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THE STRANGE CASE OF
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

“Yes, he was alone, of course; and yet, in the
bulk of the empty house above him, he could
surely hear a stir of delicate footing—he was
surely conscious, inexplicably conscious of some
presence. Ay, surely; to every room and corner
of the house his imagination 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, re-inspired with cunning and hatred.”

—from MARKHEIM
One of the last of the great Scottish Romantic
-writers, Robert Louis Stevenson was well ac-
quainted with the convoluted navigations of the
introspective mind. Child of Victorian Edinburgh,
exiled by tuberculosis to Samoa (where he died
of apoplexy in 1894, age 44), Stevenson was fas-
cinated by “the debatable region between sanity
and madness,” by the obsessions and temptations
of the mortal soul with its often morbid, eternally
damning attractions. Possessed of an imagination
capable of stretching human passion and per-
ception to its limits—and beyond—true master
of his craft, he twisted tales of horrific propor-
tions reminiscent in their effect of the works of
Hawthorne and Poe.

Born and educated in Ireland, editor and writer
Michael Hayes originated the idea of gathering
together in one volume the supernatural tales of
Robert Louis Stevenson.
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INTRODUCTION

Robert Louis Stevenson, it seems, could never get it
right—whatever he wrote. Invariably, self-styled critics
lay in ambush for him. There were some who dismissed
him as a mere stylist; as though the graceful and resil-
ient style he persistently developed under the constant
and desperate struggle against ill-health were of no
consequence—all surface 4nd image, no substance,
they implied. Others objected to his moralizing; always
wanting to teach us a lesson, they protested. And yet
others tried to brush him aside as a writer of children’s
books. Their sniping was all in vain; time, as ever,
ruthlessly discarded their disapproval and sullen criti-
cism, and Stevenson remains one of the finest writers
and most tragic figures in English literature.

This collection gathers, for the first time in one vol-
ume, all Stevenson’s short stories with a supernatural
or horror theme, to the exclusion of Dr Jekyll and Mr
Hyde and The Beach of Falesa which are, in fact, short
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SUPERNATURAL STORIES

novels. Also excluded is The Tale of Tod Lapraik
which is an integral part of Catriona. These short stories -
are distinguished with Stevenson’s power of invention,
deft handling of horror and the supernatural, and psy-
chological insight. Often, their fabric is stiffened by his
great gift of compressing into a few sentences an in-
tensity of atmosphere reminiscent of Edgar Allan Poe.

The Body-Snatchers, Stevenson’s one and only
‘crawler’ (his pet name for horror stories) is the chill-
ing story of an avenging ghost. Markheim, also a ghost
story, deals with a disturbing problem of conscience.
Olalla must surely be counted in the handful of truly
great horror stories in the English language. It is also
one of the most persuasive werewolf stories ever writ-
ten, as well as a superb study of a diseased mind.
Thrawn Janet, written in Scots Vernacular and Steven-
son’s very own favourite, deals with satanic possession.
The Bottle Imp and The Isle of Voices were written in
the closing years of his life when he had settled in the
Samoan Islands. The former deals with a bottle pos-
sessing weird and wonderful properties. The latter is
full of wondrous wizardry and sorcery, overshadowed
by a threat of cannibalism. The Waif Woman, a unique
item published posthumously, is Stevenson’s attempt at
a tale in the style of an Icelandic Saga dealing with the
destructive effects of greed.

The discerning reader devoid of critical ambitions
will recognize in these tales the touch of a master story-
teller and will surely think it a pity that Robert Louis
Stevenson did not leave us another ten or twelve ‘crawl-
ers’ to enjoy.

MICHAEL HAYES



THE BODY-SNATCHERS

Every night in the year, four of us sat in the small par-
lour of the George at Debenham—the undertaker, and
the landlord, and Fettes, and myself. Sometimes there
would be more; but blow high, blow low, come rain
or snow or frost, we four would be each planted in his
own particular armchair. Fettes was an old drunken
Scotsman, a man of education obviously, and a man of
some property, since he lived in idleness. He had come
to Debenham years ago, while still young, and by a
mere continuance of living had grown to be an adopted
townsman. His blue camlet cloak was a local antiquity,
like the church spire. His place in the parlour at the
George, his absence from church, his old, crapulous,
disreputable vices, were all things of course in Deben-
ham. He had some vague Radical opinions and some
fleeting infidelities, which he would now and again set
forth and emphasize with tottering slaps upon the table.
He drank rum—five glasses regularly every evening;
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and for the greater portion of his nightly visit to the
George sat, with his glass in his right hand, in a state
of melancholy alcoholic saturation. We called him th¢
doctor, for he was supposed to have some special
knowledge of medicine, and had been known, upon a
pinch, to set a fracture or reduce a dislocation; but, be-
yond these slight particulars, we had no knowledge of
his character and antecedents.

One dark winter night—it had struck nine some time
before the landlord joined us—there was a sick man
in the George, a great neighbouring proprietor suddenly
struck down with apoplexy on his way to Parliament;
and the great man’s still greater London doctor had
been telegraphed to his bedside. It was the first time
that such a thing had happened in Debenham, for the
railway was but newly open, and we were all propor-
tionately moved by the occurrence.

‘He’s come,’ said the landlord, after he had filled and
lighted his pipe.

‘He?’ said 1. ‘Who?—not the doctor?’

‘Himself,’ replied our host.

‘What is his name?’

‘Dr. Macfarlane,’ said the landlord.

Fettes was far through his third tumbler, stupidly.
fuddled, now nodding over, now staring mazily around
him; but at the last word he seemed to awaken, and
repeated the name ‘Macfarlane’ twice, quietly enough
the first time, but with sudden emotion at the second.

‘Yes,” said the landlord, ‘that’s his name, Dr. Wolfe
Macfarlane.’

Fettes became instantly sober; his eyes awoke, his
voice became clear, loud, and steady, his language
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THE BODY-SNATCHERS

forcible and earnest. We were all startled by the trans-
formation, as if a man had risen from the dead.

‘I beg your pardon,’ he said; ‘I am afraid I have not
been paying much attention to your talk. Who is this
Wolfe Macfarlane?” And then, when he had heard the
landlord out, ‘It cannot be, it cannot be,” he added; ‘and
yet I would like well to see him face to face.’

‘Do you know him, doctor? asked the undertaker,
with a gasp.

‘God forbid? was the reply. ‘And yet the name is a
strange one; it were too much to fancy two. Tell me,
landlord, is he old?

‘Well,” said the host, ‘he’s not a young man, to be
sure, and his hair is white; but he looks younger than
you.’

‘He is older, though; years older. But,” with a slap
upon the table, ‘it’s the rum you see in my face—rum
and sin. This man, perhaps, may have an easy con-
science and a good digestion. Conscience! Hear me
speak. You would think I was some good, old, decent
Christian, would you not? But no, not I; I never canted.
Voltaire might have canted if he’d stood in my shoes;
but the brains>—with a rattling fillip on his bald head—
‘the brains were clear and active, and I saw and made
no deductions.’

‘If you know this doctor,” I ventured to remark,
after a somewhat awful pause, ‘I should gather that
you do not share the landlord’s good opinion.’

Fettes paid no regard to me.

‘Yes,” he said, with sudden decision, ‘I must see him
face to face.’

There was another pause, and then a door was
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closed rather sharply on the first floor, and a step was
heard upon the stair.

‘That’s the doctor,’ cried the landlord. ‘Look sharp,
and you can catch him.’

It was but two steps from the small parlour to the
door of the old George Inn; the wide oak staircase
landed almost in the street; there was room for a Turkey
rug and nothing more between the threshold and the
last round of the descent; but this little space was every
evening brilliantly lit up, not only by the light upon
the stair and the great signal-lamp below the sign, but
by the warm radiance of the barroom window. The
George thus brightly advertised itself to passers-by in
the cold street. Fettes walked steadily to the spot, and
we, who were hanging behind, beheld the two men
meet, as one of them had phrased it, face to face. Dr.
Macfarlane was alert and vigorous. His white hair set
off his pale and placid, although energetic countenance.
He was richly dressed in the finest of broadcloth and the
whitest of linen, with a great gold watch-chain, and
studs and spectacles of the same precious material. He
wore a broad folded tie, white and speckled with lilac,
and he carried on his arm a comfortable driving coat
of fur. There was no doubt but he became his years,
breathing, as he did, of wealth and consideration; and
it was a surprising contrast to see our parlour sot—
bald, dirty, pimpled, and robed in his old camlet cloak
—-confront him at the bottom of the stairs.

‘Macfarlane!’ he said somewhat loudly, more like a
herald than a friend. |

The great doctor pulled up short on the fourth step,
as though the familiarity of the address surprised and
somewhat shocked his dignity.
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‘Toddy Macfarlane!” repeated Fettes. .

The London man almost staggered. He stared for the
swiftest of seconds at the man before him, glanced
behind him with a sort of scare, and then in a startled
whisper, ‘Fettes!’ he said, ‘youl’

‘Ay,’ said the other, ‘me! Did you think I was dead,
too? We are not so easy shut of our acquaintance.’

‘Hush, hush!’ exclaimed the doctor. ‘Hush, hush!
this meeting is so unexpected—I can see you are un-
manned. I hardly knew you, I confess, at first; but I am
overjoyed—overjoyed to have this opportunity. For the
present it must be how-d’ye-do and goodbye in one,
for my fly is waiting, and I must not fail the train; but
you shall—let me see—yes—you shall give me your
address, and you can count on early news of me. We
must-do something for you, Fettes. I fear you are out
at elbows; but we must see to that for auld lang syne,
as once we sang at suppers.’

