly hers, and, egad, I believe that if I were
heartless enough to take them from her, the wicked old fellow
would be out of his grave in a fortnight, leading me the devil
of a life. As for their bemg heirlooms, nothing is an heirloom
that is not so mentioned in a will or legal document, and the
existence of these jewels has been quite unknown. I assure you
I have no more claim on them than your butler, and when
Miss Virginia grows up I daresay she will be pleased to have
pretty things to wear. Besides, you forget, Mr. Otis, that you
took the furniture and the ghost at a valuation, and anything
that belonged to the ghost passed at once into your possession,
as, whatever activity Sir Simon may have shown in the corri-
dor at night, in point of law he was really dead, and you
acquired his property by purchase.’

Mr. Otis was a good deal distressed at Lord Cantervﬂles
refusal, and begged him to reconsider his decision, but the
good-natured peer was quite firm, and finally induced the
Minister to allow his daughter to retain the present the ghost
had given her, and when, in the spring of 1890, the young
Duchess of Cheshire was presented at the Queen’s first
drawing-room on the occasion of her marriage, her jewels were
the universal theme of admiration. For Virginia received the
coronet, which is the reward of all good little American girls,
and was married to her boy-lover as soon as he came of age.
They were both so charming, and they loved each other so
much, that every one was delighted at the match, except the
old Marchioness of Dumbleton, who had tried to catch the
Duke for one of her seven unmarried daughters, and had
given no less than three expensive dinner-parties for that pur-
pose, and, strange to say, Mr. Otis himself. Mr. Otis was
extremely fond of the young Duke personally, but, theoret-
ically, he objected to titles, and, to use his own words, ‘was
not without apprebension- lest, amid the enervating influences
of a pleasure-loving aristocracy, the true principles of republi-
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can simplicity should be forgotten.” His objections, however,
were completely overruled, and 1 believe that when he walked
up the aisle of St. George’s, Hanover Square, with his daugh-
ter leaning on his arm, there was not a prouder man in the
whole length and breadth of England.

The Duke and Duchess, after the honeymoon was over,
went down to Canterville Chase, and on the*day after their
arrival they walked over in the afternoon to the lonely church-
yard by the pine-woods. There had been a great deal of
difficulty at first about the inscription on Sir Simon’s tomb-
stone, but finally it had been-decided to engrave on it simply
the mmals of the old gentleman’s name, and the verse from
the library window. The Duchess had brought with her some
lovely roses, which she strewed upon the grave, and after they
had stood by it for some time they strolled into the ruined
chancel of the old abbey. There the Duchess sat down on a
fallen pillar, while her husband lay at her feet smoking a
cigarette and looking up at her beautiful eyes. Suddenly he
threw his cigarette away, took hold of her hand, and said to
her, ‘Virginia, a wife should have no secrets” from her hus-
band.’

‘Dear Cecil! I have no secrets from you.’

‘Yes, you have,’ he answered, smiling, ‘you have never told
me what happened to you when you were locked up with the
ghost.’

‘I have never told any one, Cecil,’ sald erglma gravely.

‘T know that, but you might tell me.’

‘Please don’t ask me, Cecil, I cannot tell you. Poor Sir
Simon! I owe him a great deal. Yes, don’t laugh, Cecil, I really
do. He made me see what Life is, and what Death 51gmﬁes
and why Love is stronger than both. >

The Duke rose and kissed his wife-lovingly.

“You can have your secret as long as I have your heart,’ he
murmured. i

“You have always had that, Cecil.”

‘And you will tell our children some day, won’t you?

Virginia blushed.



THE PORTRAIT
by Nikolai Gogol

I

Nowhere were so many people standing as before the picture
shop in Shtchukin Court. The shop did, indeed, present the
most varied collection of strange marvels: the pictures were
for the most part painted in oil colours, covered with dark-
green varnish, in dark-yellow gilt frames. A winter scene with
white trees. an absolutely red sunset that looked like the glow
of a conflagration, a Flemish peasant with a pike and a broken
arm, more like a turkey-cock in frills than a human being—
such were usually their subjects. To these must be added some
engravings: a portrait of Hozrev-Mirza in a sheepskin cap,
and portraits of generals with crooked noses in three-cornered
hats.

The doors of such shops are commonly hung with bundles
of pictures testifying to the native talent of the Russian. On
one of them was the Tsarevna Miliktrissa Kirbityevna, on
another the town of Jerusalem, over the houses and churches
of which a flood of red colour was flung without stint, cov-
ering half the earth, and two Russian peasants in big gloves
kneeling in prayer. The purchasers of these creations were

THE PORTRAIT from THE OVERCOAT AND OTHER
STORIES by Nikolai Gogol, translated by Constance Garnett, re-
produced by courtesy of Mr. David Garnett and Chatto & Windus,
London.
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commonly few in number, but there was always a crowd
looking at them. Some dissipated lackey would usually be
gaping before them with dishes from the restaurant in his
hand for the dinner of his master, whose soup would certainly
not be too hot. A soldier in a greatcoat, a cavalier of Rag
Fair, with two penknives to sell, and a’pedlar-woman from
Ohta with a box filled with slippers would be sure to be
standing before them. Each one would show his enthusiasm in
his own way: the peasants usually point with their fingers; the
soldiers examine them seriously; the footboys and the appren-
tices laugh and tease each other over the caricatures; old foot-
men in frieze overcoats stare at them simply to have some-
where to stop and gape, and the pedlar-women, young women
from the villages, hasten there by instinct to hear what people
are gossiping about and to look at what they are looking at.
The young artist Tchertkov, who was passing by, involun-
tarily stopped before the shop. His old greatcoat and unfash-
ionable clothes showed that he was a man who sacrificed him-
self to his work with devotion and had not time to worry
himself about dress, which usually has a mysterious attraction
for young people. He stopped before the shop, at first in-
wardly laughing at the grotesque pictures; at last he sank
unconsciously into meditation: he began wondering to whom
these productions were of use. That the Russian people should
gaze at the Yeruslanov Lazarevitches, at dining and drinking
scenes, at Foma and Yeremy, did not strike him as surprising:
the subjects depicted were well within the grasp and compre-
hension of the people; but where were the purchasers of these
glaring, dirty oil paintings? Who wanted these Flemish peas-
ants, these red-and-blue landscapes which displayed preten-
tions to a rather high degree of art, though its complete degra-
dation was displayed in them? If only they had been the works
of a child obeying an unconscious impulse, if they had shown
no correctness of drawing, if they had not observed even the
first principles of mechanical perspective, if everything in
them had been in the style of caricature, but yet there had
been some gleam of an effort, an impulse to follow nature—
but he could find nothing of the sort in them. The complete
blankness of senility, or meaningless caprice, or unconscious
force, had guided the hand of their creators. Who had worked
to produce them? And without doubt they must be the work
of one painter, because in all were the same colours, the same
mannerism, the same practised, accustomed hand which
seemed to belong to a coarsely-fashioned automaton rather
than to a man. He still stood before these dirty pictures,
gazing at them, and completely unconscious that meanwhile
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the owner of the picture-shop, a grey little man of fifty in a
frieze greatcoat, with a chin that needed shaving, was telling
him, ‘“They are first-class pictures and have only just come
from the Customs, the varnish is not yet dry on them, and
they have not been framed. Look yourself, and I assure you,
on my honour, you will be pleased with them.”

All these alluring speeches flew by Tchertkov’s ears. At last,
to encourage the man a little, he picked a few dusty pictures
from the floor. They were old family portraits whose heirs
perhaps could not be found. Almost mechanically he began
wiping the dust off one of them. A light flush suffused his face,
the flush that betokens secret pleasure at something unex-
pected. He began impatiently dusting it, and soon saw a por-
trait in which a master’s hand was unmistakably apparent,
though the colours seemed somewhat. dim and blackened. It
was the portrait of an old man with an uneasy and even
malicious expression; there was a hard, malignant smile upon
his lips, and at the same time there was a look of horror on it;
the flush of fever was delicately depicted on the wrinkled face;
the eyes were large, black, and lustreless, but at the same time
there was a strange look of like in them. It seemed as though
the portrait was that of some miser who had spent his life
gloating over his money-box, or one of those luckless crea-
tures whose days are passed in troubling the happiness of
others. The southern cast of countenance was vividly pre-
served in it. The swarthy skin, the pitch-black hair, streaked
with grey, were never found among the inhabitants of the
northern provinces. There was a certain lack of finish about
the whole portrait; but, if it had been complete, a connoisseur
would have been lost in conjecture how a perfect work of
Vandyke had turned up in Russia and found its way into the
shop in Shtchukin Court.

With a beating heart the young artist, laying it aside, began
turning over the others to see whether he could find anything
of the same sort; but all the rest were of quite another world,
and only showed that this was a stray visitor who had fallen
among them by blind chance. At last Tchertkov inquired the
price.

The astute shopkeeper, noticing from his attention that the
portrait was of some value, scratched behind his ear, and said:
“Well, ten roubles isn’t much to ask for it.”

Tchertkov put his hand into his pocket.

“I will give eleven!” he heard a voice behind him say. He
turned round and saw that a group of people had gathered,
and that one gentleman in a cloak had, like himself, for some
time been standing before the picture. His heart beat violently
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and his lips quivered, as in a man who feels that an object for
which he has been seeking is being taken from him. Looking
more closely at the new purchaser, he was somewhat consoled
by seeing that his clothes were no less shabby than his own,
and he brought out in a shaking voice: “T’ll give you twelve
roubles; the picture is mine.”

“Here’s fifteen, put it down to me,” cried the other man.

Tchertkov’s face worked convulsively, there was a catch in
his breath, and he articulated unconsciously, “Twenty
roubles.”

The merchant rubbed his hands with satisfaction, seeing
that the purchasers were running the price up for his benefit.
The people pressed more closely round the rivals, scenting at
once that an ordinary sale was turning into an auction, which
always has attractions even for those who take no part in it.
At last the price went up to fifty roubles. Almost in despair
Tchertkov cried “Fifty,” remembering that that sum was all he
had in the world and that part of it he owed for his lodging,
and that he needed to buy paints besides, and a few other
necessary articles.

His opponent gave way at that point, the sum apparently
exceeded his fortune also, and the picture was knocked down
to Tchertkov. Taking a fifty-rouble note out of his pocket, he
flung it in the shopkeeper’s face and was greedily seizing the
picture, when all at once he leaped back, overcome with ter-
ror. The dark eyes of the portrait had a look so living and at
the same time so deathlike that he could not help being
terrified. It seemed as though something of life had by some
incredibly strange power been retained in them. They were not
painted eyes, they were living, they were human eyes. They
were motionless, but perhaps would have been less terrible
had they moved. A strange feeling—not terror, but the inex-
plicable sensation which we feel at the sight of something
weird, that seems a breach of ordinary nature, or rather a mad
freak of nature—that feeling made almost all present utter a
shriek. With a tremor Tchertkov passed his hand over the
canvas, but the canvas was flat. The effect produced by the
portrait was universal. People scurried out of the shop in
terror, the would-be purchaser withdrew timorously. At that
moment the shades of night grew thicker, as though to make
the incredible thing more awful. Tchertkov could not bring
himself to stay another moment. Not daring even to think of
taking the plcture with him, he ran out into the street. The
fresh air, the noise of the traffic, the talk of the people in the
street seemed for a minute to revive him, but his heart was
still weighed down by an oppressive feeling. Although he
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looked from side to side at the objects about him, his thoughts
were absorbed by one extraordinary phenomenon. “What is
it?” he wondered. “Art, or some supernatural sorcery peeping
out against all the laws of nature? What a strange, incompre-
hensible enigma! Or does the highest art bring a man up to the
line beyond which he captures what cannot be created by
human effort, and snatches something living from the life ani-
mating his model? Why is the over-stepping of the line, or-
dained as the limit for the imagination, so-awful? Or is the
imagination, the impulse, followed at last by the reality, that
awful reality by which the imagination is thrown off its bal-
ance as by an external shock—that awful reality which a man,
thirsting for it, finds, when trying to attain to what is fine in
man he arms himself with the dissecting knife, opens the
body, and sees what is revolting in man? It is inconceivabie! So
astounding! So awfully’living! Or-is too close an imitation of
nature as sickly as a dish that has too sweet a taste?”

With such thoughts in his mind, he went into his little room
in a small wooden house in Row Fifteen of Vassilyevsky Is-
land, where his studies lay scattered about in every corner,
careful and exact copies from the antique, which betrayed the
artist’s effort to master the fundamental laws and proportions
of nature. He spent a long time scrutinising them, till at last
his thoughts followed in regular succession and almost took
expression in words; so vividly did he feel what he was
thinking!

“And here I have been toiling for a year over these dry
bones! I am straining every effort to learn what is so wonder-
fully vouchsafed to great artists and seems to be the fruit of
swift momentary inspiration. Under the lightest touch of their
brush a man is portrayed free, spontaneous, as he was created
by nature, his movements free and unconstrained. This is
given to them at once, while all my life I must toil, all my life
practise the tedious rudiments, devote all my life to monoto-
nous work that does not correspond with my feelings. Here
are my daubs! They are true, they are like the originals, but if
I try to produce something of my own, it comes all wrong:
the leg does not stand so correctly and easily, the arfm is not
raised so lightly and freely, the turn of the head will never in
my things be as natural as in ‘theirs, and the thought, the
touches that are beyond words . . . No, I shall never be a
great artist.”

His reflections were interrupted by the entrance of his serv-
ant, a lad of eighteen, in a Russian shirt, with a rosy face and
red hair. He began unceremoniously pulling off Tchertkov’s
boots, while the latter remained lost in thought. This lad in the
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red shirt was his servant and his model, he cleaned his boots,
lounged away his time in the little entry, mixed the colours,
and dirtied the floor with his muddy boots. After pulling off his
master’s boots, he flung him his dressing-gown and was going
out of the room, when all at once he turned his head and
brought out in a loud voice: “Am I to light the candle, sir?”

“Yes, light it,” Tchertkov answered absentmindedly.

“Oh, and the landlord has been here,” the grubby servant-
lad announced, following the praiseworthy habit, common to
all persons of his calling, of referring in a postscript to what
was of most importance: “the landlord has been here and he
said that, if you do not pay what you owe him, he’ll pitch all
your pictures out of the window and your bedstead with
them.”

“Tell the landlord not to worry about the rent,” said
Tchertkov; “I have got the money.”

Saying this he felt for the pocket of his coat, but suddenly
remembered that he had left all his money with the picture-
dealer for the portrait. He began inwardly reproaching himself
for his imprudence in having run out of the shop for no
reason whatever, frightened by a trifling incident, without
taking either the money or the portrait. He made up his mind
to go next day to the dealer and get the money back, thinking
that he was perfectly justified in countermanding the purchase,
especially as his private circumstances did not permit of his
indulgence in unnecessary expenditure.

The moonlight lay in a bright white patch upon his floor,
covering part of the bed and ending on the wall. All the
pictures and other objects in the room seemed to smile, as
from time to time their edges caught a gleam of the ever-
lovely radiance. At that instant he chanced to glance at the
wall, and saw hanging on it the strange portrait that had so
struck him in the shop. A faint shudder ran all over him. His
first action was to call his servant and ask him how the por-
trait had come there and who had brought it; but the lad
swore that no one had come into the room except the land-
lord, and that he had been there in the morning and had
nothing in his hand but the key. Tchertkov felt the hair rise up
on his head. Sitting by the window, he tried to persuade him-
self that there could be nothing supernatural in it, that his
servant might have been asleep at the time, that the picture
dealer might have sent the portrait, having happened by some
odd chance to find out where he lodged. . . . In short, he
began going over all the commonplace explanations to which
we resort when we want to prove that something that has
happened must have happened as we think. He resolved not to



’ THE PORTRAIT 215

look at the portrait, but involuntarily his head turned towards
it and his eyes seemed riveted upon the strange picture. The
old man’s immovable stare was unendurable: the eyes posi-
tively gleamed, seeming to absorb the moonlight, and they
were so fearfully lifelike that Tchertkov could not help putting
his hand before his eyes. It seemed as though a tear glistened
on the old man’s eyelashes; the luminous mist into which the
sovereign moon transformed the night increased the effect: the
canvas disappeared, and the dreadful face of the old man
stood out and seemed gazing out of the frame as though out
of a window. . ,

As he ascribed this supernatural effect to the moon, the
wonderful light of which has the mysterious quality of giving
objects something of the sound and colour of the other world,
he told his servant to make haste and bring in the candle by
which the lad was at work. But the expression on the face of
the portrait was not less vivid: the moonlight, blending with
the glow of the candle, gave it an even more incomprehensible
and strange look of life. Snatching up a sheet, he began cov-
ering the portrait, folding it three times round it, so that no
ray of light could get through; but, for all that, either because
his imagination had been deeply stirred, or his own eyes, ex-
hausted by overstrain, had some fugitive moving pattern im-
printed on them, he fancied for some time that the old man’s
eyes were gleaming through the sheet. At last he made up his
mind to put out the candle and go to bed behind a screen
which hid the portrait*‘from him. In vain he waited for sleep;
most dismal thoughts dispelled the tranquil state of mind
which leads to slumber; depression, annoyance, the landlord
asking for money, his poverty, his unfinished pictures—the
works of impotent impulse—all danced before his eyes and
followed one another in endless succession. And when for a
minute he succeeded in driving them away, the strange por-
trait dominated his imagination, and its murderous eyes
seemed to be gleaming at him through a crack in the screen.
Never had he felt such a weight of oppression on his soul. The
moonlight, in which there is so much melody when it breaks
into the solitary bedroom of a poet and wafts half-waking
dreams of childlike enchantment over his pillow, brought him
no melodious dreams; his dreams were those of sickness. At
last he sank not into sleep but into a sort of half-forgetfulness,
into that oppressive state when with one eye one sees the
haunting fancies of dreamland and with the other the objects
about one wrapped in a cloak of obscurity.

He saw the figure of the old man detach itself from the
‘portrait and leave it, just as the upper foam is lifted from a
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frothing liquid, rise in the air and float nearer and nearer to
him, till at last it approached his very bedstead. Tchertkov felt
his breath stop and tried to sit up; but his arms would not
move. The old man’s eyes glowed with a dull fire and were
fastened upon him with all their magnetic power.

“Do not fear,” said the strange old man, and Tchertkov
noticed a smile on his lips, which seemed to sting him with its
derision and lighted up the dull wrinkles of his face with
glaring vividness. “Do not fear me,” said the strange appari-
tion; “you and I will never part. You have set to work very
stupidly. What possesses you to spend years at the A, B, C,
when you might long ago have been reading fluently? Do you
suppose that by years of effort you may master art, that you
will be successful and may gain something? Yes, you will
gain,” here his face was strangely distorted and a sort of fixed
laugh was apparent in all his wrinkles, “you will gain the
enviable right to throw yourself from St. Isaac’s Bridge into
the Neva or to hang yourself on a nail with a kerchief round
your neck; while the first painter who buys your work for a
rouble will blot it out to paint some red face on the canvas.
Give up that stupid notion! Everything in the world is done
for profit. Make haste -and paint portraits of all the town!
Accept every commission, but do not be in love with your
work; don’t sit over it day and night: time flies quickly, and
life will not lag behind. The more pictures you finish in the
day, the more money there will be in your pocket and the
more glory you will win. Give up this garret and take an
expensive flat. I like you and so I give you this advice; I will
give you money too, only come to me.”

Here the same fixed, terrible laugh appeared on the old
man’s face again.

A shudder of horror passed over Tchertkov and a cold
sweat came out on his face. Making a desperate effort, he
raised himself on his arm and at last sat up in bed, but the old
man’s image had grown dim and Tchertkov only saw him go
back into his frame. The young man got up uneasily and
began walking up and down the room. To revive himself a
little, he went to the window. The moonlight was still lying on
the roofs and white walls of the houses, though little storm-
clouds had begun passing over the sky. All was still except for
the distant jingle of a chaise, where some cabman in an unseen
alley was asleep, lulled by his lazy nag while waiting for a
belated fare. Tchertkov persuaded himself at last that his im-
agination was overwrought and had brought the creature of
his troubled thought before him in his sleep. He went up to
the portrait once more; the sheet concealed it completely from
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his eyes, and it seemed as though only a tiny gleam of light
filtered through it. At last he fell asleep and slept till morning.

When he woke up, he was for a long time in that unpleas-
ant state which overcomes a man after being exposed to char-
coal fumes; he had an unpleasant headache. The light was dim
in the room, there was a disagreeable damp mist in the air
which made its way through the crevices of his windows,
covered with pictures or with stained canvases. Soon there
came a knock at the door, and the landlord came in together
with the local police superintendent, whose appearance is to
humble people as disturbing as the ingratiating face of a peti-
tioner is to the wealthy.

The landlord of the little house in which Tchertkov lodged
belonged to the class of persons who are commonly owners of
houses in the Fifteenth Row in Vassily Island, on the Peters-
burg Side, or in a remote corner of Kolomna, persons who are
numerous in Russia and whose character is as difficult to
describe as the colour of a threadbare overcoat. In his youth
he had been a captain in the army, a loud-voiced bully, and
bad also been engaged in civilian pursuits, was a capital hand
at administering a sound thrashing, and was at the same time
a sharp fellow, a dandy and a fool, but in his old age he
blended all these striking peculiarities into a sort of dingy
indefiniteness. He was a widower, was on the shelf, was no
longer spruce, neither bragged nor quarrelled, was fond of his
cup of tea, and of babbling all sorts of nonsense over it; he
walked about his room snuffing the candle ends; punctually
every month called on his lodgers for the rent; went out into
the street with a key in his hand to have a look at the roof of
his house; continually routed out the house-porter from the
cupboard in which the latter used to secrete himself for a nap:
in short he was on the shelf, a man who from all the ups and
downs of his turbulent existence had retained nothing but
vulgar habits.

“Please take the necessary steps and tell him,” said the
landlord, addressing the police superintendent.

“It is my duty to tell you,” said the police superintendent,
putting his hand on the bottonhole of his uniform, “that you
must pay the three months’ rent you owe.”

“I should be glad to pay, but what am 1 to do if I have not
the money,” said Tchertkov coolly.

“In that case the landlord must seize some of your goods
for the value of the rent, and you must turn out to-day.’

“Take anything you like,” Tchertkov answered almost un-
consciously.

“Many of the pictures are not badly painted,” the police
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superintendent went on, turning over some of them; “it is only
a pity that they are not finished, and the colours are not very
vivid. I suppose being short of money you could not buy the
paints, but what is that picture wrapped up in linen?”

Saying this, the police superintendent going up to the pic-
ture pulled the sheet off it without more ado, for these gentry
always permit themselves a little freedom when they see
people quite defenceless or poor. The portrait seemed to sur-
prise him, for the extraordinarily living eyes produced the
same effect on everybody. As he examined the picture, he
grasped the frame rather tightly and, as the hands of the
guardians of law and order are always rather used to rough
work, the frame suddenly cracked; a little slip of wood
dropped out together with a roll of gold coins, which fell with
a chink on the floor and several gleaming discs rolled in all
directions. Tchertkov flew greedily to pick them up, and
snatched from the policeman’s harid those he had already
collected. _

“How is it you say that you have no money to pay the
rent?” observed the police superintendent, smiling agreeably,
“when you have all this gold?”

“That money is sacred to me!” cried Tchertkov, in appre-
hension of the policeman’s adroit hands. “I ought to keep it, it
was entrusted to me by my dead father. However, to satisfy
you, here is your rent!” with this he threw a few gold pieces to
the landlord. .

The countenance and manners of the landlord and of the
worthy guardian of drunken cabmen’s morals were instantly
transformed.

The policeman began apologising and assuring him that he
had merely carried out the prescribed formalities and had of
course no right to constrain him, and, to convince Tchertkov
of this more thoroughly, he offered him a pinch of snuff. The
landlord declared that he had only been joking, and declared
it with the oaths and shamelessness of a shopkeeper in the
Gostiny Dvor.

Tchertkov ran away and made up his mind not to remain in
the lodgings. He had not even time to think over‘the strange-
ness of this adventure. Examining the roll of money, he found
that it contained more than a hundred gold pieces. The first
thing he did was to take a smart flat, which seemed as though
it had been prepared expressly for him. There were four lofty
rooms, side by side, large windows, and every advantage and
convenience for an artist! As he lay on the sofa and looked
out of the windows—all whole and unbroken—at the sea of
people ebbing and flowing outside, he sank into a self-compla-
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cent forgetfulness, and marvelled at the fate that had befallen
him only the day before in his garret. His finished and
unfinished pictures hung about on the spacious and elegant
walls; among them hung the mysterious portrait which had
come into his hands in such a unique way. He fell again to
wondering what was the reason of the extraordinary look of
life in the eyes. His thoughts turned to his half-waking dream
and at last to the marvellous treasure concealed in the frame.
All this led him to believe that there was some story connected
with the picture, and even perhaps that his own existence was
bound up with the portrait. He jumped off the sofa and began
examining it attentively; there was a drawer in the frame cov-
ered with a thin slip of wood, so skilfully made and smoothed
off on the surface that no one could have discovered its exist-
ence had not the heavy finger of the police superintendent
pressed on the slip of wood. He put it back in its place and
looked at it once more.The look of life in the eyes had not
struck him as so terrible in the bright light that filled his room
from the large windows, and in the noise of the crowded
streets that thundered upon his ears; but there was something
unpleasant in it, he tried to turn away as soon as possible.

At that moment there was a ring at the door, and a
dignified elderly lady with a waist like a wineglass walked in,
accompanied by a young girl of eighteen; a flunkey in gor-
geous livery opened the door for them and remained standing
in the vestibule.

“I have come to ask you a favour,” the lady brought out in
the caressing tone in which ladies usually converse with artists,
French hairdressers, and such people, born to give pleasure to -
others. “I have heard of your talent. . . .” (Tchertkov won-
dered that he had so quickly become famous.) “I want you to
paint my daughter’s portrait.”