‘Money!’ cried Fettes; ‘money from you! The money
that I had from you is lying where 1 cast it in the rain.’

Dr. Macfarlane had talked himself into some measure
of superiority and confidence, but the uncommon
energy of this refusal cast him back into his first con-~
fusion.

A horrible, ugly look came and went across his al-
most venerable countenance, ‘My dear fellow,” he said,
‘be it as you please; my last thought is to offend you. I
would intrude on none. I will leave you my address,
however ’

‘T do not wish it—I do not wish to know the roof
that shelters you,” interrupted the other. ‘T heard your
name; I feared it might be you; I wished to know if, af-
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ter all, there were a God; I know now that there is none.
Begone!’

He still stood in the middle of the rug, between the
stair and doorway; and the great London physician,
in order to escape, would be forced to step to one side.
It was plain that he hesitated before the thought of this
humiliation. White as he was, there was a dangerous
glitter in his spectacles; but, while he still paused un-
certain, he became aware that the driver of his fly was
peering in from the street at this unusual scene, and
caught a glimpse at the same time of our little body
from the parlour, huddled by the corner of the bar. The
presence of so many witnesses decided him at once to
flee. He crouched together, brushing on the wainscot,
and made a dart like a serpent, striking for the door.
But his tribulation was not yet entirely at an end, for
even as he was passing Fettes clutched him by the arm
and these words came in a whisper, and yet painfully
distinct, ‘Have you seen it again?

The great rich London doctor cried out aloud with
a sharp, throttling cry; he dashed his questioner across
the open -space, and, with his hands over his head, fled
out of the door like a detected thief. Before it had oc-
curred to one of us to make a movement the fly was
already rattling toward the station. The scene was over
like a dream, but the dream had left proofs and traces
of its passage. Next day the servant found the fine gold
spectacles broken on the threshold, and that very night
we were all standing breathless by the barroom window,
and Fettes at our side, sober, pale, and resolute in look.

‘God protect us, Mr. Fettes!” said the landlord, com-
ing first into possession of his customary senses. ‘What

14



THE BODY-SNATCHERS

in the universe is all this? These are strange things you
have been saying.’

Fettes turned toward us; he looked us each in succes-
sion in the face. ‘See if you can hold your tongues,’ said
he. ‘That man Macfarlane is not safe to cross; those
that have done so already have repented it too late.’

And then, without so much as finishing his third
glass, far less waiting for the other two, he bade us
goodbye and went forth, under the lamp of the hotel,
into the black night.

We three turned to our places in the parlour, with
the big red fire and four clear candles; and, as we re-
capitulated what had passed, the first chill of our sur-
prise soon changed into a glow of curiosity. We sat
late; it was the latest session I have known in the old
George. Each man, before we parted, had his theory that
he was bound to prove; and none of us had any nearer
business in this world than to track out the past of our
condemned companion, and surprise the secret that he
shared with the great London doctor. It is no great
boast, but I believe I was a better hand at worming
out a story than either of my fellow at the George; and
perhaps there is now no other man alive who could
narrate to you the following foul and unnatural events.

In his young days Fettes studied medicine in the
schools of Edinburgh. He had talent of a kind, the
talent that picks up swiftly what it hears and readily
retains it for its own. He worked little at home; but he
was civil, attentive, and intelligent in the presence of
his masters. They soon picked him out as a lad who
listened closely and remembered well; nay, strange as it
seemed to me when I first heard it, he was in those
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days well favoured, and pleased by his exterior. There
was, at that period, a certain extramural teacher of
anatomy, whom I shall here designate by the letter K.
His name was subsequently too well known. The man
who bore it skulled through the streets of Edinburgh in
disguise, while the mob that applauded at the execution
of Burke called loudly for the blood of his employer.
But Mr. K-— was then at the top of his vogue; he en-
joyed the popularity due partly to his own talent and
address, partly to the incapacity of his rival, the uni-
versity professor. The students, at least, swore by his
name, and Fettes believed himself, and was believed by
others, to have laid the foundations of success when he
had acquired the favour of this meteorically famous
man. Mr. K— was a bon vivant as well as an accom-
plished teacher; he liked a sly illusion no less than a
careful preparation. In both capacities Fettes enjoyed
and deserved his notice, and by the second year of his
attendance he held the half-regular position of second
demonstrator or sub-assistant in his class.

In this capacity the charge of the theatre and lecture-
room devolved in particular upon his shoulders. He
had to answer for the cleanliness of the premises and the
conduct of the other students, and it was a part of his
duty to supply, receive, and divide the various subjects.
It was with a view to this last—at that time very delicate
—affair that he was lodged by Mr. K— in the same
wynd, and at last in the same building, with the
dissecting rooms. Here, after a night of turbulent plea-
sures, his hand still tottering, his sight still misty
and confused, he would be called out of bed in
the black hours before the winter dawn by the un-
clean and desperate interlopers who supplied the table.
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He would open the door to these men, since infamous
throughout the land. He would help them with their
tragic burden, pay them their sordid price, and remain
alone, when they were gone, with the unfriendly relics
of humanity. From such a scene he would return to
snatch another hour or two of slumber, to repair the
abuses of the night, and refresh himself for the labours
of the day.

Few lads could have been more insensible to the im-
pressions of a life thus passed among the ensigns of
morality. His mind was closed against all general con-
siderations. He was incapable of interest in the fate and
fortunes of another, the slave of his own desires and low
ambitions. Cold, light, and selfish in the last resort,
he had that modicum of prudence, miscalled morality,
which keeps a man from inconvenient drunkenness or
punishable theft. He coveted, besides, a measure of con-
sideration from his masters and his fellow pupils, and he
had no desire to fail conspieuously in the external parts
of life. Thus he made it his pleasure to gain some dis-
tinction in his studies, and day after day rendered un-
impeachable eye-service to his employer, Mr. K—.
For his day of work he indemnified himself by nights
of roaring, blackguardly enjoyment; and when that
balance had been struck, the organ that he called his
conscience declared itself content.

The supply of subjects was a continual trouble to
him as well as to his master. In that large and busy
class, the raw material of the anatomists kept perpetu-
ally running out; and the business thus rendered neces-
sary was not only unpleasant in itself, but threatened
dangerous consequences to all who were concerned. It
was the policy of Mr. K— to ask no questions in" his
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dealings with the trade. ‘They bring the body, and we
pay the price,” he used to say, dwelling on the allitera-
tion—‘quid pro quo.’ And, again, and somewhat pro-
fanely, ‘Ask no questions,” he would tell his assistants,
‘for conscience sake.” There was no understanding that
the subjects were provided by the crime of murder. Had
that idea been broached to him in words, he would have
recoiled in horror; but the lightness of his speech upon
so grave a matter was, in itself, an offense against good
manners, and a temptation to the men with whom he
dealt. Fettes, for instance, had often remarked to him-
self upon the singular freshness of the bodies. He had
been struck again and again by the hangdog, abom-
inable looks of the ruffians who came to him before the
dawn; and, putting things together clearly in his private
thoughts, he perhaps attributed a meaning too immoral
and too categorical to the unguarded councils of his
master. He understood his duty, in short, to have three
branches; to take what was brought, to pay the price,
and to avert the eye from any evidence of crime.

One November morning this policy of silence was put
sharply to the test. He had been awake all night with a
racking toothache-—pacing his room like a caged beast
or throwing himself in fury on his bed—and had fallen
at last into that profound, uneasy slumber that so often
follows on a night of pain, when he was awakened by
the third or fourth angry repetition of the concerted
signal. There was a thin, bright moonshine; it was bitter
cold, windy, and frosty; the town had not yet awakened,
but an indefinable stir already preluded the noise and
business of the day. The ghouls had come later than
usual, and they seemed more than usually eager to be
gone, Fettes, sick with sleep, lighted them upstairs. He
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heard their grumbling Irish voices through a dream;
and as they stripped the sack from their sad merchan-
dise he leaned dozing, with his shoulder propped
against the wall; he had to shake himself to find the
men their money. As he did so his eyes lighted on the
dead face. He started; he took two steps nearer, with
the candle raised.

‘God Almighty!” he cried. ‘That is Jane Galbraith!’

The men answered nothing, but they shuffled nearer
the door.

‘T know her, I tell you,” he continued. ‘She was alive
and hearty yesterday. It’s impossible she can be dead;
it’s impossible you should have got this body fairly.’

‘Sure, sir, you're mistaken entirely,” said one of the
men. )

But the other looked Fettes darkly in the eyes, and
demanded the money on the spot.

It was impossible to misconceive the threat or to
exaggerate the danger. The lad’s heart failed him. He
stammered some excuse, coupted out the sum, and saw
his hateful visitors depart. No sooner were they gone
than he hastened to confirm his doubts. By a dozen
unquestionable marks he identified the girl he had
jested with the day before. He saw, with horror, marks
upon her body that might well be taken as violence. A
panic seized him, and he took refuge in his room. There
he reflected at length over the discovery that he had
made; considered soberly the bearing of Mr. K—’s
instructions and the danger to himself of interference
in so serious a business, and at last, in sore perplexity,
determined to wait for the advice of his immediate
superior, the class assistant.

This was a young doctor, Wolfe Macfarlane, a high
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favourite among the reckless students, clever, dis-
sipated, and unscrupulous to the last degree. He had
travelled and studied abroad. His manners were agree-
able and a little forward. He was an authority on the
stage, skilful on the ice or the links with skate or golf
club; he dressed with nice audacity, and, to put the fin-
ishing touch upon his glory, he kept a gig and a strong
trotting horse. With Fettes he was on terms of intimacy;
indeed, their relative positions called for some com-
munity of life; and when subjects were scarce the pair
would drive far into the country in Macfarlane’s gig,
visit and desecrate some lonely graveyard, and return
before dawn with their booty to the door of the dissect-
ing room.