At this the daughter’s pale face turned towards the artist
who, had he been a connoisseur of the heart, could have read
her brief story at once in it—the childish passion for balls, the
depression and boredom during the long period of waiting
before dinner and after dinner, the eagerness to run off to
some crowded promenade, dressed in the latest fashion, the
impatience to see her girl-friend so as to say to her, “Oh, my
dear, how bored I was,” or to describe the flounces some
Madame Sihler had put on Princess B.s new gown. . . .
That was all that could be read on the young visitor’s pale,
almost expressionless, face, which wore a shade of sickly sal-
lowness.

“I should be glad if you could set to work at once,” the lady
went on; “we can spare you an hour.”
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Tchertkov flew to get his paints and brushes, took a canvas
he had ready, and settled himself, prepared to begin.

“I ought to tell you a little about Amnnette,” said the lady,
“and that will make your work a little easier. A yearning look
has always been observed in her eyes and, indeed, in all her
features. My Annette is very emotional, and I must own I
never let her read the new novels.” (The artist gazed at the girl
intently, but did not observe the yearning look.) “I should like
you to paint her simply, in the family circle, or, better still,
alone in the open air in the shade of a green tree, that nothing
might suggest that she was .going to a ball. I must own that
our balls are so tiresome and so killing to the soul that I really
do not understand what pleasure is to be found in them!” said
the elderly lady.

But the daughter’s face and even the harsh features of the
worthy lady herself betrayed that they never missed a smgle
ball.

Tchertkov was for a moment uncertain how to combme
these slight incongruities, but at last he decided to take a
prudent middle course. Moreover, he was attracted by the
desire to overcome difficulties and to be triumphantly success-
ful while preserving an ambiguous expression.

His brush flung upon the canvas the first misty artistic
chaos; from it the features began slowly to stand out and take
shape. He was completely absorbed in his sitter, and was
beginning to catch those-elusive traits which in a good portrait
give even to the most uninteresting face a certain character
that is the highest triumph of truth. He was overcome by a
sweet tremor as he felt that at last he had discerned and was
perhaps reproducing what is not often successfully expressed.
This eager and ever-mounting joy is known only to talent.
Under his brush the face in the portrait seemed spontaneously
to acquire the colouring which was a sudden revelation to
himself; but the sitter began fidgeting and yawning so vi-
olently that it was hard for the still inexperienced artist to
catch the permanent expression.

“I think it is enough for the first time,” observed the elderly
lady.

Good God, how awful it was! His spirit and his powers
were stirred and eager to have their full fling. Throwing down
the palette, the artist stood before the picture, his head
hanging.

“I was told, though, that you would finish a portrait in two
sittings,” observed the lady, going up to the picture, “but so
far you have nothing but the rough sketch. We will come to
you to-morrow at the same time.”
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The artist saw his visitors out in silence and remained
plunged in disagreeable reflections. In his garret no one had
interrupted him when he was sitting over his unbespoken
work. With vexation he moved away the portrait he had be-
gun and meant to take up other unfinished work. But how is it
possible for the thought and feeling that is saturated with one
subject to become absorbed in fresh ones which have not yet
fascinated the imagination? Putting down his brush he went
out of the house.

Youth is happy in having-a number of paths before it, and
having thousands of different pleasures open before its eager
fresh spirit; and so Tchertkov’s mind was diverted almost in-
stantly. What is not within the grasp of youth brimming over
with vigour when there are a few gold pieces in the pocket?
Moreover, a Russian, and particularly a Russian nobleman or
artist, has a strange peculiarity: as soon as he has a kopeck in
his pocket he throws prudence to the winds and has no care
for the future. He had about thirty gold pieces left after
paying in advance for his flat, and all those thirty gold pieces
he spent in one evening. First of all, he ordered a very good
dinner, emptied two bottles of wine and did not trouble to
pick up- his change, hired a smart carriage to drive to the
theatre which was only a few steps from his flat, regaled three
of his friends in a restaurant, went off to other places of
entertainment, and returned home without a farthing in his
pocket. Getting into bed he fell into a sound sleep, but his
dreams were incoherent; and as on that first night his chest
felt oppressed as though there were something heavy upon it.
He saw through the crack of the screen the old man’s sem-
blance part from the canvas and count over heaps of money
with an expression of uneasiness. The gold fell dropping from
his hands. . . . Tchertkov’s eyes glowed; it seemed as though
his heart found in the gold an unutterable charm which had
till then been unknown to him. The old man beckoned him
with his finger and showed him a whole heap of gold pieces.
Tchertkov stretched out his hand convulsively and woke up.
Getting up, he went to the portrait, shook it, cut all the frame
about with a penknife, but found no money hidden in it; at
last he gave it up and made up his mind to work, vowing not
to spend too long over his pictures and not to let his alluring
brush run away with him.

At that moment the same lady with her pale Annette ar-
rived again. The artist put the portrait on the easel and this
time his brush moved more rapidly. The sunny day and bright
lighting gave a special expression to the sitter and revealed a
number of delicate points hitherto unnoticed. His soul was



N

222 A Treasury of Great Ghost Stories

fired to intense effort again. He strove to catch the tiniest
point and line, even the very sallowness and uneven change of
colour in the face of the yawning and exhausted beauty, with
the exactitude which inexperienced artists permit themselves,
imagining that the truth will be as pleasing-to others as it is to
themselves. His brush was only just attempting to catch the
expression of the whole when the annoying “Enough” rang
out about his ears, and the lady went up to the portrait.

“Oh! my goodness! what have you done?” she cried with
vexation. “You have made Anette yellow; there are dark
patches under her eyes; she looks as though she had taken
several bottles of medicine. Do, for mercy’s sake, alter your
portrait; that’s not her face at all. We will be with you to-
morrow at the same time.”

Tchertkov threw down the brush with annoyance; he cursed
himself and art and the amiable lady and her daughter and the
whole world. He sat hungry in his magnificent room and had
not the energy to work at one of his pictures. Next morning,
getting up early, he seized the first sketch he came across,
which happened to be a study of Psyche he had begun long
before, and’ set it on an easel with the intention of forcing
himself to go on with it. At that moment the lady came in
again. .

“Oh, Annette! Look, look here!” cried the lady, looking
delighted. “Oh, how like! charming! charming! The nose, and
the mouth, and the brows! How can we thank you for the
charming surprise? How sweet it is! How nice the way that
hand is just a little raised. I see that you really are as great an
artist as we were told.”

Tchertkov stood aghast, seeing that the lady had taken his
Psyche for a portrait of her daughter. With the modest shy-
ness of a novice, he began assuring them he was trying to
picture Psyche in this poor sketch; but the daughter took that
as a compliment and gave him a rather sweet smile; the
mother smiled too. A fiendish thought flashed through the
artist’s mind, a feeling of anger and vexation strengthened it,
and he made up his mind to take advantage of this misunder-
standing.

“Allow me to ask you to sit a little longer to-day,” he
observed, addressing the fair girl, who was for once good-hu-
moured. “You see that I have not yet touched the dress at all,
because I wanted to do all that with great exactness from
nature.” He quickly clothed his Psyche in the costume of the
nineteenth century, slightly touched the eyes and lips, made
the hair a Tittle lighter, and handed the portrait to his visitors.
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A roll of notes and a gracious smile of gratitude were his
reward.

But the artist stood as though rooted to the spot; his con-
science pricked him. He was overcome by that fastidious,
sensitive apprehension for his good name felt by a young man
who bears within him the dignity of talent and is forced by it,
if not to destroy, at least to conceal from the world the works
in which he sees imperfections, and rather to endure the con-
tempt of the crowd than the contempt of the true connoisseur.
He fancied that a stern judge was already standing before his
picture, shaking his head and reproaching him for shameless-
ness and lack of talent. What would he not have given to get
the picture back again! He wanted to run after the lady, to
snatch the portrait out of her hand, to tear it to pieces and
trample it underfoot, but how was he to do it? where was he
to go? He did not even know his visitors’ surname!

From that day, however, a happy change took place in his
fortunes. He expected that his name would be covered with
ignominy, but what happened was exactly the opposite. The
lady who had commissioned him to paint the portrait talked
with enthusiasm of the extraordinary artist, and our Tchert-
kov's studio was crowded with visitors, eager to double, and
even if possible to increase tenfold, his rate of production. But
being still fresh and innocent, feeling in his heart that he was
not competent to undertake so much work, Tchertkov, by way
of expiation and effacement of his sin, determined to do his
very best with his work, to redouble his efforts, and so to
perform miracles. But his good resolutions met with unfore-
seen obstacles: the sitters whose portraits he had to paint were
for the most part impatient people, busy and hurried, and, as
soon as his brush was beginning to create something not quite
commonplace, he would be weighed down by another sitter,
who held his head erect with a very dignified air, burning with
eagerness to see it on the canvas; and the artist made haste to
finish what he was doing. At last his time was so broken up
that he never had a minute to give to reflection; and inspira-
tion, continually strangled at its very source, ceased at last to
visit him. In the end, to make his work more rapid, he took to
confining himself to familiar, unvaried, and hackneyed forms.
Soon his portraits were like the family portraits of old artists
which are so often to be met with in every country of Europe
and indeed in every cormer of the world, in which ladies are
painted with their arms folded across their bosoms and a
flower in one hand, and gentlemen in uniforms with one hand
on a button. Sometimes he wanted to give his sitter a new,
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unhackneyed position, which would have shown originality
and spontaneity, but alas! everything light and spontaneous in
the work of poet or artist, far from being spontaneously at-
tained, is the fruit of great effort. For an artist to give a new,
bold expression to his work, to discover a new secret in the art
of painting, he must devote long hours to thought, turning his
eyes away from everything surrounding him and shutting him-
self off from life and from everything worldly. But he had no™
time to do this, and, moreover, he was too exhausted by his
daily toil to be in a fit state to receive inspiration; the world
from which he painted his portraits was too commonplace and
of one pattern to stir and stimulate the imagination. The set
face of the director of a government department with its air of
profound severity, the red face of the captain of Uhlans, for
ever the same, the pale, artificially smiling countenance of the
Petersburg beauty, and a number of others all extremely com-
monplace made up the show that passed every day before our
artist’s eyes. It seemed as though his brush itself acquired at
last the colourlessness and absence of vitality which distin-
guished his models.

The bank-notes and gold which were unceasingly passing
through his hands in the long run tarnished the pure impulse
of his soul. He took shameless advantage of the weakness of
his sitters, who for the sake of some beautifying touch added
by the artist to their portraits were ready to forgive him all
defects, even though that touch might be to the detriment of
the likeness.

Tchertkov at last became a really fashionable painter. All
Petersburg flocked to him; his portraits were to be seen in
every study, bedroom, drawing-room, and boudoir. True art-
ists shrugged their shoulders looking at this spoilt darling of
fortune. In vain they strove to discover in him one touch of
real truth to nature springing from the heat of inspiration;
they found nothing but correct and almost always good- -
looking faces, for the artist still retained a conception of
beauty, though he had no knowledge of the heart, of the
passions, or even of the habits of men—nothing of what
would have betrayed great development of delicate taste.
Some who knew Tchertkov wondered at this strange develop-
ment, for they had seen some talent in his early studies, and
they tried to solve the inexplicable question how a man’s gifts
could disappear in the hey-day of his power instead of devel-
oping into full brilliance.

But the self-satisfied artist heard nothing of this criticism;
he congratulated himself on his renown as he jingled his gold
pieces, and began to believe that everything in the world is
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commonplace and simple, that there is no such thing as reve-
lation from on high, and that everything essential can be
brought under the stern principles of correctness and uniform-
ity. Already he was reaching that time of life when every-
thing inspired by impulse contracts in a man, when the strains
of the mighty violin rouse feebler echoes in the soul and its
pure notes no longer thrill the heart, when the touch of beauty
no longer turns its virgin forces into fire and flame, but all the
burnt-out feelings grow more responsive to the jingle of gold,
listen more attentively to its alluring music, and, little by little,
imperceptibly permit it to absorb them. Fame cannot satisfy
and give pleasure to one who has stolen and not observed it; it
produces a permanent thrill only in those worthy of it. And
therefore all his feelings and his impulses turned to gold. Gold
became his passion, his ideal, his terror, his pleasure, his goal.
Piles of notes grew in his boxes and, like every one to whom
this terrible privilege is vouchsafed, he began to grow tedious,
inaccessible to everything, indifferent to everything. It seemed
as though he were on the point of being transformed into one
of those strange beings, sometimes to be found in the world,
at whom a man full of energy and passion looks with horror,
seeing in them living corpses. But one circumstance made a
violent impression upon him and gave a different turn to his
life. :

One day he saw on his table a note in which the Academy
of Arts invited him as an honoured member to come and give
his criticism on the work of a Russian painter, who had sent
it from Italy where he was studying. This artist was one of his
old fellow-students, who had from his earliest years cherished
a passion for art, had devoted himself to it with the ardent
soul of a patient worker, and, tearing himself away from
friends, from relations, from cherished habits, had hastened
without means to a strange land; he had endured poverty,
humiliation, even hunger; but with rare self-sacrifice had re-
mained regardless of everything, insensible to everything, ex-
cept his cherished art.

When Tchertkov went into the hall, he found a crowd of
visitors already gathered about the picture. A profound silence
prevailed such as is rare in a large assembly of critics. He
hastened to assume the important air of a connoisseur, as he
advanced to the picture, but, good heavens! what did he see!

Pure, stainless, lovely as a bride, the painter’s work stood
before him. And not the faintest sign of desire to dazzle, of
pardonable vanity, even of any thought of showing off to the
crowd could be seen jn it! It excelled with modesty. It was
simple, innocent, divine as talent, as genius. The amazingly
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lovely figures were grouped unconstrainedly, freely, as it were
not touching the canvas, and seemed to be modestly casting
down their lovely eyelashes in amazement at so many eyes
fixed upon them. The features of these godlike faces seemed
to be breathing with the mysteries which the soul has no
power, no means to convey to another: the inexpressible
found serene expression in them; and all this was flung on to
the canvas so lightly, with such modest freedom, that it might
have seemed the fruit of a moment’s inspiration dawning upon
the artist’s mind. The whole picture was a moment, but it was
the moment for which all human life had been but preparation.
Involuntary tears were ready to start to the eyes of the visitors
who stood round the picture. It seemed as though all tastes, all
sorts of wilful misguided diversities of taste, were blended into
a silent hymn of praise. Tchertkov stood motionless, open-
mouthed before the picture, and as the onlookers and connois-
seurs gradually began to break the silence and discuss the
qualities of the work and finally turned to him asking for his
opinion, he came to himself; he tried to regain his ordinary air
of indifference, tried to utter the commonplace vulgar criti-
cisms of blasé artists: to observe that the picture was good
and that the artist had talent, but it was to be regretted that
the idea was not perfectly carried out in certain details—but
the words died on his lips, confused tears and sobs broke from
him in response, and he ran out of the hall like one possessed.

For a minute he stood senmseless and motionless in the
middle of his magnificent studio. His whole being, his whole
life had been awakened in one instant, as though his youth
had come back to him, as though the smouldering sparks of
talent had burst into flame again. Good God! and to have
ruined so ruthlessly all the best years of his youth, to have
destroyed, to have quenched the spark of fire that glowed
perhaps in his breast, that would perhaps by now have devel-
oped into greatness and beauty, that would perhaps in the
same way have wrung tears of amazement and gratitude from
the eyes of beholders! And to have ruined it all, to have ruined
it without mercy! It seemed as though at that moment the
impulses and strivings that had once been familiar revived in
his soul. He snatched up a brush and approached a canvas.
The sweat of effort came out on his brow, he was all absorbed
in one desire and might be said to be glowing with one
thought: he longed to paint a fallen angel. No idea could have
been more in harmony with his present frame of mind. But,
alas! his figures, his attitudes, his groupings, his thoughts were
artificial and disconnected. His painting and his imagination
had been too long confined to one pattern; and a feeble im-
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pulse to escape from the limits and fetters he had laid upon
himself ended in inaccuracy and failure. He had disdained the
wearisome, long ladder of steady work and the first funda-
mental laws of future greatness. In vexation he took out of the
room all his works marked by the deadly pallor of superficial
fashion, locked the door, gave orders that no one should be
admitted, and set to work with the ardour of youth. But alas!
at every step he was pulled up by ignorance of the most
fundamental elements; the humble, insignificant mechanism of
his art cooled all his ardour, and stood an impassible barrier
before his imagination. Sometimes a sudden phantom of a
great idea loomed before him, his imagination saw in dark
perspective something that caught and flung upon the canvas
might have become extraordinary and at the same time within
the grasp of every soul; some star of the marvellous gleamed
in the vague mist of his thoughts, for he really bore within
him the phantom of a talent. But, good heavens! some in-
significant essential familiar to a student, some dead rule of
anatomy—and the thought failed, the impulse of the impotent
imagination was fettered, unexpressed, unportrayed. His brush
involuntarily returned to hackneyed forms, his hands went
back to his stereotyped manner. The heads dared not take an
original attitude, the very folds of the garments insisted on
being commonplace and refused to drape and hang on unfa-
miliar poses of the body. And he felt it, he felt it and saw it
himself! . . . The sweat ran down him in great drops, his lips
quivered, and, after a long pause during which all his feelings
were in revolt within him, he set to work again; but when a
man is over thirty it is more difficult to study the hard rules of
anatomy, and it is still harder to attain all at once what is
developed slowly and is gained after long effort and great
labour by deep self-sacrifice. At-last he came to know that
terrible torture which appears sometimes, a striking exception
in nature, when a feeble talent tries to rise above its limit and
cannot—that torture which in youth brings forth greatness,
but in one who has passed the bounds of dream-land turns to
fruitless yearning—that terrible torture which makes a man
capable of awful deeds. He was possessed by a horrible envy,
an envy that verged on frenzy. A look of venom came into his
face when he saw a work that bore the stamp of talent. He
ground his teeth and devoured it with the eyes of a basilisk. At
last the most hellish design which the heart of man has ever
cherished sprang up within him, and with frenzied violence he
flew to carry it out. He began buying up all the finest works of
art. After buying a picture at a high price, he carried it home
carefully to his room and with the fury of a tiger fell upon it,
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tore it, rent it, cut it up into little scraps and stamped on it,
accompanying this with a horrid laugh of fiendish glee.

Whenever the work of a new artist appeared which revealed
talent, he did everything in his power at all cost to buy it. The
immense wealth he had amassed provided him with the
means for gratifying this fiendish passion. He untied all his
bags of gold and unlocked his chests. No ignorant monster
destroyed so many fine works as were destroyed by his savage
revenge. And people who bore within them the spark of divine
understanding, eager only for what is great, were mercilessly
and inhumanly deprived of those holy, splendid works in
which great art has lifted the veil from heaven and revealed to
man a part of his inner world, full of sounds and holy secrets.
Nowhere and in no corner could they hide from his rapacious
passion that knew no ruth. His fiery, eagle eye penetrated
everywhere and found traces of an artist’s brush even among
dust and neglect. At all auctions, as soon as he appeared,
every one despaired at once of obtaining any work of art. It
seemed as though Heaven, moved to wrath, had sent this
awful scourge upon the earth expressly to take from it all its
harmony. This awful passion left traces on his face: it was
almost always tinged with the sickly hue of jealousy; there was
a gleam in his eye that was almost insane; his scowling brows
and the deep lines that were never smoothed from his fore-
head gave him a wild look, and marked him off from peaceful
dwellers upon earth.

Fortunately for the world and for art, such an overstrained
and unnatural life could not last long; its passions were too
abnormal and colossal for his feeble strength. Fits of frenzy
and madness began to be frequent, and at last it ended in a
terrible illness. Acute fever, combined with galloping con-
sumption, took such violent hold on him that in three days he
was only the shadow of his former self. And to this was added
all the symptoms of hopeless insanity. Sometimes it needed
several men to hold him, He began to be haunted by the long-
forgotten, living eyes of the strange portrait, and then his
frenzy was terrible. All the people who stood round his bed
seemed to him like dreadful portraits. The portrait was
doubled, quadrupled before his eyes, and at last he imagined
that all the walls were hung with these awful portraits, all
fastening upon him their unmoving, living eyes. Terrible por-
traits looked at him from the ceiling, from the floor, and to
crown it all he saw the room grow larger and extéend away
into space to give more room for these staring eyes. The
doctor who had undertaken to treat him, and who had heard
something of his strange story, did all he could to discover the



THE PORTRAIT 229

mysterious connection between the hallucinations that haunted
him and the incidents of his life, but could not arrive at
anything. The patient understood nothing and felt nothing but
his sufferings, and in a piercing, indescribable, heart-rending
voice screamed and implored that they would take away the
haunting portrait with the living eyes, the whereabouts of
which he described with an exactitude of detail strange in the
mouth of a madman. All efforts to find this portrait were in
vain. Everything in the house was turned upside down, but the
portrait was not found. Then the patient would sit up in bed
uneasily and again begin to describe where it was with a pre-
ciseness which proved the presence of clear and penetrating
thought; but all search was in vain. At last the doctor came to
the conclusion that it was only a special form of madness.
Soon his life was cut short by a final paroxysm of speechless
agony. His corpse was dreadful to behold. Nor could they find
any trace of his vast wealth, but, seeing the torn up shreds of
the great masterpieces of art, the price of which reached mil-
lions, they understood the terrible uses to which it had been
put.

I

Masses of carriages, chaises, and coaches were standing
round the entrance of the house in which an auction was
taking place. It was a sale of all the belongings of one of those
wealthy art connoisseurs who sweetly slumber away their lives
plunged in zephyrs and amours, who are naively reputed to
be Mzcenases, and good-naturedly spend on keeping up that
Teputation the millions accumulated by their business-like fa-
thers, and often, indeed, by their own earlier labours. Thé
long drawing-room was filled with the most mixed crowd of
visitors, who had -come swooping down like birds of prey on
an abandoned body. Here was a regular flotilla of Russian
merchants from the Arcade and even from the market, in
dark-blue coats of German cut. They had here a harder and
more free-and-easy air and appearance, and were not marked
by the mawkish servility which is so prominent a feature of
the Russian merchant. They did not stand on ceremony, in
spite of the fact that there were in the room many distin-
guished aristocrats, before whom in any other place they
would have been ready to bow down to the ground till they
swept away the dust brought in by their own boots. Here they
were completely at their ease, and fingered books and pictures
without ceremony, trying to feel the quality of the goods, and
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boldly outbid aristocratic connoisseurs. Here were many of
those persons who are invariably seen at auctions, who make
it a rhle to attend one at lunch-time every day; distinguished
connoisseurs who look upon it as a duty not to miss a chance
of increasing their collections, and have nothing else to do
between twelve and one o’clock; and finally there were thoese
excellent gentlemen whose coats and pockets are not well-
lined but who turn up every day at such functions with no
interested motives, solely to see how things will go: who
would give more and who less, who would outbid whom, and
to whom the goods would be knocked down. Many of the
pictures had been flung down here and there without any
system; they were mixed up with the furniture and books,
which all bore the crest of their owner, though he probably
had not had the laudable curiosity to look into them. Chinese
vases, marble table-tops, furniture both modern and old-fash-
ioned with bent lines adorned with the paws of griffins,
sphinxes, and lions, chandeliers gilt and not gilt, and_ knick-
knacks of all sorts were heaped up together, not arranged in
order as in shops. It was a chaos of works of art. As a rule the
impression made by an auction is queer. There is something in
it suggestive of a funeral procession. The room in which it
takes place is always rather gloomy, the windows are blocked
up with furniture and pictures, the light filters in sparingly;
there is silent attention on all the faces, and the sounds: “A
hundred roubles, a rouble and twenty kopecks, four hundred
roubles and fifty kopecks,” dropping emphatically from the
lips, fall strangely on the ear. And the effect of a funeral
procession is enhanced by the voice of the auctioneer, as he
taps with his hammer and performs the funeral service over
the poor works of art so strangely gathered together.

The auction had not yet begun, however; the company were
looking at various objects that were lying in a heap on the
floor. Meanwhile a small group stood before one picture: it
was the portrait of an old man with such strangely lifelike
eyes that it could not but rivet their attention. The genuine
talent of the painter could not be denied; though the work was
unfinished, it bore the unmistakable stamp of a powerful
hand; at the same time, the supernaturally living eyes could
not but call forth criticism. They felt it was the acme of truth,
that only a genius could have portrayed it in such perfection,
but that genius had too audaciously overstepped the limits set
for man. Their rapt attention was interrupted by a sudden
exclamation from an elderly gentleman: “Ah, there it is!” he
cried out in great agitation, and fixed his eyes upon the por-
trait. Such an exclamation naturally excited general curiosity,
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and several of those who were looking at it could not resist
saying to him: “You must know something about that por-
trait?”

“You are not mistaken,” answered the man who had uttered
the exclamation. “Certainly, I know more than any one of the
history of that portrait. Everything convinces me that it must
be the portrait of which I am going to speak. As I see you are
all interested to hear about it, I am ready to satisfy you.”

The onlookers bent their heads in tokén of gratitude, and
prepared to listen with great attention.