On that particular morning Macfarlane arrived some-
what earlier than his wont. Fettes heard him, and met
him on the stairs, told him his story, and showed him
the cause of his alarm. Macfarlane examined the marks
on her body.

‘Yes,” he said with a nod, ‘it looks fishy.’

‘Well, what should I do?’ asked Fettes.

‘Do? repeated the other. ‘Do you want to do any-
thing? Least said sooner mended, I should say.’

‘Some one else might recognize her,” objected Fettes.
‘She was as well known at the Castle Rock.’

‘We’ll hope not,” said Macfarlane, ‘and if anybody
does—well, you didn’t, don’t you see, and there’s an
end. The fact is, this has been going on too long. Stir
up the mud, and yow’ll get K— into the most unholy
trouble; you’ll be in a shocking box yourself. So will I,
if you come to that. I should like to know how anyone
of us would look, or what the devil we should have
to say ourselves, in any Christian witness box. For me,
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you know, there’s one thing certain—that, practically
speaking, all our subjects have been murdered.’

‘Macfarlane!’ cried Fettes.

‘Come now!’ sneered the other. ‘As if you hadn’t
suspected it yourself!

‘Suspecting is one thing ?

‘And proof another. Yes, I know; and I'm as sorry
as you are this should have come here,” tapping the
body with his cane. ‘The next best thing for me is not
to recognize it; and,” he added coolly, ‘I don’t. You
may, if you please. I don’t dictate, but I think a man of
the world would do as I do; and, I may add, I fancy
that is what K— would look for at our hands. The ques-
tion is, Why did he choose us two for his assistants?
And I answer, Because he didn’t want old wives.’

This was the tone of all others to affect the mind of
a lad like Fettes. He agreed to imitate Macfarlane. The
body of the unfortunate girl was duly dissected, and no
one remarked or appeared to recognize her.

One afternoon, when his day’s work was over, Fettes
dropped into a popular tavern and found Macfarlane
sitting with a stranger. This was a small man, very
pale and dark, with coal-black eyes. The cut of his
features gave a promise of intellect and refinement
which was but feebly realized in his manners, for he
proved, upon a nearer acquaintance, coarse, vulgar,
and stupid. He exercised, however, a very remarkable
control over Macfarlane; issued orders like the Great
Bashaw; became inflamed at the least discussion or
delay, and commented rudely on the servility with
which he was obeyed. This most offensive person took
a fancy to Fettes on the spot, plied him with drinks, and
honoured him with unusual confidences on his past
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career. If a tenth of what he confessed were true, he
was a very loathsome rogue; and the lad’s vanity was
tickled by the attention of so experienced a man.

‘I’'m a pretty bad fellow myself,” the stranger re-
marked, ‘but Macfarlane is the boy—Toddy Macfarlane
I call him. Toddy, order your friend another glass.’
Or it might be, ‘Toddy, you jump up and shut the
door.” ‘Toddy hates me,” he said again. ‘Oh, yes,
Toddy, you do!®

‘Don’t you: call me that confounded name,’ growled
Macfarlane.

‘Hear him! Did you ever see the lads play knife? He
would like to do that all over my body,” remarked the
stranger. ‘

‘We medicals have a better way than that, said
Fettes. ‘When we dislike a dead friend of ours, we
dissect him.’ .

Macfarlane looked up sharply, as thought this jest
were scarcely to his mind.

The afternoon passed. Gray, for that was the strang-
er’s name, invited Fettes to join them at dinner, or-
dered a feast so sumptuous that the tavern was thrown
into commotion, and when all was done commanded
Macfarlane to settle the bill. It was late before they
separated; the man Gray was incapably drunk. Mac-
farlane, sobered by his fury, chewed the cud of the
money he had been forced to squander and the slights
he had been obliged to swallow. Fettes, with various
liquors singing in his head, returned home with devious
footsteps and a mind entirely in abeyance. Next day
Macfarlane was absent from the class, and Fettes smiled
to himself as he imagined him still squiring the intoler-
able Gray from tavern to tavern. As soon as the hour
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of liberty had struck, he posted from place to place in
quest of his last night’s companions. He could find
them, however, nowhere; so returned early to his rooms,
went early to bed, and slept the sleep of the just.

At four in the morning he was awakened by the well-
known signal. Descending to the door, he was filled with
astonishment to find Macfarlane with his gig, and in the
gig one of those long and ghastly packages with which
he was so well acquainted.

‘What?” he cried. ‘Have you been out alone? How
did you manage?

But Macfarlane silenced him roughly, bidding him
turn to business. When they had got the body upstairs
and laid it on the table, Macfarlane made at first as if
he were going away. Then he paused and seemed to
hesitate; and then, ‘You had better look at the face,’
said he, in tones of some constraint. “You had better,’
he repeated, as Fettes only stared at him in wonder.

‘But where, and how, and when did you come by
it?” cried the other. ‘

‘Look at the face,” was the only answer.

Fettes was staggered; strange doubts assailed him.
He looked from the young doctor to the body, and then
back again. At last, with a start, he did as he was
bidden. He had almost expected the sight that met his
eyes, and yet the shock was cruel. To see, fixed in the
rigidity of death and naked on that coarse layer of sack-
cloth, the man whom he had left well clad and full of
meat and sin upon the threshold of a tavern, awoke,
even in the thoughtless Fettes, some of the terrors of
the conscience. It was a cras tibi which re-echoed in his
soul, that two whom he had known should have come to
lie upon these icy tables. Yet these were only secondary
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thoughts. His first concern regarded Wolfe. Unprepared
for a challenge so momentous, he knew not how to
look his comrade in the face. He durst not meet his
eye, and he had neither words nor voice at his com-
mand.

It was Macfarlane himself who made the first ad-
vance. He came up quietly behind and laid his hand
gently but firmly on the other’s shoulder.

‘Richardson,’ said he, ‘may have the head.’

Now, Richardson was a student who had long been
anxious for that portion of the human subject to dissect.
There was no answer, and the murderer resumed:
‘Talking of business, you must pay me; your accounts,
you see, must tally.’

Fettes found a voice, the ghost of his own: ‘Pay you!’
he cried. ‘Pay you for that?’

‘Why, yes, of course you must. By all means and on
every possible account, you must,” returned the other.
‘I dare not give it for nothing, you dare not take it for
nothing; it would compromise us both. This is another
case like Jane Galbraith’s. The more things are wrong,
the more we must act as if all were right. Where does
old K— keep his money?

‘There,’ answered Fettes hoarsely, pointing to a cup-
board in the corner.

‘Give me the key, then,” said the other calmly, hold-
ing out his hand.

There was an instant’s hesitation, and the die was
cast. Macfarlane could not suppress a nervous twitch,
the infinitesimal mark of an immense relief, as he felt
the key between his fingers. He opened the cupboard,
brought out pen and ink and a paper book that stood in
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one compariment, and separated from the funds in a
drawer a sum suitable to the occasion.

‘Now, look here,’ he said, ‘there is the payment made
—first proof of your good faith: first step to your
security. You have now to clinch it by a second. Enter
the payment in your book, and then you for your part
may defy the devil.’

The next few seconds were for Fettes an agony of
thought; but in balancing his terrors it was the most
immediate that triumphed. Any future difficulty seemed
almost welcome if he could avoid a present quarrel with
Macfarlane. He set down the candle which he had been
carrying all this time, and with a steady hand entered
the date, the nature, and the amount of the transaction.

‘And now,” said Macfarlane, ‘it’s only fair that you
should pocket the lucre. I've had my share already. By
the by, when a man of the world falls into a bit of
luck, has a few extra shillings in his pocket—I'm
ashamed to speak of it, but there’s a rule of conduct
in the case. No treating, no purchase of expensive class
books, no squaring of old debts; borrow, don’t lend.’

‘Macfarlane,’” began Fettes, still somewhat hoarsely,
‘T have put my neck in a halter to oblige you.’

‘To oblige me? cried Wolfe. ‘Oh, come! You did,
as near as I can see the matter, what you downright
had to do in self defence. Suppose I got into trouble,
where would you be? This second little matter flows
clearly from the first. Mr. Gray is the continuation of
Miss Galbraith. You can’t begin and then stop. If you
begin, you must keep on beginning; that’s the truth.
No rest for the wicked.’

A horrible sense of blackness and the treachery of
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fate seized hold upon the soul of the unhappy student.

‘My God!’ he cried, ‘but what have I done? and
when did I begin? To be made a class assistant—in
the name of reason, where’s the harm in that? Service
wanted the position; Service might have got it. Would
he have been where I am now?’

‘My dear fellow,” said Macfarlane, ‘what a boy you
are! What harm has come to you? What harm can
come to you if you hold your tongue? Why, man, do
you know what this life is? There are two squads of us
—the lions and the lambs. If you’re a lamb, you’ll come
to lie upon these tables like Gray or Jane Galbraith;
if you’re a lion, yow’ll live and drive a horse like me,
like K—, like all the world with any wit or courage.
You're staggered at the first. But look at K—! My dear
fellow, you’re clever, you have pluck. I like you, and
K— likes you. You were born to lead the hunt; and
I tell you, on my honour and my experience of life,
three days from now you’ll laugh at all these scarecrows
like a High School boy at a farce.’

And with that Macfarlane took his departure and
drove off up the wynd in his gig to get under cover
before daylight. Fettes was thus left alone with his
regrets. He saw the miserable peril in which he stood
involved. He saw, with inexpressible dismay, that there
was no limit to his weakness, and that, from concession
to concession, he had fallen from the arbiter of Mac-
farlane’s destiny to his paid and helpless accomplice.
He would have given the world to have been a little
braver at the time, but it did not occur to him that he
might still be brave. The secret of Jane Galbraith and
the cursed entry in the day book closed his mouth.