“Doubtless some of you,” he began, “know well that part of
the town which is called Kolomna. It has marked characteris-
tics that distinguish it from other parts of the town. The man-
ners, the occupations, the position, and the habits of its resi-
dents are quite distinct from those of other parts of the town.
Nothing in it is like the capital; on the other hand, nothing in
it is like a provincial town, because the disharmony of a
many-sided and, if I may so express it, civilized life has pene-
trated even there and shows itself in the delicate trifles to
which only a populous city can give rise. In it there is quite
another world, and as you drive into the deserted Kolomna
streets you seem to feel the desires and impulses of youth
deserting you. There is no glimpse of a bright and buoyant
future there. There everything is quiet and suggestive of retire-i
ment from active life. There is all the sediment from thel
ferment of a town. And, indeed, it is the refuge of retired
clerks whose pensions do not exceed five hundred roubles; of
widows who lived in old days on their husbands’ work, of:
persons of small means who have in the past made an
agreeable acquaintance with the senate and so condemned
themselves to this district for their whole lives; of cooks who
have retired and spend the whole day haggling in the market,
gossiping with the peasants in the milkshop, buying five ko-
pecks’ worth of coffee and four kopecks’ worth of sugar every|
day; and all that class of people, whom I call ashen, whose|
clothes and faces and hair all have a dingy appearance like
ashes. They are like a grey day when the sun does not dazzle
with its brilliance, nor the storm whistle with thunder, rain,
and hail, but when the sky is neither one thing nor the other:
there is a veil of mist that blurs the outline of every object.
The faces of these people are a reddish-rusty colour, their hair
is reddish too; their eyes are almost always lustreless, their,
clothes too, are always:a dull drab, and suggest the muddy
colour that is produced by mixing all the paints together—in
fact, their whole exterior is drab. We may reckon in the same
class the retired orchestra conductors, the discharged titular]
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councillors of fifty, the retired sons of Mars, with a pension of
two hundred roubles, with a swollen lip or an eye knocked
out. These people are quite without passions: nothing matters
to them: they go about without taking the slightest notice of
anything, and remain quite silent thinking of nothing at all. In
their room they have nothing but a bedstead and a bottle of
pure Russian vodka, which they imbibe with equal regularity
every day, without any of the rush of ardour to the head that
is provoked by a strong dose, such as the young German
artisan, that student of Myeshtchansky Street, who has un-
disputed possession of thé pavement after twelve o’clock at
night, loves to give himself on Sundays.

“Life in Kolomna is never varied: rarely does a carriage
rumble through its quiet streets, unless it be one full of actors,
which disturbs the general stlllness with its bells, its creakmg
and rattling. Here almost every one goes on foot. Only at rare
intervals a cab crawls along lazily, almost always without a
fare, taking a load of hay for its humble nag. The rent of the
flats rarely amounts to a thousand roubles; they more often
cost from fifteen to twenty or thirty roubles a month, not
reckoning numbers of rooms that are divided up into corners,
let with heating and coffee for four and a half roubles a
month. The widows of government-clerks, in receipt of a pen-
sion, are the most substantial inhabitants of the quarter. They
behave with great propriety, keep their room fairly clean, and
talk to their female neighbours and friends of the dearness of
beef, potatoes, and cabbages. They not infrequently have a
young daughter, a silent creature who has nothing to say for
herself, though sometimes rather nice-looking; they have also
rather a nasty little dog and an old-fashioned clock with a
dismally ticking pendulum. These widows of government-
clerks occupy the best rooms at the rent of twenty to thirty,
sometimes even forty roubles. Next to them in precedence
come the actors, whose salaries don’t allow of their leaving
Kolomna. They are rather a free and easy set, like all artists,
and live for their own pleasure. Sitting in their dressing-gowns,
they either carve some trifle out of bone or clean a pistol or
stick pieces of cardboard together to make something of use
in the house, or play draughts or cards with a friend, and so
they spend their mornings; they follow the same pursuits in
the evening, mingling them with punch. Below these swells,
these aristocrats of Kolomna, come the smaller fry, and it is as
hard for the observer to reckon up all the people occupying
the different corners and nooks in one room as to enumerate
all the creatures that breed in stale vinegar. What people does
one not meet there! Old women who say their. prayers, old
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women who get drunk, old women who both get drunk and
say their prayers; old women who live from hand to mouth by
means that pass all understanding, who like ants drag old rags
and linen from Kalinkin bridge to the Tolkutchy market, to
sell them there for fifteen kopecks,—in fact all the pitiful and
luckless dregs of humanity.

“Naturally enough these people are often in great poverty,
which prevents them from living even their ordinary poor life;
they are often obliged to resort to borrowing to get out of
their difficulties. Then persons turn up in their midst who are
known by the high-sounding title of capitalists, who are able
to provide sums from twenty to a hundred roubles, of course
at various rates of interest, almost always exorbitant. Little by
little, these persons amass a fortune, which sometimes allows
them to take a little house of their own.

“But among these money-lenders there was one strange
creature very different from the rest; his name was Petromi-
hali. No one knew whether he was a Greek, an Armenian, or
a Moldavian, but anyway his features were distinctly southern.
He always went about in loose Asiatic attire, he was tall, his
face was of a dark olive hue, his grizzled eyebrows and mous-
tache gave him rather a terrible appearance. No expression
whatever could be detected on his face: it was almost always
immobile, and his strongly marked southern features made
him a striking contrast to the ashen-grey inhabitants of Ko-
lomna. Petromihali was quite unlike the other money-lenders
of this secluded quarter of Petersburg. He could lend any sum
required of him; naturally the interest charged for it was also
exceptional. His old house with a number of outbuildings was
on the Kozoy Marsh. It would not have been so dilapidated if
its owner had been prepared to incur some expense for re-
pairs, but Petromihali would spend no money at all. All his
rooms, with the exception of a little garret in which he lived
himself, were cold storerooms, full of china, gilt and jasper
vases, litter of all sorts, even furniture, which debtors of var-
ious grades and callings brought him as pledges, for Petromi-
hali disdained nothing, and, although he lent by the hundred
thousand, he was also prepared to oblige with a sum not
exceeding a rouble. He was ready to put old linen, good-for-
nothing broken chairs, even torn boots, into his storerooms,
and a beggar could boldly apply to him with a bundle in his
arms. Precious pearls, which had perhaps once encircled the
fairest necks on earth, were shut up in his dirty iron chests,
together with the old-fashioned snuff-box of the lady of fifty,
with the diadem that had crowned the alabaster brow of a
beauty, and the diamond ring of some poor government-clerk,
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the reward of his years of unflagging service. But it must be
observed that only extremity of need drove people to apply to
him. His terms were so severe that no one felt inclined to face
them. But what was most strange was that his rate of interest
did not at first sight seem so high. By means of strange and
extraordinary calculations, he managed in some inexplicable
way that the sums due increased at a terrible rate, and even
the officials whose duty it was to inspect his books could not
discover how it was done, especially as it seemed to rest on
strict mathematical principles; they saw the obvious augmen-
tation of the total, and yet, at the same time, they saw that
there was no mistake in the reckoning. His heart was no more
affected by pity than by the other emotions that are felt by
men, and no entreaty could move him to defer or lessen a
payment. Several times luckless old women with faces blue
with cold, limbs numb, and dead hands outstretched, as
though even in death imploring mercy, were found frozen at
his door. This aroused general indignation, and on several
occasions the police would have investigated this strange
man’s doings, but the police constables always succeeded un-
der some pretext or other in dissuading the police superintend-
ent and in putting a different aspect on the matter, although
they never received a farthing from Petromihali. But wealth
has such a strange power, that people put faith in it as in a
treasury note. It can, unnoticed, sway all men as though they
were cringing slaves. This strange being sat cross-legged on a
sofa blackened by age, and received his applicants without
moving, merely twitching an eyebrow by way of greeting; and
he was never heard to utter a superfluous word. There were
rumours, however, that he sometimes gave money gratis, not
asking for its return, but making such a demand that every
one fled from him in horror, and even the most talkative
women could not bring their lips to repeat it. Those who had
the temerity to accept the sums he gave turned yellow, pined
away and died without daring to reveal the secret.

“An artist who was famous in those days for his reaily
excellent work had a little house in the same quarter of the
town. That artist was my father. I can show you some of his
paintings, which reveal true talent. His life was most tranquil.
He was one of those modest devout painters such as were only
common in the religious middle ages. He might have enjoyed
great celebrity and have made a great fortune, if he had ac-
cepted the vast number of commissions offered him on all
hands; but he preferred to paint religious subjects, and under-
took for a small sum to paint the whole ikonostasis of his
parish church. It often happened that he was in want of
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money, but he could never bring himself to apply to the ter-
rible money-lender, though he was always certain of being
able to pay the debt later on, for he had only to sit down and
paint a few portraits, for the money to be in his pocket. But
he was so loth to tear himself away from his pursuits, it was
so painful to be parted even for a time from his cherished
work, that he preferred to sit hungry for days together in his
room, and he would have done so always, but that he had a
dearly loved wife and two children, one of whom you see
before you now. On one occasion, however, his need was so
acute that he had almost made up his mind to go to the
Greek, when suddenly the news reached him that the terrible
money-lender was on the point of death. This fact impressed
him and he was disposed to see in it the intervention of provi-
dence to keep him from carrying out his intention, when he
met in his entry the old woman who waited upon the money-
lender in the threefold character of cook, porter, and valet.
The old woman, who in her strange master’s service had quite
got out of the habit of talking, gasped for breath as she mut-
tered in 2 hollow voice a few jerky disconnected words, from
which my father could learn nothing but that her master was
in great need of him and begged him to bring his paints and
brushes with him. My father could not imagine what use he
could be to him at such a time, above all, with paints and
brushes, but, moved by curiosity, he took his box of painting
materials and set off with the old woman.

“He had much ado to make his way through the crowd of
beggars, who were thronging about the abode of the dying
money-lender in the hope that maybe at last on his deathbed
the sinner might repent-and distribute some small part of his
enormous wealth. He went into a liftle room, and saw lying
stretched almost the whole length of it the body of the Asiatic,
which he took to be dead, so still and straight it lay. At last
the withered head was raised, and the eyes were fastened upon
him with such a terrible look that my father shuddered. Petro-
mihali uttered a hollow exclamation, and at last articulated,
‘Paint my portrait!’ My father was amazed at this strange
desire. He began to urge upon him that this was not the time
to think of that, that he ought to lay aside all earthly desires,
that he had not many minutes to live, and so he must think of
his past deeds and lay his penitence before the Most High. ‘I
want nothing: paint my portrait!’ Petromihali articulated in a
firm voice, while his face worked in such convulsions that my
father would certainly have gone away, had not the feeling,
very pardonable in an artist impressed by an exceptional sub-
ject for his brush, kept him. The money-lender’s face certainly



236 A Treasury of Great Ghost Stories

was one of those which are a veritable treasure for an artist.
With terror, and at the same time with a certain secret eager-
ness, he set the canvas for lack of an easel on his knee, and
began painting. The idea of using the face afterwards for a
picture, in which he wanted to depict the man possessed by
devils at the moment when they are being driven out by the
mighty word of the Saviour,—this thought made him redouble
his efforts. He hurriedly put in the outline and the first shad-
ows, dreading every minute that the money-lender’s life would
suddenly be cut short, for death seemed already hovering on
his lips. Only from time to time he uttered a hoarse sound and
in anxiety turned his terrible eyes towards the picture; at last,
something almost like joy.gleamed in his eye as he saw how
his features were being put upon the canvas. Fearing every
moment for his life, my father decided to concentrate his
efforts on finishing the eyes completely. They were-a most
difficult subject, bécause the feeling expressed in them was
extraordinary and impossible to reproduce. He was busy over
them for about an hour, and at last succeeded in perfectly
catching the fire which was already dimmed in the original.
With secret satisfaction he moved a little away from the
picture to get a better view of it, and leapt back in horror; he
saw living eyes looking at him. He was overcome with such
unutterable terror, that flinging down the palette and .the
brushes he was rushing towards the door; but the horrible
half-dead body of the money-lender rose in the bed and,
clutching at him with a skinny hand, bade him go on with his
work. My father made the sign of the cross and vowéd that he
would not go on. Then the awful being rolled off his bed so
that his bones rattled, and, making a supreme effort, his eyes
glittering with eagerness and his hands clutching my father’s
legs and crawling on the ground, he kissed the skirts of his
coat, while he besought him to finish the portrait. But my
father was not to be moved, and could only marvel at the
strength of the man’s will which could even overcome the
approach of death. At last Petromihali in desperation, with a
tremendous effort, moved from under the bed a trunk, and an
immense heap of gold fell with a thud at my father’s feet.
Seeing that even by this he was unmoved, he grovelled at his
feet and a perfect stream of entreaties flowed from his hith-
erto silent lips. It was impossible not to feel a sort of awful
and even, if I may so express it, revolting compassion. ‘Good
man! Man of God! Man of Christ! this living skeleton articu-
lated in despair. ‘I supplicate you in the name of your little
children, your noble wife, your father’s coffin, finish my por-
trait! One hour, only one hour more, work at it! Listen! I will
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reveal a secret to you . . .> At this the deathly pallor that
overspread his features was more marked. ‘But do not betray
that secret to any one, neither to your wife nor to your chil-
dren, or else—you will die, and they will die, and you will be
all unhappy. Listen, if you have not pity on me now I will beg
you no more. After my death I must go to Him, to whom I
am loth to go; there I must endure tortures of which you have
never dreamed; but I need not go to Him so long as our earth
stands, if only you finish my portrait. I have learned that half
my life will pass into my portrait, if only it is painted by a
skilful artist. You see that part of my life has gone into the
eyes already; it will be in all the features when you have
finished. And though my body will rot, half of life will remain
on earth and fer long ages I shall escape from torment. Finish
it! Finish it! Finish it! . . .’ this strange creature shrieked in a
heart-rending and dying voice. My father was still more over-
come by horror. He felt the hair rise up on his head at this
awful secret. He dropped the brush which, moved by his pray-
ers, he had again picked up. ‘Ah, so you won’t finish my
portrait!’ articulated Petromihali in a hoarse voice. “Then take
my portrait home with you: I make you a present of it.” At
these words something not unlike a horrid laugh came from
his lips; life seemed to flicker up once more in his face, and a
minute later a livid corpse lay on the floor. My father did not
like to touch the paints and brushes that had portrayed those
godless features; he ran out of the room.