Hours passed; the class began to arrive; the members
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of the unhappy Gray were dealt out to one and to an-
other, and received without remark. Richardson was
made happy with the head; and, before the hour of
freedom rang, Fettes trembled with exultation to per-
ceive how far they had already gone toward safety.

For two days he continued to watch, with an in-
creasing joy, the dreadful process of disguise.

On the third day Macfarlane made his appearance.
He had been ill, he said; but he made up for lost time
by the energy with which he directed the students. To
Richardson in particular he extended the most valuable
assistance and advice, and that student, encouraged by
the praise of the demonstrator, burned high with am-
bitious hopes, and saw the medal already in his grasp.

Before the week was out Macfarlane’s prophecy had
been fulfilled. Fettes had outlived his terrors and had
forgotten his baseness. He began to plume himself upon
his courage, and had so arranged the story in his mind
that he could look back on these events with an un-
healthy pride. Of his accomplice he saw but little. They
met, of course, in the business of the class; they received
their orders together from Mr. K—. At times they had
a word or two in private, and Macfarlane was from
first to last particularly kind and jovial. But it was plain
that he avoided any reference to their common secret;
and even when Fettes whispered to him that he had
cast in his lot with the lions and forsworn the lambs, he
only signed to him smilingly to hold his peace. ‘

At length an occasion arose which threw the pair
once more into a closer union. Mr. K— was again short
of subjects; pupils were eager, and it was a part of this
teacher’s pretensions to be always well supplied. At the
same time there came the news of a burial in the rustic
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graveyard of Glencorse. Time has little changed the
place in question. It stood then, as now, upon a cross-
road, out of call of human habitations, and buried
fathom deep in the foliage of six cedar trees. The cries
of the sheep upon the neighbouring hills, the streamlets
upon either hand, one loudly singing among pebbles,
the other dripping furtively from pond to pond, the
stir of the wind in mountainous old flowering chestnuts,
and once in seven days the voice of the bell and the
old tunes of the precentor, were the only sounds that
disturbed the silence around the rural church. The
Resurrection Man—to use a byname of the period—
was not to be deterred by any of the sanctities of cus-
tomary piety. It was part of his trade to despise and
desecrate the scrolls and trumpets of old tombs, the
paths worn by the feet of worshippers and mourners,
and the offerings and the inscriptions of bereaved af-
fection. To rustic neighbourhoods where love is more
than commonly tenacious, and where some bonds of
blood or fellowship unite the entire society of a parish,
the body-snatcher, far from being repelled by natural
respect, was attracted by the ease and safety of the
task. To bodies that had been laid in earth, in joyful
expectation of a far different awakening, there came
that hasty, lamplit, terror-haunted resurrection of the
spade and mattock. The coffin was forced, the cere-
ments torn, and the melancholy relics, clad in sack-
cloth, after being rattled for hours on moonless by-
ways, were at length exposed to uttermost indignities
before a class of gaping boys.

Somewhat as two vultures may swoop upon a dying
lamb, Fettes and Macfarlane were to be let loose upon
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a grave in that green and quiet resting place. The wife
of a farmer, a woman who had lived for sixty years,
and been known for nothing but good butter and a
godly conversation, was to be rooted from her grave
at midnight and carried, dead and naked, to that far-
away city that she had always honoured with her Sun-
day’s best; the place beside her family was to be empty
till the crack of doom; her innocent and always ven-
erable members to be exposed to that last curiosity of
the anatomist.

Late one afternoon the pair set forth, well wrapped in
cloaks and furnished with a formidable bottle. It rained
without remission—a cold, dense, lashing rain. Now
and again there blew a puff of wind, but these sheets
of falling water kept it down. Bottle and all, it was a
sad and silent drive as far as Penicuik, where they were
to spend the evening. They stopped once, to hide their
implements in a thick bush not far from the churchyard,
and once again at the Fisher’s Tryst, to have a toast
before the kitchen fire and vary their nips of whisky
with a glass of ale. When they reaehed their journey’s
end the gig was housed, the horse was fed and com-
forted, and the two young doctors in a private room
sat down to the best dinner and the best wine the house
afforded. The lights, the fire, the beating rain upon
the window, the cold, incongruous work that lay before
them, added zest to their enjoyment of the meal. With
every glass their cordiality increased. Soon Macfarlane
handed a little pile of gold to his companion.

‘A compliment,” he said. ‘Between friends these little
damned accommodations ought to fly like pipelights.’

Fettes pocketed the money, and applauded the sen-
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timent to the echo. ‘You are a philosopher,’ he cried. ‘I
was an ass till I knew you. You and K— between you,
by the Lord Harry! but you’ll make a man of me.’

‘Of course we shall,” applauded Macfarlane. ‘A man?
I tell you, it required a man to.back me up the other
morning. There are some big, brawling, forty-year-old
cowards who would have turned sick at the look of
the damned thing; but not you—you kept your head. I
watched you.’

‘Well, and why not?’ Fettes thus vaunted himself. ‘Tt
was no affair of mine. There was nothing to gain on the
one side but disturbance, and on the other I could
count on your gratitude, don’t you see?’” And he slapped
his pocket till the gold pieces rang.

Macfarlane somehow felt a certain touch of alarm
at these unplieasant words. He may have regretted that
he had taught his young companion so successfully,
but he had no time to interfere, for the other noisily
continued in this boastful strain: ,

“The great thing is not to be afraid. No, between you
and me, I don’t want to hang—that’s practical; but for
all cant, Macfarlane, I was born with a contempt. Hell,
God, devil, right, wrong, sin, crime, and all the old
gallery of curiosities—they may frighten boys, but men
of the world, like you and me, despise them. Here’s to
the memory of Gray!’

It was by this time growing somewhat late. The gig,
according to order, was brought round to the door with
both lamps brightly shining, and the young men had to
pay their bill and take the road. They announced that
they were bound for Peebles, and drove in that direction
till they were clear of the last houses of the town; then,
extinguishing the lamps, returned upon their course,
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and followed a byroad toward Glencorse. There was
no sound but that of their own passage, and the inces-
sant, strident pouring of the rain. It was pitch dark; here
and there a white gate or a white stone in the wall
guided them for a short space across the night; but
for the most part it was at a foot pace, and almost
groping, that they picked their way through that reso-
nant blackness to their solemn and isolated destination.
In the sunken woods that traverse the neighbourhood
of the burying ground the last glimmer failed them, and
it became necessary to kindle a match and reillumine
one of the lanterns of the gig. Thus, under the dripping
trees, and environed by huge and moving shadows, they
reached the scene of their inhallowed labours.

They were both experienced in such affairs, and
powerful with the spade; and they had scarce been
twenty minutes at their task before they were rewarded
by a dull rattle on the coffin lid. At the same moment,
Macfarlane, having burt his hand upon a stone, flung
it carelessly above his head. The grave, in which they
now stood almost to the shoulders, was close to the
edge of the platform of the graveyard; and the gig
lamp had been propped, the better to illuminate their
labours, against a tree, and on the immediate verge of
the steep bank descending to the stream. Chance had
taken a sure aim with the stone. Then came a clang of
broken glass; night fell upon them; sounds alternately
dull and ringing announced the bounding of the lantern
down the bank, and its occasional collision with the
trees. A stone or two, which it had dislodged in its
descent, rattled behind it into the profundities of the
'glen; and then silence, like night, resumed its sway;
and they might bend their hearing to its utmost pitch,
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but naught was to be heard except the rain, now
marching to the wind, now steadily falling over miles
of open country. _

They were so nearly at an end of their abhorred task
that they judged it wisest to complete it in the dark.
The coffin was exhumed and broken open; the body
inserted in the dripping sack and carried between them
to the gig; one mounted to keep it in its place, and the
other, taking the horse by the mouth, groped along by
wall and bush until they reached the wider road by the
Fisher’s Tryst. Here was a faint, diffused radiancy,
which they hailed like daylight; by that they pushed
the horse to a good pace and began to rattle along
merrily in the direction of the town.

They had both been wetted to the skin during their
operations, and now, as the gig jumped among the deep
ruts, the thing that stood propped between them fell
now upon one and now upon the other. At every
repetition of the horrid contact each instinctively re-
pelled it with the greater haste; and the process, natural
although it was, began to tell upon the nerves of the
companions. Macfarlane made some ill-favoured jest
about the farmer’s wife, but it came hollowly from his
lips, and was allowed to drop in silence. Still their un-
natural burden bumped from side to side; and now the
head would be laid, as if in confidence, upon their
shoulders, and now the drenching sackcloth would flap
icily about their faces. A creeping chill began to pos-
sess the soul of Fettes. He peered at the bundle, and
it seemed somehow larger than at first. All over the
countryside, and from every degree of distance, the
farm dogs accompanied their passage with tragic ulula-
tions; and it grew and grew upon his mind that some
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unnatural miracle had been accomplished, that some
nameless change had befallen the dead body, and that
it was in fear of their unholy burden that the dogs were
howling,.

‘For God’s sake,’ said he, making a great effort to
arrive at speech, ‘for God’s sake, let’s have a light!

Seemingly Macfarlane was affected in the same di-
rection; for, though he made no reply, he stopped the
horse, passed the reins to his companion, got down,
and proceeded to kindle the remaining lamp. They
had by that time got no farther than the crossroad down
to Auchenclinny. The rain still poured as though the
deluge were returning, and it was no easy matter to
make a light in such a world of wet and darkness. When
at last the flickering blue flame had been transferred to
the wick and began to expand and clarify, and shed a
wide circle of misty brightness round the gig, it became
possible for the two young men to see each other and
the thing they had along with them. The rain had
moulded the rough sacking to the outlines of the body
underneath, the head was distinct from the trunk, the
shoulders plainly modelled; something at once spectral
and human riveted their eyes upon the ghastly comrade
of their drive.