“To distract his mind from the unpleasant impression left
by this adventure, he spent some hours walking about the
town, and only returned home in the evening. The first thing
that met his eye in his studio was the portrait he had painted
of the money-lender. He appealed to his wife, to the woman
who did the cooking, and then to the house-porter, but all
declared positively that no one had brought the portrait or
had even come to the house in his absence. This made him
pause. He approached the portrait and involuntarily turned his
eyes away, overpowered with repulsion for his own work. He
gave orders for it to be removed to the attic, but for all that
was aware of a strange oppression, the presence of thoughts at
which he was himself alarmed. But he was still more im-
pressed by the following almost incredible incident after he
had gone to bed: he distinctly saw Petromihali come into his
room and stand before his bed. For a long while he stared at
him with his living eyes. At last he began making such hideous
suggestions to him, wished to give such a fiendish direction to
his art, that my father in a cold sweat of terror leapt from the
bed with a moan of pain, his soul weighed down under a load
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of oppression, though he at the same time was moved to fiery
indignation. He" saw that the marvellous figure of the dead
Petromihali had stepped out of the frame of the portrait,
which was again hanging upon the wall. He made up his mind
to burn his accursed handiwork that very day. As soon as the
fire was lighted he threw it in the flames, and with secret
gratification saw the snapping of the framhe on which the can-
vas was stretched, the hissing of the still wet paint; at last only
a heap of ashes was left. And as in light dust it began to fly up
the chimney, it seemed as though the dim figure of Petromi-
hali flew away with them. He was conscious of a certain relief.
Feeling as though he had recovered from a long illness, he
turned towards the corner of the room where he had hung the
ikon he had painted, in order to pour out his heartfelt contri-
tion—to his horror he saw there the portrait of Petromihali,
the eyes of which looked more full of life than ever, so much
so that even the children uttered a shriek as they looked at it.
This made a great impression on my father. He resolved to
reveal the whole secret to the priest of our parish, and to ask
his advice how to act in this extraordinary predicament. The
priest was a man of judgment and, moreover, warmly devoted
to his duties. At the first summons he came at once to my"
father, whom he respected as an estimable parishioner. My
father did not even think it necessary to take him aside, but
ventured at once in the presence of my mother and us two
children to tell him of this incredible event. But he had hardly
pronounced the first words when my mother uttered a hollow
shriek and fell senseless on the floor. Her face was overcast
with a fearful pailor, her lips remained motionless, parted, and
all her features were distorted by convulsions. My father and
the priest ran up to her, and saw to their consternation that
she had accidentally swallowed a dozen needles which she
happened to be holding between her lips. The doctor who
came pronounced that the case was hopeless: some of the
needles had stuck in her throat, others had passed into her
stomach and other internal organs, and my mother died a
terrible death.

“This incident had a powerful influence on my father’s life.
From that time his soul was possessed by gloom, he rarely
occupied himself with anything. Almost always he sat plunged
in silence, and avoided all society. But meanwhile the awful
image of Petromihali with his living eyes began to pursue him
persistently, and at times my father was aware of a torrent of
desperate, savage ideas, at which he could not help shuddering
himself. All that lies hidden like a black sediment in the
depths of a man’s soul and that is eradicated and dispelled by
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education, by generous deeds and the imitation of what is
good, he constantly felt stirring within him and striving to find
an outlet and to develop to the full stature of its wickedness.
The gloomy state of his soul disposed him to clutch at this
black side of man. But I ought to observe that the strength of
my father’s character was exceptional: the control he had over
himself and his passions was incredible, his convictions were
stronger than granite, and the stronger the temptation the
more he strove to contend against it with all the indomitable
strength of his soul. At last, worn out by this struggle, he
made up his mind to lay bare his whole soul in an avowal of
all his sufferings to the same priest, who had almost always
brought him healing with his wise words. This happened at the
beginning of autumn; it was a lovely day; the sun was shining
with a fresh autumn radiance, the windows of our rooms were
wide-open, my father was sitting with the worthy priest in his
studio, my brother and I were playing in the room adjoining
it. The rooms were on the second storey of our little house.
The door of the studio stood a little way open; I chanced to
look through the opening; I saw that my father had moved
closer to the priest, and even heard him say, ‘At last I will
reveal the whole mystery . . .” All at once a momentary
scream made me turn round, my brother had vanished. I went
to the window and—my God! I never can forget that mo-
ment: my brother’s dead body was lying in a pool of blood on
the pavement. Probably in playing he had incautiously over-
balanced and fallen from the window, no doubt, head fore-
most, for the skull was dashed to pieces. I shall never forget
that awful accident. My father stood motionless before the
window with his arms folded and his eyes raised to heaven.
The priest was horror-stricken, recalling the terrible death of
my mother, and urged upon my father that he should keep the
awful secret to himself.

“After this my father sent me to the military school where I
spent all my school years, while he himself retired to a monas-
tery in a little remote town, surrounded by desolate country,
in the midst of the wild and barren scenery of the poverty-
stricken north, and there solemnly took the vows of a monk.
He performed all the hard duties of this vocation with such
submissiveness and humility, he took all the hardships of his
life with such meekness combined with enthusiastic and ardent
faith, that it seemed as though nothing sinful had power to
touch him, but still the terrible picture with its living eyes
which he himself had painted pursued him even to this almost
tomb-like solitude. The Father Superior, learning of my fa-
ther’s exceptional talent as a painter, commissioned him to
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decorate the church with several figures. You should have seen
with what lofty religious meekness he toiled at his work: with
strict fasting and prayer, with profound meditation and soli-
tude of soul, he prepared himself for his great task. He spent
the nights without rest at his sacred work, and perhaps that is
how it is that you would rarely find a work even of the great
masters bearing the imprint of such truly Christian thought
and spirit. There was such heavenly serenity in his saints, such
heartfelt contrition in his penitents, as I have rarely met even
in pictures of celebrated artists. At last all his thoughts and
desires were bent on painting the Mother of God mildly
stretching out her hands over the praying people. At this work
he toiled with such devotion, and with such complete forget-
fulness of himself and all the world, that some little of the
peace which he had shed over the features of the divine Pro-
tectress of all the world seemed to have passed into his own
soul. Anyway the horrible figure of the money-lender ceased
to haunt him, and the portrait disappeared no one knew
where.

“Meanwhile my education at the military school was over. I
received the commission of an officer, but to my great regret
circumstances prevented my seeing my father. We were sent
off to the army fighting the Turks abroad. I will not weary you
by describing the life I led in the midst of marches, bivouacs,
and hot skirmishes, it is sufficient to say that hardship, danger,
and the hot climate transformed me so completely that those
who had known me before would not have recognised me. My
sunburnt face, immense moustache, and loud husky voice
gave me quite a different aspect. I was a merry fellow, took no
thought of the morrow, liked to uncork an extra bottle with a
comrade, to chatter nonsense with attractive little hussies, and
to play all sorts of silly pranks—in short I was a careless
soldier. However, as soon as the campaign was over, 1 thought
it my first duty to visit my father. '

“When I reached the solitary monastery, I was overcome by
a strange feeling which I had never known before. I felt that I -
still had ties with another being, that there was something
incomplete in my position. The solitary monastery in the
midst of barren poverty-stricken scemery unconsciously in-
duced a poetic mood and gave a strange vagueness to my
thoughts, such as we commonly feel in the depths of autumn
when the leaves are rustling under our feet, the black leafless
twigs form a scanty network over our heads, the ravens caw in
the distant heights, and unconsciously we quicken our pace as
though trying to collect our straying thoughts. Many wooden
outbuildings, blackened by age, surrounded the brick building.
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I went into the long mossy cloisters that ran round the cellg
and asked a monk for Father Grigory. This was the name my;
father had taken when he entered the monastery. His cell was
pointed out to me. 7

“I shall never forget the impression he made on me. I sa
an old man on whose pale wan face it seemed not one trace
not one thought of earth existed. His eyes, accustomed to bd
fixed upon heaven, had acquired that passionless look, full o
the light of the other world, that look which only in moments
of inspiration illumines the artist’s face. He sat before me likd
a saint, looking out from the canvas, upon which an artist’s
hand has depicted him for the people to pray to; he seemed,
not to notice me at all, though his eyes were turned in the di+
rection from which I came towards him. I did not want toy
make myself known to him yet, and so merely asked his
blessing as though I were a travelling pilgrim; but what was;’
my surprise when he brought out, ‘Welcome, son Leon!” This
astounded me. It was ten years since I had parted from him,
and yet people did not recognise me who had seen me much
later. ‘I knew that you would come to me,” he went on. *
asked the Holy Virgin and the holy saints about it, and I hav
been expecting you from hour to hour because I feel my en
is near and I want to reveal to you an important secret. Come)
with me, my son, and, first of all, let us pray!” We went into;
the church, and he led me up to the picture representing the
Mother of God blessing the people. I was struck by the pro
found expression of divinity in her face. For a long time he
lay prostrate before the picture, and at last after long prayer]
and meditation he came out with me.

“Then my father told me all that you have just heard from
me. I believed in the truth of it because I have myself been the;
witness of the terrible incidents of our life.

“‘Now I will tell you, my son,” he added, when he had
finished the story, ‘I will tell you what was revealed to me by a
saint seen by me, though unrecognised among a large number
of people save by me, to whom the merciful Creator vouch-
safed such an unspeakable blessing.’ Meanwhile my father
clasped his hands and turned his eyes towards heaven, his
whole being absorbed in it, and at last I heard what I am
about to tell you to-day. You must not be surprised at the
strangeness of his story: I saw that he was in the condition of
a man when he endures insufferable misfortune; when trying
to rally all his strength, all the iron strength of his soul and
not finding it strong enough, he turns wholly to religion; and
the heavier the burden of his calamities, the more ardent is his
meditation and his prayer. He is no longer like the gentle
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.ontemplatlve hermit who takes refuge in his monastery as in
"1 longed-for haven, that he may find repose from life and with
Christian meekness pray to Him to whom he grows ever
aearer and nearer; on the contrary he becomes something
_itanic, The flame of his soul is not extinct, but on the con-
. rary it burns and breaks out with even greater fierceness.
I'ben he i$ all transformed to religious fire, his brain is always
ull of marvellous dreams. At every turn he sees visions and
jears voices from heaven; his thoughts glow like fire; his eyes
.iee nothing pertainipg to earth; all his movements are filled
“with enthusiasm, the result of continual concentration on-one
hmg It was the first time I had noticed this condition in him,
“ind I mention it that you may not think the words I heard
rom him too strange. ‘My son,” he said to me after a long
.Almost rigid gaze upwards at the sky, ‘soon, soon that time is
.approaching when the tempter of the human race, the Anti-
“shrist, will be born into the world. Terrible will be that time, it
will be before the end of the world. He will gallop about on a
,nighty horse, dnd terrible will be the sufferings endured by
" bose who remain true to Christ. Listen, my son. For long
/ears the Antichrist has craved to be born, but cannot be,
"secause he must be born in a supernatural way; and every-
" hing in the world is ordained by the Almighty, so that every-
hlng is done in its natural order, and so no powers will help
{1im, my son, to break into the world. But our earth is as dust
>efore the Creator. It must dissolve into ruin in accordance
(~ith His laws and every day the laws of nature will become
.weaker, and therefore the boundary line between the natural
j1nd the supernatural will be easier to overstep. Even now he is
,veing born already, but only some parts of him can force their
,vay into the world. He is choosing man himself for his
iwellmg-place, and appearing in those people whose angel
.ieems to have abandoned them at their very birth and who are-
,randed with terrible hatred towards men and everything that
s the work of the Creator. Such was that marvellous money-
.ender whom I, accursed as I was, dared to depict with my
;sinful brush. It was he, my son, it was Antichrist. If my sinful
.1and had not audaciously portrayed him, he would have with-
iIrawn and vanished, because he cannot live longer than the
|)ody in which he has confined himself. In those loathsome
.iving eyes the devilish feeling pers1sted Marvel, my son, at
. he terrible power of the devil. He strives to make his way into
=verythmg, into our deeds, into our thoughts, and even into
'he msplratlon of the artist. Innumerable will be the victims of
hat hellish spirit that lives unseen without form on earth. It is
.that same black spirit which forces itself upon us even in

!
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moments of the purest and holiest meditation. Ah, if my brushj
had not abandoned its hellish work, he would have done usj
even more evil, and there is no human power to resist him, for
he is choosing that time when the greatest calamities are
coming upon us. Woe to poor humanity, my son! But listen toj
what the Mother of God herself revealed to me in an hour ofj
holy vision. When I was working at the most pure face of the;
Holy Virgin, when I shed tears of penitence over my past life:
and spent long hours in prayer and fasting that 1 might be*
more worthy to paint her divine features, I was visited, my;
son, by inspiration. I felt that a higher force had descended
upon me from on high and an angel was guiding my sinful;
hand—1 felt that the hair stood up upon my head and all my
soul was in a tremor. Oh, my son! for that moment I would}
take a thousand tortures on myself. And I marvel myself at:
what my brush portrayed. Then the holy form of the Virgin
appeared to me in a dream, and I learned that, in reward for,
my toils and my prayers, the supernatural existence of thatj
demon in the portrait would not be eternal, that, if some one}
shall solemnly tell its story when fifty years had passed, at the
time of the new moon, its force will be extinguished and will
be scattered like dust, and I learned that I might tell you this
before my death. Thirty years have passed; there are twenty to
come. Let us pray, my son!" Hereupon he knelt down and was
lost in prayer. I confess I inwardly ascribed all he said to his
overheated imagination, wrought upon by unceasing prayerE
and fasting, yet from respect I did not want to make any
observation or objection. But when I saw how he raised his
withered arms to heaven, with what deep penitence he knelt,
silent, dead to all around him, with what inexpressible ardour}
he prayed for those who had not the strength to resist the
hellish Temptor and so brought all that was lofty in their souls
to ruin, with what passionate self-abasement he prostrated
himself, while the speaking tears flowed down his cheeks, and
all his features worked in mute anguish,—oh! then I had not
the strength to give myself up to cold reflection and to analyse
his words!