For some time Macfarlane stood motionless, holding
up the lamp. A nameless dread was swathed, like a wet
sheet, about the body, and tightened the white skin
upon the face of Fettes; a fear that was meaningless, a
horror of what could not be, kept mounting to his brain,
Another beat of the watch, and he had spoken. But his
comrade forestalled him.

‘That is not a woman,” said Macfarlane, in a hushed
voice.
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‘It was a woman when we put her in,’ whispered
Fettes.

‘Hold that lamp,” said the other. ‘I must see her
face.

And as Fettes took the lamp his companion untied
the fastenings of the sack and drew -down the cover
from the head. The light fell very clear upon the dark,
well moulded features and smooth-shaven cheeks of a
too familiar countenance, often beheld in dreams of
both of these young men. A wild yell rang up into the
night; each leaped from his own side into the roadway:
the lamp fell, broke, and was extinguished; and the
horse, terrified by this unusual commotion, bounded
and went off toward Edinburgh at a gallop, bearing
along with it, the sole occupant of the gig, the body of
the dead and long dissected Gray.

Pitlochry, 1881
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The Reverend Murdoch Soulis was long minister of the
moorland parish of Balweary, in the vale of Dule. A
severe, bleak-faced old man, dreadful to his hearers, he
dwelt in the last years of his life, without relative or
servant or any human company, In the small and lonely
manse under the Hanging Shaw. In spite of the iron
composure of his features, his eye was wild, scared, and
uncertain; and when he dwelt, in private admonitions,
on the future of the impenitent, it seemed as if his eye
pierced through the storms of time to the terrors of
eternity. Many young persons coming to prepare them-
selves against the season of the Holy Communion were
dreadfully affected by his talk. He had a sermon on
I Peter v. 8, “The devil as a roaring lion,” on the Sunday
after every seventeenth of August, and he was accus-
tomed to surpass himself upon that text both by the

*Glossary page 219.

35



SUPERNATURAL STORIES

appalling nature of the matter and the terror of his
bearing in the pulpit. The children were frightened into
fits, and the old looked more than usually oracular, and
were, all that day, full of those hints that Hamlet dep-
recated. The manse itself, where it stood by the water
of Dule among some thick trees, with the Shaw over-
hanging it on the one side, and on the other many,
cold, moorish hilltops rising toward the sky, had begun,
at a very clear period of Mr. Soulis’s ministry, to be
avoided in the dusk hours by all who valued themselves
upon their prudence; and guidmen sitting at the clachan
alehouse shook their heads at the thought of passing
late by that uncanny neighbourhood. There was one
spot, to be more particular, which was regarded with
especial awe. The manse stood between the high road
and the water of Dule, with a gable to each; its back
was towards the kirk town of Balweary, nearly half a
mile away; in front of it, a bare garden, hedged with
thorn, occupied the land between the river and the
road. The house was two storeys high, with two large
rooms on each. It opened not directly on the garden,
but on a causewayed path or passage, giving on the
road on the one hand, and closed on the other by the
tall willows and elders that bordered on the stream.
And it was this strip of causeway that enjoyed among
the young parishioners of Balweary so infamous a rep-
utation. The minister walked there often after dark,
sometimes groaning aloud in the instancy of his un-
spoken prayers; and when he was from home, and the
manse door was locked, the more daring schoolboys
ventured, with beating hearts, to ‘follow my leader’
across that legendary spot.

This atmosphere of terror, surrounding, as it did, a

36



THRAWN JANET

man of God of spotless character and orthodoxy, was
a common cause of wonder and subject of inquiry
among the few strangers who were led by chance or
business into that unknown, outlying country. But many
even of the people of the parish were ignorant of the
strange events which had marked the first year of Mr.
Soulis’s ministrations; and among those who were bet-
ter informed, some were naturally reticent, and others
shy of that particular topic. Now and again, only one of
the older folk would warm into courage over his third
tumbler, and recount the cause of the minister’s strange
looks and solitary life.

Fifty years syne, when Mr. Soulis cam’ first into
Ba'weary, he was still 2 young man—a callant, the folk
said—fu’ o’ book learnin’ and grand at the exposition,
but, as was natural in sae young a man, wi’ nae leevin’
experience in religion. The younger sort were greatly
taken wi’ his gifts and his gab; but auld, concerned,
serious men and women were moved even to prayer for
the young man, whom they took to be a self-deceiver,
and the parish that was like to be sae ill-supplied. It
was before the days o’ the Moderates—weary fa’ them;
but ill things are like guid—they baith come bit by
bit, a pickle at a time; and there were folk even then
that said the Lord had left the college professors to
their ain devices, an’ the lads that went to study wi’
them wad hae done mair and better sittin’ in a peat
bog, like their forebears of the persecution, wi’ a Bible
under their oxter and a speerit o’ prayer in their heart.
There was nae doubt, onyway, but that Mr. Soulis had
been ower lang at the college. He was careful and
troubled for mony things besides the ae thing needful.
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He had a feck o’ books wi’ him—mair than had ever
been seen before in a’ that presbytery; and a sair wark
the carrier had wi’ them, for they were a’ like to have
smoored in the Deil’s Hag between this and Kilmack-
erlie. They were books o’ divinity, to be sure, or so
they ca’d them; but the serious were o’ opinion there
was little service for sae mony, when the hail 0’ God’s
Word would gang in the neuk of a plaid. Then he wad
sit half the day and half the nicht forbye, which was
scant decent—writin’, nae less; and first, they were
feared he wad read his sermons; and syne it was proved
he was writin’ a book himsel’, which was surely no
fittin’ for ane of his years an’ sma’ experience.

Onyway it behoved him to get an auld, decent wife
to keep the manse for him and see to his bit denners;
and he was recommended to an auld limmer—Janet
M’Clour, they ca’d her—and sae far left to himsel’ as
to be ower persuaded. There was mony advised him
to the contrar, for Janet was mair than suspeckit by
the best folk in Ba’weary. Lang or that, she had had
a wean to a dragon; she hadnae come forrit for maybe
thretty year; and bairns had seen her mumblin’ to
hersel’ up on Key’s Loan in the gloaming, whilk was
an unco time an’ place for a Godfearin’ woman. How-
soever, it was the laird himsel’ that had forst tauld
the minister o’ Janet; and in thae days he wad have
gane a far gate to pleasure the laird. When folk tauld
him that Janet was sib to the deil, it was a superstition
by his way of it; an’ when they cast up the Bible to
him an’ the witch of Endor, he wad threep it doun
their thrapples. that thir days were a’ gane by, and the
deil was mercifully restrained.
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Weel, when it got about the clachan that Janet
M’Clour was to be servant at the manse, the folk were
fair mad wi’ her an’ him thegether; and some of the
guidwives had nae better to dae than get round her
door cheeks and chairge her wi’ 2’ that was ken’t again
her, frae the sodger’s bairn to John Tamson’s twa
kye. She was nae great speaker; folk usually let her
gang her ain gate, an’ she let them gang theirs, wi’
neither Fair-guid-een nor Fair-guid-day; but when
she buckled to, she had a tongue to deave the miller.
Up she got, an’ there wasnae an auld story in Ba’weary
but she gart somebody lowp for it that day; they could-
nae say ae thing but she could say twa to it; at the
hinder end, the guidwives up and claught haud of her,
and clawed the coats aff her back, and pu’d her doun
the clachan to the water o’ Dule, to see if she were a
witch or no, soum or droun. The carline skirled till
ye could hear her at the Hangin’ Shaw, and she focht
like ten; there was mony a guidwife bure the mark of
her neist day an’ mony a lang day after; and just in
the hettest o’ the collieshangie, wha should come up
(for his sins) but the new minister.

‘Women,’ said he (and he had a grand voice), ‘I
charge you in the Lord’s name to let her go.’

Janet ran to him—she was fair wud wi’ terror—an’
clang to him, an’ prayed him, for Christ’s sake, save
her frae the cummers; an’ they, for their pairt, tauld
him a’ that was ken’t, and maybe mair.

‘Woman,* says he to Janet, ‘is this true?’

‘As the Lord sees me,’ says she, ‘as the Lord made
me, no a word o’t. Forbye the bairn,’ says she, ‘I've
been a decent woman a’ my days.’
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‘Will you,” says Mr. Soulis, ‘in the name of God,
and before me, His unworthy minister, renounce the
devil and his works?’

Weel, it wad appear that when he askit that, she
gave a grin that fairly frichtit them that saw her, an’
they could hear her teeth play dirl thegether in her
chafts; but there was naething for it but the ae way
or the ither; an’ Janet lifted up her hand and renounced
the deil before them a’.

‘And now,” says Mr. Soulis to the guidwives, ‘home
with ye, one and all, and pray to God for His forgive-
ness.’

And he gied Janet his arm, though she had little on
her but a sark, and took her up the clachan to her
ain door like a leddy of the land; and her screighin’ and
laughin® as was a scandal to be heard.