“Several years have passed since his death. I did not believe
the story, and indeed thought little of it; but I never could
bring myself to tell it to any one. I don’t know why it was, but
I was always conscious of something that held me back. To-
day I walked into the auction-room with no motive in my
mind, and for the first time have told the story of that marvel-
lous portrait, so that I cannot help beginning to wonder
whether to-day is not the new moon of which my father spoke
to me, for it actually is just twenty years since then.”
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: Here the narrator stopped, and the listeners, who had been
iollowing him with rapt attention, unconscwusly turned their
wyes to the strange portrait and notlced to their surprise that
he eyes no longer preserved that strange life-like look which
1ad so impressed them at first. Their wonder was even greater
vhen the features of the strange picture began almost imper-
:eptibly to vanish, as a breath vanishes from the surface of
ilear steel! Somethmg cloudy remained upon the canvas. And,

vhen they went close up to it, they saw an insignificant land-
icape, so that, as they walked away, they wondered whether
‘hey had really seen the mysterious portrait, or whether it was
1 dream and had been a momentary illusion of eyes exhausted.
5y prolonged scrutiny of old pictures.



WHO KNOWS?
by Guy de Maupassant

My God! My God! I am going to write down at last what hag
happened to me. But how can 1? How dare I? The thing is sq
bizarre, so inexplicable, so incomprehensible, so silly! ]

If 1 were not perfectly sure of what I have seen, sure tha
there was not in my reasoning any defect, no error in my
declarations, no lacune in the inflexible sequence of my obsery
vations, I should believe myself to be the dupe of a simple
hattlucination, the sport of a singular vision. After all, whq
knows? i

Yesterday I was in a private asylum, but I went there vol
untarily, out of prudence and fear. Only one single human
being knows my history, and that is the doctor of the said
asylum. I am going to write to him. I really do not know why?
To disembarrass myself? For I feel as though I were being
weighed down by an intolerable nightmare. -

Let me explain. ‘

I have always been a recluse, a dreamer, a kind of isolated
philosopher, easy-going, content with but little, harboring ill4
feeling against no man, and without even having a grudgg
against heaven. I have constantly lived alone, consequently, ¢
kind of torture takes hold of me when I find myself in th;
presence of others. How is this to be explained? I for ona
cannot. I am not averse from going out into the world, from
conversation, from dining with friends, but when they arg
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.‘ear me for any length of time, even the most intimate
| riends, they bore me, fatigue me, enervate me, and I experi-
,'nce an overwhelming torturing desire, to see them get up to
/lepart, or to take themselves away, and to leave me by myself.
1 That desire is more than a craving; it is an irresistible neces-
/ity. And if the presence of people, with whom I find myself,
|vere to be continued; if I were compelled, not only to listen,
,Sut also to follow, for any length of time, their conversation, a
i’erious accident would assuredly take place. What kind of
ccident? Ah! who knows? Perhaps a slight paralytic stroke?
,¥es, probably!

1 I like so much to be alone that I cannot even endure the
*icinage of other beings sleeping under the same roof. I can-
1ot live in Paris, because when there I suffer the most acute
-‘gony. I lead a moral life, and am therefore tortured in my
ody and in my nerves by that immense crowd which swarms,
..vhich lives around even when it sleeps. Ah! the sleeping of
athers is more painful still than their conversation. And I can
iever find repose when 1 know, when I feel, that on the other
,-ide of a wall, several existences are interrupted by these regu-
+ar eclipses of reason.

. Why am I thus? Who knows? The cause of it is perhaps
.rery simple. I get tired very soon with everything that does
‘1ot emanate from me. And there are many people in similar
i :ase.

We are, on earth, two distinct races. Those who have need
1»f others, whom others distract, engage, soothe, whom soli-
.+ude harasses, pains, stupefies, like the forward movement of a
iierrible glacier, or the traversing of the desert; and those, on
."he contrary, whom others weary, tire, bore, silently torture,
.ivhile isolation calms them, bathes them in the repose of inde-
vendency, and plunges them into the humors of their own
.thoughts. In fine, there is here a normal, physical phenome-
1on. Some are constituted to live a life without themselves,

sthers, to live a life within themselves. As for me, my exterior
..1ssociations are abruptly and painfully short-lived, and, as
;i hey reach their limits, I experience in my whole body and in
.- ny whole intelligence, an intolerable uneasiness.

As a result of this, I became attached, or rather, I had
“recome much attached to inanimate objects, which have for
.ne the importance of beings, and my house has become, had
yecome, a world in which I lived an active and solitary life,
;urrounded by all manner of things, furniture, familiar knick-
:tnacks, as sympathetic in my eyes as the visages of human
yeings, I had filled my mansion with them, little by little, I had
lhdorned it with them, and I felt an inward content and satis-
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faction, was more happy than if I had been in the arms of §
desirable female, whose wonted caresses had become a sooth{
ing and delightful necessity.

I had had this house constructed in the center of a beautifu
garden, which hid it from the public highways, and which wayg
near the entrance to a city where I could find, on occasion, the
resources of society, for which, at moments, I had a longing
All my domestics slept in a separate building which was situ-
ated at some considerable distance from my house, at the fai
end of the kitchen garden, which was surrounded by a high
wall. The obscure envelopment of the nights, in the silence o}
my invisible and concealed habitation, buried under the leaves
of the great trees, were so reposeful and so delicious, that ]
hesitated every evening, for several hours, before I could retire
to my couch, in order to enjoy the solitude a little longer.

One day Signad had been played at one of the city theaters,
It was the first time that I had listened to that beautiful]
musical, and fairy-like drama, and 1 had derived from it the
liveliest pleasures.

I returned home on foot, with a light step, my head full of
sonorous phrases, and my mind haunted by delightful visions,
It was night, the dead of night, and so dark that I could
hardly distinguish the broad highway, and whence I stumblec
into the ditch more than once. From the custom’s-house, ai
the barriers, to my house, was about a mile, perhaps a little
more, or a leisurely walk of about twenty minutes.sIt was one
o’clock in the morning, one o’clock or maybe half-past one;
the sky had by this time cleared somewhat and the crescent
appeared, the gloomy crescent of the last quarter of the moon.
The crescent of the first quarter is, that which rises about five
or six o'clock in the evening; is clear, gay and fretted with
silver; but the one which rises after midnight is reddish, sad
and desolating; it is the true Sabbath crescent. Every prowler
by night has made the same observation. The first, though as
slender as a thread, throws a faint joyous light which rejoices
the heart and lines the ground with distinct shadows; the last;
sheds hardly a dying glimmer, and is so wan that it occasions
hardly any shadows.

In the distance, I perceived the somber mass of my garden,
and 1 know not why I was seized with a feeling of uneasinesj
at the idea of going inside. I slowed my pace, and walked very
softly, the thick cluster of trees having the appearance of 3
tomb in which my house was buried.

I opened my outer gate, and I entered the long avenue of
sycamores, which ran in the direction of the house, arranged
vault-wise like a high tunnel, traversing opaque masses, and|
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i vmdmg round the turf lawns, on which baskets of flowers, in

! he pale darkness, could be mdlstmctly discerned.

In approachmg the house, I was seized by a strange fecling,
could hear nothmg, I stood still. In the trees there was not
‘ven a breath of air. “What is the matter with me then?” I said

"o myself. For ten years I had entered and re-entered in the

| ame way, without ever experiencing the least inquietude. I

lever had any fear at nights. The sight of a man, a marauder,

l\r a thief, would have thrown me into a fit of anger, and 1
+.vould have rushed at him without any hesitation. Moreover, I

"vas armed, I had my revolver. But I did not touch it, for I
Vas anxious to resist that feeling of dread with which I was
)ermeated

' What was it? Was it a presentiment? That mysterious pre-
entxment which takes hold of the senses of men who have

Vitnessed something which, to them, is inexplicable? Perhaps?
¥ho knows?

' In proportion as I advanced, I felt my skin quiver more and

 hore, and when I was close to the wall, near the outhouses of

'ny vast residence, I felt that it would be necessary for me to
'vait a few minutes before opening the door and going inside.
, sat down, then, on a bench, under the windows of my
Irawing room. I rested there, a little fearful, with my head

‘j_saning against the wall, my eyes wide open under the shade

I’f the foliage. For the first few minutes, I did not observe
Inythmg unusual around me; I had a humming poise in my

Iars, but that happened often to me. Sometimes it seemed to
'ne that I heard trains passing, that I heard clocks striking,

I"hat I heard a multitude on the march.

1,; Very soon, those humming noises became more distinct,

"nore concentrated, more determinable, I was deceiving my-

velf. It was not the ordinary tingling of my arteries which

“ransmitted to my ears these rumbling sounds, but it was a

vrery distinct, though very confused, noise which came, with-
sut any doubt whatever, from the interior of my house. I

" listinguished through the walls this continued noise, I should

""ather say agitation than noise, an indistinct moving about of

"1 pile of things, as if people were tossing about, displacing,

"1nd carrying away surreptitiously all my furniture.

"i I doubted, however, for some considerable time yet, the
“vidence of my ears. But having placed my ear against one of
"he outhouses, the better to discover what this strange dis-
urbance was, that was inside my house, I became convinced,
“‘ertain, that something was taking place in my residence,
|*vhlch was altogether abnormal and incomprehensible. I had

"1o fear, but I was—how shall I express it—paralyzed by as-
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tonishment. I did not draw my revolver, knowing very well
that there was no need of my doing so. I listened.

I listened a long time, but could come to no resolution, my
mind being quite clear, though in myself I was naturally anx-
ious. I got up and waited, listening always to the noise, which
gradually increased, and at intervals grew very loud, and
which seemed to become an impatient, angry disturbance, a
mysterious commotion.

Then, suddenly, ashamed of my timidity, I seized my bunch
of keys, I selected the one I wanted, I guided it into the lock,
turned it twice, and, pushing the door with all my might, sent
it banging against the partition.

The collision sounded like the report of a gun, and there
responded to that explosive noise, from roof to basement of
my residence, a formidable tumult. It was so sudden, so ter-
rible, so deafening, that I recoiled a few steps, and though I
knew it to be wholly useless, I pulled my revolver out of its
case.

I continued to listen for some time longer. I could distin-
guish now an extraordinary pattering upon the steps of my
grand staircase, on the waxed floors, on the carpets, not of
boots, nor of naked feet, but of iron, and wooden crutches,
which resounded like cymbals. Then I suddenly discerned, on
the threshold of my door, an arm chair, my large reading easy
chair, which set off waddling. It went away through my gar-
den. Others followed it, those of my drawing-room, then my
sofas, dragging themselves along like crocodiles on their short
paws; then all my chairs, bounding like goats, and the little
footstools, hopping like rabbits.

Oh! what a sensation! I slunk back into a clump of bushes
where I remained crouched up, watching, meanwhile, my fur-
niture defile past, for everything walked away, the one behind
the other, briskly or slowly, according to its weight or size.
My piano, my grand piano, bounded past with the gallop of a
horse and a murnfur of music in its sides; the smaller articles
slid along the gravel like snails, my brushes, crystal, cups and
saucers, which glistened in the moonlight. I saw my writing
desk appear, a rare curiosity of the last century, which con-
tained all the letters I had ever received, all the history of my
heart, an old history from which I have suffered so much!
Besides, there was inside of it a great many cherished photo-
graphs.

Suddenly—I no longer had any fear—I threw myself on it,
seized it as one would seize a thief, as one would seize a wife
about to run away; but it pursued its irresistible course, and
despite my efforts and despite my anger, I could not even
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retard its pace. As 1 was resisting in desperation that insuper-
able force, I was thrown to the ground in my struggle with it.
It then rolled me over, trailed me along the gravel, and the
rest of my furniture which followed it, began to march over
me, tramping on my legs and injuring them. When I loosed
my hold, other articles passed over my body, just as a charge
of cavalry does over the body of a dismounted soldier.