There were mony grave folk lang ower their prayers
that nicht; but when the morn cam’ there was sic
a fear fell upon a’ Ba’weary that the bairns hid their-
sels, and even the men folk stood and keekit frae their
doors. For there was Janet comin’ doun the clachan—
her or her likeness, nane could tell—wi’ her neck
thrawn, and her heid on ae side, like a body that has
been hangit’, and a girn on her face like an unstreakit
corp. By-an’-by they got used wi’ it, and even spiered
at her to ken what was wrang; but frae that day forth
she couldnae speak like a Christian woman, but
slavered and played click wi’ her teeth like a pair o’
shears; and frae that day forth the name o’ God
cam’ never on her lips. Whiles she would try to say
it, but it michtnae be. Them that kenned best said
least; but they never gied that Thing the name o’
Janet M’Clour; for the auld Janet, by their way o't,

40



THRAWN JANET

was in muckle hell that day. But the minister was
peither to haud nor to bind; he preached about nae-
thing but the folk’s cruelty that had gi'en her a stoke
of the palsy; he skelpt the bairns that meddled her;
and he had her up to the manse that same nicht, and
dwalled there a’ his lane wi’ her under the Hangin’
Shaw.

Weel, time gaed by; and the idler sort commended
to think mair lichtly o’ that black business. The. minis-
ter was weel thocht o’; he was aye late at the writing,
folk wad see his can’le doun by the Dule water after
twal’ at e’en; and he seemed pleased wi’ himsel’ and
upsittin as at first, though a’ body could see that he
was dwining. As for Janet she cam’ an’ she gaed; if
she didnae speak muckle afore, it was reason she
should speak less then; she meddled naebody; but she
was an eldritch thing to see, an’ nane wad hae mis-
trysted wi’ her for Ba’weary glebe.

About the end o’ July there cam’ a spell o’ weather,
the like o’t never was in that countryside; it was lown
an’ het an’ heartless; the herds couldnae win up the
Black Hill, the bairns were ower wearit to play; an’
yet it was gousty too, wi’ claps o’ het wund that rum-
m’led in the glens, and bits 0’ shouers that slockened
naething. We aye thocht it but to thun’er on the
morn; but the morn cam’, an’ the morn’s morning, and
it was aye the same uncanny weather, sair on folks
and bestial. Of a’ that were the waur, nane suffered
like Mr. Soulis; he could neither sleep, nor eat, he
tauld his elders; an’ when he wasnae writin’ at his weary
book, he wad be stravaguin’ ower a’ the countryside
like a man possessed, when a’body else was blythe
to keep caller ben the house.
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- Abune Hangin’ Shaw, in the bield o’ the Black Hill,
there’s a bit enclosed grund wi’ an iron yett; and it
seems, in the auld days, that was the kirkyaird o
Ba'weary, and consecrated by the Papists before the
blessed licht shone upon the kingdom. It was a great
howff o’ Mr. Soulis’s onyway; there he would sit an’
consider ‘his sermons; and indeed it’s a bieldy bit.
Weel, as he cam’ ower the wast end o’ the Black Hill,
ae day, he saw first twa, an’ syne fower, an’ syne
seeven corbie craws fleein’ round an’ round abune the
auld kirkyaird. They flew laigh and heavy, an’ squawked
to ither as they gaed; and it was clear to Mr. Soulis
that something had put them frae their ordinar. He
wasnae easy fleyed, an’ gaed straucht up to the wa’s;
an’ what suld he find there but 2 man, or the appearance
of a man, sittin’ in the inside upon a grave. He was of a
great stature, an’ black as hell, and his e’en were singu-
lar to see. Mr. Soulis had hear tell o’ black men, mony’s
the time; but there was something unco about this
black man that daunted him. Het as he was, he took
a kind o’ cauld grue in the marrow o’ his banes; but
up he spak for a’ that; an’ says he: ‘My friend, are
you a stranger in this place?” The black man answered
never a word; he got upon his feet, an’ begude to
hirsle to the wa’ on the far side; but he aye lookit at
the minister; an’ the minister stood an’ lookit back;
till a’ in a meenute the black man was ower the wa’
an’ rinnin’ for the bield o’ the trees. Mr. Soulis, he
hardly kenned why, ran after him; but he was sair
forjaskit wi’ his walk an’ the het, unhalesome weather;
and rin as he likit, he got nae mair than a glisk o’ the
black man amang the birks, till he won doun to the
foot O’ the hillside, an’ there he saw him ance mair,
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gaun, hap, step, an’ lowp, ower Dule water to the
manse.

Mr. Soulis wasnae weel pleased that this fearsome
gangrel suld mak’ sae free wi’ Ba'weary manse; an’
he ran the harder, an’, wet shoon, ower the burn, an’
up the walk; but the deil a black man was there to see.
He stepped out upon the road, but there was naebody
there; he gaed a’ ower the garden, but na, nae black
man. At the hinder end, and a bit feared as was but
natural, he lifted the hasp and into the manse; and there
was Janet M’Clour before his een, wi’ her thrawn
craig, and nane sae pleased to see him. And he aye
minded sinsyne, when first he set his een upon her,
be had the same cauld and diedly grue.

‘Janet,’ says he, ‘have you seen a black man?’

‘A black man?’ quo’ she. ‘Save us a’! ye’re no wise,
minister. There’s nae black man in a’ Ba’weary.’

But she didnae speak plain, ye maun understood;
but yam-yammered, like a powney wi’ the bit in its
moo. ‘

‘Weel,” say he, ‘Janet, if there was nae black man,
I have spoken with the Accuser of the Brethern.’

And he sat down like ane wi’ a fever, an’ his teeth
chittered in his heid.

‘Hoots,” says she, ‘think shame to yoursel’, minister,’
an’ gied him a drap brandy that she keept aye by her.

Syne Mr. Soulis gaed into his study amang a’ his
books. It’s a lang, laigh, mirk chalmer, perishin’ cauld
in winter, an’ no very dry even in the tap o’ the simmer,
for the manse stands near the burn. Sae doun he sat,
and thoucht of a’ that had come an’ gane since he was
in Ba’weary, an’ his hame, an’ the days when he was
a bairn an’ ran daffin’ on the braes; and that black
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man aye ran in his heid like the owercome of a sang.
Aye the mair he thocht, the mair he thocht o’ the black
man. He tried the prayer, an’ the words wouldnae come
to him; an’ he tried, they say, to write at his book,
but he could nae mak’ nae mair o’ that. There was
whiles he thocht the black man was at his oxter, an’
the swat stood upon him cauld as well-water; and there
was other whiles, when he cam’ to himsel’ like a
christened bairn and minded naething.

The upshot was that he gaed to the window an’ stood
glowrin’ at Dule Water. The trees are unco thick, an’
the water lies deep an’ black under the manse; an’ there
was Janet washin’ the cla’es wi’ her coats kilted. She
had her back to the minister, an’ he, for his pairt,
hardly kenned what he was lookin’ at. Syne she turned
round, an’ shawed her face; Mr. Soulis had the same
cauld grue as twice that day afore, an’ it was borne
in upon him what folk said, that Janet was deid lang
syne, an’ this was a bogle in her clay-cauld flesh. He
drew back a pickle and he scanned her narrowly. She
was tramp-trampin’ in the cla’es, croonin’ to hersel’;
and eh! Gude guide us, but it was a fearsome face.
Whiles she sang louder, but there was nae man born
o’ woman that cold tell the words o’ her sang; an’
whiles she lookit sidelang doun, but there was naething
there for her to look at. There gaed a scunner through
the flesh upon his banes; and that was Heeven’s adver-
tisement. But Mr. Soulis just blamed himse!l’, he said,
to think sae ill of a puir auld afflicted wife that hadnae
a freend forbye himsel’; an’ he put up a bit prayer for
him and her, an’ drank a little caller water—for his
heart rose again the meat—an’ gaed up to his naked
bed in the gloaming.
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That was a nicht that has never been forgotten in
Ba’weary, the nicht o’ the seventeenth of August, seven-
teen hun’er an’ twal’. It had been set afore, as I hae
said, but that nicht it was hetter than ever. The sun
gaed doun among the unco-lookin’ clouds; it fell as
mirk as the pit; no a star, no a breath o’ wund; ye
couldnae see your han’ afore your face, and even the
auld folk cuist the covers frae their beds and lay
pechin’ for their breath, Wi’ a’ that he had upon his
mind, it was gey and unlikely Mr. Soulis wad get muckle
sleep. He lay an’ he tummled; the gude, caller bed’
that he got into brunt his very banes; whiles he slept,
and whiles he waukened; whiles he heard the time o’
nicht, and whiles a tyke yowlin’ up the muir, as if
somebody was deid;-whiles he thocht he heard bogles
claverin’ in his lug, an’ whiles he saw spunkies in the
room. He behoved, he judged, to be sick; an’ sick
he was—little he jaloosed the sickness.

At the hinder end, he got a clearness in his mind,
sat up in his sark on. the bedside, and fell thinkin’
ance mair o’ the black man an’ Janet. He couldnae
weel tell how—maybe it was the cauld to his feet—but
it cam’ in upon him wi’ a spate that there was some
connection between thir twa, an’ that either or baith
o’ them were bogles. And just at that moment, in
Janet’s room, which was neist to his, there cam’ a
stramp o’ feet as if men were wars’lin’, an’ then a loud
bang; an’ then a wund gaed reishling round the fower
quarters of the house; an’ then a’ was aince mair as
seelent as the grave.

Mr. Soulis was feared for neither man nor deevil
He got his tinderbox, an lit a can’le, an’ made three
steps 0’t ower to Janet’s door. It was on the hasp,
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an’ he pushed it open, an’ keeked bauldly in. It was
a big room, as big as the minister’s ain, an’ plenished
wi’ grand, auld solid gear, for he had naething else.
There was a fower-posted bed wi’ auld tapestry; and
a braw cabinet of aik, that was fu’ o’ the minister’s
divinity books, an’ put there to be out o’ the gate; an’
a wheen duds o’ Janet’s lying here and there about
the floor. But nae Janet could Mr. Soulis see; nor ony
sign of a contention. In he gaed (an’ there’s few that
wad ha’e followed him) an’ lookit 2’ round, an’ listened.
But there was naethin’ to be heard, neither inside the
manse nor in a’ Ba’weary parish, an’ naethin’ to be
seen but the muckle shadows turnin’ round the can’le.
An’ then 2’ at aince, the minister’s heart played dunt
an’ stood stock-still; an’ a cauld wund blew amang the
hairs o’ his heid. Whaten a weary sicht was that for
the puir man’s een! For there was Janet hangin’ frae
a nail beside the auld aik cabinet; her heid aye lay
on her shoother, her een were steeked, the tongue
projekit frae her mouth, and her heels were twa feet
clear abune the floor.

‘God forgive us alll’ thocht Mr. Soulis; ‘poor Janet’s
dead.’

He cam’ a step nearer to the corp; an’ then his heart
fair whammled in his inside. For by what cantrip it
wad ill-beseem a man to judge, she was hingin’ frae a
single nail an’ by a single wursted thread for darnin’
hose.

It’s an awfu’ thing to be your lane at nicht wi’ siccan
prodigies o’ darkness; but Mr. Soulis was strong in the
Lord. He turned an’ gaed his ways oot o’ that room,
and lockit the door ahint him; and step by step, down
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the stairs, as heavy as leed; and set doon the can’le
on the table at the stairfoot. He couldnae pray, he
couldnae think, he was dreepin’ wi’ caul’ swat, an’
nacthing could he hear but the dunt-dunt-duntin® o’ his
ain heart. He micht maybe have stood there an hour,
or maybe twa, he minded sae little; when a’ 0’ a sudden,
he heard a laigh, uncanny steer upstairs; a foot gaed
to an’ fro in the cha’mer whaur the corp was hingin’;
syne the door was opened, though he minded weel that
he bad lockit it; an’ syne there was a step upon the
“landin’, an’ it seemed to him as if the corp was lookin’
ower the rail and doun upon him whauer he stood.

He took up the can’le again (for he couldnae want
the licht) and as saftly as ever he could, gaed straucht
out 0’ the manse an’ to the far end o’ the causeway. It
was aye pit mirk; the flame o’ the can’le, when he set
"it on the ground, brunt steedy and clear as in a room;
naething moved, but the Dule water seepin’ an’ sabbin’
doon the glen, an’ yon unhaly foptstep that cam’ plod-
din’ doun the stairs inside the manse. He kenned the
foot over weel, for it was Janet’s; and at ilka step that
cam’ a wee thing nearer, the cauld got deeper in his
vitals. He commended his soul to Him that made an’
keepit him; ‘and O Lord,’ said he, ‘give me strength
this night to war against the powers of evil.’

By this time the foot was comin’ through the passage
for the door; he could hear a hand skirt alang the wa’,
as if the fearsome thing was feelin’ for its way. The
saughs tossed an’ maned thegether, a lang sigh cam’
ower the hills, the flame o’ the can’le was blawn aboot;
and there stood the corp of Thrawn Jamet, wi’ her
grogram goun an’ her black mutch; wi’ the heid aye
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upon the shouther, an’ the girn still upon the face o’t—
leevin’, ye wad hae said—deid, as Mr. Soulis weel
kenned—upon the threshold o’ the manse.

It’s a strange thing that the saul of man should be
that thirled into his perishable body; but the minister
saw that, an’ his heart didnae break.

She didnae stand there lang; she began to move again
an cam’ slowly towards Mr. Soulis whaur he stood
under the saughs. A’ the life o’ his body, a’ the strength
o’ his speerit, were glowerin’ frae his een. It seemed
she was gaun to speak, but wanted words, an’ made a
sign wi’ the left hand. There cam’ a clap o’ wund, like
a cat’s fuff; oot gaéd the can’le, the saughs skreighed
like folk; an’ Mr. Soulis kenned that, live or die, this
was the end o't.

‘Witch, beldame, devil?’ he cried, ‘I charge you, by
the power of God, begone—if you be dead, to the grave
—if you be damned, to hell.’

An’ at that moment the Lord’s ain hand out o’ the
Heevens struck the Horror whaur it stood; the auld,
deid, desecrated corp o’ the witch-wife, sae lang keepit
frae the grave and hirsled round by deils, lowed up
like a brunstane spunk and fell in ashes to the grund;
the thunder followed, peal on dirling peal, the rairing
rain upon the back o’ that; and Mr. Soulis lowped
through the garden hedge, and ran wi’ skelloch upon
skelloch, for the clachan.

That same mornin’, John Christie saw the Black
Man pass the Muckle Cairn as it was chappin’ six;
before eicht, he gaed by the. change-house at Knock-
dow; an’ no lang after, Sandy M’Lellan saw him gaun
linkin’ doun the braes frae Kilmacklie. There’s little
doubt but it was him that dwalled sae long in Janet’s
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body; but he was awa’ at last; and sinsyne the deil has
never fashed us in Ba’weary.

But it was a sair dispensation for the minister; lang,
lang he lay ravin’ in his bed; and frae that hour to
this, he was the man ye ken the day.

Pitlochry, 1881.
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‘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 dis-
honest,” 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 see me on Christ-
mas 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
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today very strongly. I am the essence of discretion, and
ask no awkward questions; but when a customer can-
not 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 nodding his head with every mark of
disbelief. Markheim returned his gaze with one of infi-
nite pity, and a touch of horror.

“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 other-
wise, 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 pre-
pared; ‘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 tick-
ing of many clocks among the curious lumber of the’
shop, and the faint rushing of the cabs in a near
thoroughfare, filled up the interval of silence.

‘Well, sir,” said the dealer, ‘be it so. You are an old
customer after all; and if, as you say, you have the
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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 stopped 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? Sure-
ly not?”

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

Markheim was looking upon him with an indefinable
expression. ‘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.

‘T ask you,” said Markheim, ‘for a Christmas present,
and 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
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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 nothing of mirth.

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

‘Not charitable?” returned the other gloomily. ‘Not
charitable; not pious; not scrupulous; unloving, unbe-
loved; 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
pleasant 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 would
rather cling, cling to what little we can get, like a man
at a clifi’s edge. Every 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!’
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‘True, true,” said Markheim. ‘Bnough 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 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 Mark-
heim 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 dark-
ness 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
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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 the 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 saw-
dust. 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! ay, and then? Then
would his dead flesh lift up a cry that would ring over
England, and fill the world with the echoes of pursuit.
Ay, 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
victim, 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 him-
self, going to and fro with the candle, beleaguered by
moving shadows, and startled to the soul by chance
reflections. In many rich mirrors, some of home design,
some from Venice or Amsterdam, he saw his face
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repeated and repeated, as it were an army' of 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 killed the servant also; he should have done all
things otherwise; poignant regrets, weary, incessant toil-
ing of the mind to change what was unchangeable, to
plan what was now useless, to be the architect of the
irrevocable past. Meanwhile, and behind all this activ-
ity, 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. A

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 startingly 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
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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 transi-
tion 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 bouse.

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 and shut-
tered 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, inex-
plicably conscious of some presence. Ay, surely; to
every room and corner of the house his imagination
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, re-inspired with cunning and hatred.

At times, with a strong effort, he would glance at the
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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 storey was exceedingly faint, and showed dimly
on the threshold of the shop. And yet, in that strip of
doubtful brightness, did there not hang wavering a
shadow?

Suddenly, from the street outside, a very jovial gen-
tleman began to beat with a staff on the shop door,
accompanying his blows with shouts and railleries in
which the dealer was continually 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
once 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 de-
parted.

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
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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 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 on the chief place of con-
course, he beheld a booth and a great screen with
pictures, dismally designed, gatishly coloured: Brown-
rigg with her apprentice; the Mannings with their
murdered guest; Weare 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
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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 remorsé-
ful consciousness; 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 peni-
tence, no, not a tremor.

With that, shaking himself clear of these considera-
tions, 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 the
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 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
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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 regi-
ments marching in the distance, the chink of money in
the counting, and the creaking of doors held stealthily
“ajar, appeared 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 stealthlly behind. If he were but deaf, he
thought, how tranquilly he would possess his soul!
And then again, and hearkening with ever fresh atten-
tion, he blessed himself for that unresting sense which
held the outposts and stood a trusty sentinel upon his
life. His head turned 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 storey 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 bed clothes, 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 enter-
tain of heavenly avengers. It was not so, at least, with
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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 chessboard,
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 Markheim; the solid walls might become
transparent and reveal 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;
ay, and there were sobered 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, uncar-
peted besides, and strewn with packing cases and incon-
gruous 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 sideboard,
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a cabinet of marquetry, and a great old bed, with
tapestry hangings. The windows opened to the floor; but
by great good 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 pleasant. 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 comfortable was
the melody! How fresh the youthful voices! Markheim
gave ear to it smilingly, as he sorted out the keys; and
bis mind was thronged with answerable ideas and
images; church-going children and the pealing of the
high organ; children 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 the church, and
the somnolence of summer Sundays, and the high
genteel voice of the parson (which be smiled a little to
recall), and the painted Jacobean tombs, and the dim
lettering of the Ten Commandments in the chancel.
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

63



SUPERNATURAL STORIES

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 hoarse cry. 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 out-
lines of the newcomer 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 com-
monplace, 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 polite-
ness.

Markheim made no answer.

‘T should warn you,” resumed the other, ‘that the
maid has left her sweetheart earlier than usual and will
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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 affect
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!’

‘I know you,’ replied the visitant, with a sort of kind
severity or rather firmness. ‘I know you to the soul.’

‘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 braves
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 over-
laid; my excuse is known to me and God. But, had I
the time, I could disclose myself.’