Seized at last with terror, I succeeded in dragging myself
out of the main avenue, and in concealing myself again among
the shrubbery, so as to watch the disappearance of the most
cherished objects, the smallest, the least striking, the least un-
known which had once belonged to me.

I then heard, in the distance, noises which came from my
apartments, which sounded now as if ‘the house were empty,
a loud noise of shutting of doors. They were being slammed
from top to bottom of my dwelling, even the door which I had
just opened myself unconsciousty, and which had closed of
itself, when the last thing had taken its departure. I took flight
also, running towards the city, and I only regained my self-
composure on reaching the boulevards, where I met belated
people. I rang.the bell of a hotel where I was known. I had
knocked the dust off my clothes with my hands, and I told the
porter how that I had lost my bunch of keys, which included
also that of the kitchen garden, where my servants slept in a
house standing by itself, on the other side of the wall of the
enclosure, which protected my fruits and vegetables from the
raids of marauders.

I covered myself up to the eyes in the bed which was as-
signed to me; but I could not sleep, and I waited for the dawn
in listening to the throbbing of my heart. I had given orders
that my servants were to be summoned to the hotel at day-
break, and my valet de chambre knocked at my door at seven
o’clock in the morning.

His countenance bore a woeful look.

“A great misfortune has happened during the night, mon-
sieur,” said he.

“What is it?” .

“Somebody has stolen the whole of monsieur’s furniture,
all, everything, even to the smallest articles.” .

This news pleased me. Why? Who knows? I was complete
master of myself, bent on dissimulating, on telling no one of
anything I had seen; determined on concealing and in burying
in my heart of hearts, a terrible secret. I responded:

“They must then be the same people who have stolen my
keys. The police must be informed immediately. I am going to
get up, and I will rejoin you in a few moments.”
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The investigation into the circumstances under which the
robbery might have been committed lasted for five months.
Nothing was found, not even the smallest of my knick-knacks,
nor the least trace of the thieves. Good gracious! If I had only
told them what I knew. . . . If I had said . . . I had been
locked up—I, not the thieves—and that I was the only person
who had seen everything from the first.

Yes! but I knew how to keep silence. I shall never refurnish
my house. That were indeed useless. The same thing would
happen again. I had no desire even to re-enter the house, and
I did not re-enter it; I never visited it again. I went to Paris, to
the hotel, and I consulted doctors in regard to the condition of
my nerves, which had disquieted me a good deal ever since
that fatal night.

They advised me to travel, and I followed their counsel

II

I began by making an excursion into Italy. The sunshine did
me much good. During six months I wandered about from
Genoa to Venice, from Venice to Florence, from Florence to
Rome, from Rome to Naples. Then I traveled over Sicily, a
country celebrated for its scenery and its monuments, relics
left by the Greeks and the Normans. I passed over into Af-
rica, I traversed at my ease that immense desert, yellow and
tranquil, in which the camels, the gazelles, and the Arab vaga-
bonds, roam about, where, in the rare and transparent atmos-
phere, there hovers no vague hauntings, where there is never
any night, but always day.

I returned to France by Marseilles and in spite of all the
Provengal gaiety, the diminished clearness of the sky made me
sad. I experienced, in returning to the continent, the peculiar
sensation, of an illness which I believed had been cured, and a
dull pain which predicted that the seeds of the disease had not
been eradicated.

I then returned to Paris. At the end of a month, I was very
dejected. It was in the autumn, and I wished to make, before
the approach of winter, an excursion through Normandy, a
country with which I was unacquainted.

I began my journey, in the best of spirits, at Rouen, and for
eight days I wandered about passive, ravished and enthusias-
tic, in that ancient city, in that astonishing museum of extraor-
dinary Gothic monuments.

But, one afternoon, about four o’clock, as I was sauntering
slowly through a seemingly unattractive street, by which there
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ran a stream as black as the ink called “Eau de Robec,” my
attention, fixed for the moment on the quaint, antique appear-
ance of some of the houses, was suddenly turned away by the
view of a series of second-hand furniture shops, which suc-
ceeded one another, door after door.

Ah! they had carefully chosen their locality, these sordid
traffickers in antiquaries, in that quaint little street, over-
looking that sinister stream of water, under those tile and
slate-pointed roofs in which still grinned the vanes of byegone
days.

At the end of these grim storehouses you saw piled up
sculptured chests, Rouen, Sévre, and Moustier’s pottery,
painted statues, others of oak, Christs, Virgins, Saints, church
ornaments, chasubles, capes, even sacred vases, and an old
gilded wooden tabernacle, where a god had hidden himself
away. Oh! What singular caverns are in those lofty houses,
crowded with objects of every description, where the existence
of things seems to be ended, things which have survived their
original possessors, their century, their times, their fashions, in
order to be bought as curiosities by new generations.

My affection for bibelots was awakened in that city of anti-
quaries. I went from shop to shop crossing, in two strides, the
four plank rotten bridges thrown over the nauseous current of
the Eau de Robec.

Heaven protect me! What a shock! One of my most beauti-
ful wardrobes was suddenly descried by me, at the end of a
vault, which was crowded with articles of every description
and which seemed to be the entrance to some catacombs of a
cemetery of ancient furniture. I approached my wardrobe,
trembling in every limb, trembling to such an extent that I
dare not touch it. I put forth my hand, I hesitated. It was
indeed my wardrobe, nevertheless; a unique wardrobe of the
time of Louis XIII., recognizable by anyone who had only
seen it once. Casting my eyes suddenly a little farther, towards
the more somber depths of the gallery,,I perceived three of
my tapestry covered chairs; and farther on still, my two Henry
II. tables, such rare treasures that people came all the way
from Paris to see them.

Think! only think in what a state of mind I now was! I
advanced, haltingly, quivering with emotion, but I advanced,
for I am brave, I advanced like a knight of the dark ages.

I found, at every step, something that belonged to me; my
brushes, my books, my tables, my silks, my arms, everything,
except the bureau full of my letters, and that I could not
discover.

I walked on, descending to the dark galleries, in order to
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ascend next to the floors above. I was alone, I called out,
nobody answered, I was alone; there was no one in that house
—a house as vast and tortuous as a labyrinth.

Night came on, and I was compelled to sit down in the
darkness on one of my own chairs, for I had no desire to go
away. From time to time I shouted, “Hullo, hullo, somebody.”

I had sat there, certainly, for more than an hour, when I
heard steps, steps soft and slow, I knew not where, I was
unable to locate them, but bracing myself up, I called out
anew, whereupon I perceived a glimmer of light in the next
chamber. .

“Who is there?” said a voice.

“A buyer,” I responded.

“It is too late to enter thus into a shop.”

“I have been waiting for you for more than an hour,” I
answered.

“You can come back to-morrow.”

“To-morrow I must quit Rouen.”

I dared not advance, and he did not come to me. I saw
always the glimmer of his light, which was shining on a tapes-
try on which were two angels flying over the dead on a field of
battle. It belonged to me also. I said:

“Well, come here.”

“I am at your service,” he answered.

I got up and went towards him.

Standing in the center of a large room was a little man, very
short and very fat, phenomenally fat, a hideous phenomenon.

He had a singular beard, straggling hair, white and yellow,
and not a hair on his head. Not a hair! )

As he held his candle aloft at arm’s length in order to see
me, his cranium appeared to me to resemble a little moon, in
that vast chamber, encumbered with old furniture. His fea-
tures were wrinkled and blown, and his eyes could not be
seen.

I bought three chairs which belonged to myself, and paid at
once a large sum for them, giving him merely the number of
my room at the hotel. They were to be delivered the next day
before nine o’clock.

I then started off. He conducted me, with much politeness,
as far as the door.

I immediately repaired to the commissaire’s office at the
central police depot, and I told the commissaire of the robbery
which had been perpetrated and of the discovery I had just
made. He required time to communicate by telegraph with the
authorities who had originally charge of the case, for informa-
tion, and he begged me to wait in his office until an answer
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came back. An hour later, an answer came back, which was in
accord with my statements.

“I am going to arrest and interrogate this man at once,” he
said to me, “for he may have conceived some sort of suspi-
cion, and smuggled away out of sight what belongs to you.
Will you go and dine and return in two hours: I shall then
have the man here, and I shall subject him to a fresh interro-
gation in your preserce.”

“Most gladly, monsieur. I thank you with my whole heart.”

I went to dine at my hotel and I ate better than I could
have believed. I was quite happy now; “that man was in the
hands of the police,” I thought.

Two hours later I returned to the office of the police func-
tionary, who was waiting for me.

“Well, monsieur,” said he, on perceiving me, “we have not
been able to find your man. My agents cannot put their hands
on him.”

Ah! I felt myself sinking.

“But . . . you have at least found his house?” I asked.

“Yes, certainly; and what is more, it is now being watched
and guarded until his return. As for him, he has disappeared.”

“Disappeared?”

“Yes, disappeared. He ordinarily passes his evenings at the
house of a female neighbor, who is also a furniture broker, a
queer sort of sorceress, the widow Bidoin. She has not seen
him this evening and cannot give any information in regard to
him. We must wait until to-morrow.”

I went away. Ah! how sinister the streets of Rouen seemed
to me, now troubled and haunted!

I slept so badly that I had a fit of night-mare every time I
went off to sleep.

As I did not wish to appear too restless or eager, I waited
till 10 o’clock the next day before reporting myself to the
police.

The merchant had not re-appeared. His shop remained
closed.

The commissary said to me:

“I have taken all the necessary steps. The court has been
made acquainted with the affair. We shall go together to that
shop and have it opened, and you shall point out to me all
that belongs to you.”

We drove there in a cab. Police agents were stationed round
the building; there was a locksmith, too, and the door of the
shop was soon opened.

On entering, I could not discover my wardrobes, my chairs,
my tables; I saw nothing, nothing of that which had furnished
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my house, no, nothing, although on the previous evening, I
could not take a step without encountering something that
belonged to me.

The chief commissary, much astonished, regarded me at
first with suspicion. -

“My God, monsieur,” said I to him, “the disappearance of
these articles of furniture coincides strangely with that of the
merchant.”

He laughed.

“That is true. You did wrong in buying and paying for the
articles which were your own property, yesterday. It was that
that gave him the cue.”

“What seems to me incomprehensible,” I replied, “is, that
all the places that were occupied by my furmture are now
filled by other furniture.”

“Oh!” responded the commissary, “he has had all night, and
has no doubt been assisted by accomplices. This house must
communicate with its neighbors. But have no fear, monsieur; I
will have the affair promptly and thoroughly investigated. The
brigand shall not jescape us for long, seeing that we are in
charge of the den.”

Ah! My heart, my heart, my poor heart, how it beat!

I remained a fortnight at Rouen. The man did pot return.
Heavens! good heavens! That man, what was it that could
have frightened-and surprised him!

But, on the sixteenth day, early in the morning, I received
from my gardener, now the keeper of my empty and pillaged
house, the following strange letter:

Monsieur: ‘

“I have the honor to inform monsieur, that there hap-
pened something, the evening before last, which nobody can
understand, and the police no more than the rest of us. The
whole of the furniture has been returned, not ome piece is
missing—everything is in its place, up to the very smallest
article. The house is now the same in every respect as it was
before the robbery took place. It is enough to make one lose
one’s head. The thing took place during the night Friday—
Saturday. The roads are dug up as though the whole barrier
had been dragged from its place up to the door. The same
thing was observed the day after the disappearance of the
furniture.

We are anxiously expecting monsieur, whose very humble
and obedient servant, I am,

Raudin, Phillipe.”
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“Ah! no, no, ah! never, never, ah! no. I shall never return
there!” .

I took the letter to the commissary of police.

“It is a very dexterous restitution,” said he. “Let us bury the
hatchet. We shall, however, nip the man one of these days.”

But he has never been nipped. No. They have not nipped
him, and I am afraid of him now, as though he were a fero-
cious animal that had been let loose behind me. .

Inexplicable! It is inexplicable, this monster of a moon-
struck skull! We shall never get to comprehend it. I shall not
return to my former residence. What does it matter to me? 1
am afraid of encountering that man again, and I shall not run
the risk.

I shall not risk it! I shall not risk it! I shall not risk it!

And if he returns, if he takes possession of his shop, who is
to prove that my furniture was on his premises? There is only
my testimony against him; and I feel that that is not above
suspicion.

Ah! no! This kind of existence was no longer possible. I was
not able to guard the secret of what I had seen. I could not
continue to live like the rest of the world, with the fear upon
me that those scenes might be re-enacted.

I have come to consult the doctor who directs this lunatic
asylum, and I have told him everything.

After he had interrogated me for a long time, he said to
me:

“Will you consent, monsieur, to remain here for some
time?”

“Most willingly, monsieur.”

“You have some means?”

“Yes, monsieur.”

“Will you have isolated apartments?”

“Yes, monsieur.’

“Would you care to receive any friends?”

“No, monsieur, no, nobody. The man from Rouen mlght
take it into his head to pursue me here to be revenged on me.’

- And T have been alone, alone, all, all alone, for three
months. I am growing tranquil by degrees. I have no longer
any fears. If the antiquary should become mad . . . and if he
should be brought into this asylum! Even prisons themselves
are not places of security.
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