‘To me? inquired the visitant.

‘To you before all,’ returned the murderer. ‘I sup-
posed 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
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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, al-
though too often disregarded? 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 not. 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, looking 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 ali?
Shall T 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 I 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 commit myself to evil.”

‘T have no objection to a death-bed repentence,’
observed the visitant.

‘Because you disbelieve the efficacy!” Markheim cried.

‘I do not say so,’ returned the other; ‘but I look on
these things from a different side, and when the life
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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 wheatfield, 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 surviv-
ing 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 el-
bows 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,
listening 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 gen-
erous 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
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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 murderer 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 Mark-
heim. ‘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 lesson. Hitherto I have been
driven with revolt to what I would not; I was a bond
slave to poverty, driven and scourged. There are
robust virtues that can stand in these temptaﬁons; 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 of 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;
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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 worst, continue until the end to override the
better? Evil and good run strong in me, haling me
both ways. I do not love the one thing, I love all. I
can conceive great deeds, renunciations, martyrdoms;
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
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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! Downward, downward, 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 mere exercise of living, grow less
dainty, and take on the tone of their surroundings.’

‘I will propound to you one simple question,” 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. By 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 consideration. ‘No,” he added, with despair, ‘in none!
I have gone down in all.’

“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 not 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
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lessons from my soul; my eyes are opened, and I be-
hold myself at last for what I am.’

At this moment the sharp note of the doorbell 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 fore-
warned 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 overacting, and I promise
you success! Once the girl is 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. Thence—forward 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
condemned to evil acts,’” he said, ‘there is still one door
of freedom open—I 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 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 disappointment, you
shall see that I can draw both energy and courage.’

The features of the visitor began to undergo a won-
derful and lovely change; they brightened and softened
with a tender triumph, and, even as they brightened,
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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, random
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 passage 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.’

Bournemouth, 1884.
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‘Now,’ said the doctor, ‘my part is done, and, I may
say, with some vanity, well done. It remains only to
get you out of this cold and poisonous city, and to give
you two months of pure air and an easy conscience.
The last is your affair. To the first I think I can help
you. It falls indeed rather oddly; it was but the other
day the Padre came in from the country; and as he and
I are old friends, although of contrary professions, he
applied to me in a matter of distress among some of
his parishioners. This was a family—but you are igno-
rant of Spain, and even the names of our grandees are
hardly known to you; suffice it then, that they were once
great people, and are now fallen to the brink of destitu-
tion. Nothing now belongs to them but the residencia,
and certain leagues of desert mountain, in the greater
part of which not even a goat could support life. But
the house is a fine old place, and stands at a great height
among the hills, and most salubriously; and I had no
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sooner heard my friend’s tale than I remembered you.
I told him I had a wounded officer, wounded in the
good cause, who was now able to make a change; and
I propose that his friends should take you for a lodger.
Instantly the Padre’s face grew dark, as I had malicious~
ly foreseen it would. It was out of the question, he
said. Then let them starve, said I, for I have no sympa-
thy with tatterdemalion pride. Thereupon we separated,
not very content with one another; but yesterday, to
my wonder, the Padre returned and made a submission:
the difficulty, he said, he had found upon enquiry to be
Iess than he had feared; or, in other words, these proud
people had put their pride in their pocket. I closed
with the offer; and, subject to your approval, I have
taken rooms for you in the residencia. The air of these
mountains will renew your blood; and the quiet in
which you will there live 1s worth all the medicines
in the world.’

‘Doctor,’ said I, ‘you have been throughout my good
angel, and your advice is a command. But tell me, if
you please, something of the family with which I am
to reside.’

‘I am coming to that,’ replied my friend; ‘and, in-
deed, there is a difficulty in the way. These beggars
are, as I have said, of very high descent and swollen
with the most baseless vanity; they have lived for some
generations in a growing isolation, drawing away, on
either hand, from the rich who had now become too
high for them, and from the poor, whom they still
regarded as too low; and even today, when poverty
forces them to unfasten their door to a guest, they
cannot do so without a most ungracious stipulation.
You are to remain, they say, a stranger; they will give
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you attendance, but they refuse from the first the idea
of the smallest intimacy.’

I will not deny that I was piqued, and perhaps the
feeling strengthened my desire to go, for I was confi-
dent that I could break down that barrier if I
desired. ‘There is nothing offensive in such a stipu-~
lation.” said I; ‘and I even sympathize with the feeling
that inspired it.’

‘It is true they have never seen you,” returned the
doctor politely; ‘and if they knew you were the hand-
somest and the most pleasant man that ever came from
England (where I am told that handsome men are
common, but pleasant ones not so much so), they would
doubtless make you welcome with a better grace. But
since you take the thing so well, it matters not. To me,
indeed, it seems discourteous. But you will find your-
self the gainer. The family will not much tempt you.
A mother, a son, and a daughter; an old woman said
to be halfwitted, a country lout, and a country girl,
who stands very high with her coﬁfessor, and is, there-
fore,” chuckled the physician, ‘most likely plain; there
is not much in that to attract the fancy of a dashing
officer.’

‘And yet you say they are high-born,’ I objected.

‘Well, as to that, I should distinguish,’ returned the
doctor. ‘The mother is; not so the children. The mother
was the last representative of a princely stock, degen-
erate both in parts and fortune. Her father was not
only poor, he was mad: and the girl ran wild about
the residencia till his death. Then, much of the fortune
having died with him, and the family being quite ex-
tinct, the girl ran wilder than ever, until at last she
married, Heaven knows whom; a muleteer some say,
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others a smuggler; while there are some who upheld
there was no marriage at all, and that Felipe and Olalla
are bastards. The union, such as it was, was tragically
dissolved some years ago; but they live in such seclu-
sion, and the country at that time was in so much
disorder, that the precise manner of the man’s end is
known only to the priest—if even to him.’

‘T begin to think I shall have strange experiences,’
said I.

‘I would not romance, if I were you,’ replied the
doctor; ‘you will find, I fear, a very grovelling and
commonplace reality. Felipe, for instance, T have seen.
And what am I to say? He is very rustic, very cunning,
very loutish, and I should say, an innocent; the others
are probably to match. No, no, sefior commandante,
you must seek congenial society among the great sights
of our mountains; and in these at least, if you are at all
a lover of the works of nature, I promise you will not
be disappointed.’

The next day Felipe came for me in a rough country
cart, drawn by a mule; and a little before the stroke
of noon, after I had said farewell to the doctor, the
innkeeper, and different good souls who had befriended
me during my sickness, we set forth out of the city by
the eastern gate, and began to ascend into the sierra. 1
had been so long a prisoner, since I was left behind for
dying after the loss of the convoy, that the mere smell
of the earth set me smiling. The country through which
we went was wild and rocky, partially covered with
rough woods, now of the corktree, and now of the
great Spanish chestnut, and frequently intersected by
the beds of mountain torrents. The sun shone, the
wind rustled joyously, and we had advanced some

76



OLALLA

miles, and the city had already shrunk into an incon-
siderable knoll upon the plain behind us, before my
attention began to be diverted to the companion of
my drive. To the eye, he seemed but a diminutive,
loutish, well-made country lad, such as the doctor
had described, mighty quick and active, but devoid of
any culture; and this first impression was with most
observers final. What began to strike me was his famil-
iar, chattering talk; so strangely inconsistent with the
terms on which I was to be received; and partly from
his imperfect enunciation, partly from the sprightly
incoherence of the matter, so very difficult to follow
clearly without an effort of the mind. It is true I had
before talked with persons of a similar mental constitu-
tion; persons who seemed to live (as he did) by the
senses, taken and possessed by the visual object of the
moment and unable to discharge their minds of that
impression. His seemed to me (as I sat, distantly giving
ear) a kind of conversation proper to drivers, who
pass much of their time in a great vacancy of the intel-
lect and threading the sights of a familiar country.
But this was not the case of Felipe; by his own account,
he was a homekeeper; ‘I wish I was there now,” he
said; and then, spying a tree by the wayside, he broke
off to tell me that he had once seen a crow among its
branches.

‘A crow? I repeated, struck by the ineptitude of the
remark, and thinking I had heard imperfectly.

But by this time he was already filled with a new
idea; hearkening with a rapt intentness, his head on
one side, his face puckered; and he struck me rudely,
to make me hold my peace. Then he smiled and shook
his head.
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‘What did you hear? I asked.

‘Oh, it is all right,” he said; and began encouraging
his mule with cries that echoed unhumanly up the
mountain walls.

I looked at him more closely. He was superlatively
well built, light, and lithe and strong; he was well-
featured; his yellow eyes were very large, though, per-
haps, not very expressive; take him altogether, he was
a pleasant looking lad, and I had no fault to find with
him, beyond that he was of a dusky hue, and inclined
to hairiness; two characteristics that I disliked. It was
his mind that puzzled and yet attracted me. The doc-
tor’s phrase—an innocent—came back to me; and I
was wondering if that were, after all, the true descrip-
tion, when the road began to go down into the narrow
and naked chasm of a torrent. The waters thundered
tumultuously in the bottom; and the ravine was filled
full of the sound, the thin spray, and the claps of wind,
that accompanied their descent. The scene was cer-
tainly impressive; but the road was in that part very
securely walled in; the mule went steadily forward; and
I was astonished to perceive the paleness of terror in
the face of my companion. The voice of that wild
river was inconstant, now sinking lower as if in weari-
ness, now doubling its hoarse tones; momentary fresh-
ets seemed to swell its volume, sweeping down the
gorge, raving and booming against the barrier walls;
and I observed it was at each of these accessions to the
clamour that my driver more particularly winced and
blanched. Some thoughts of Scottish superstition and
the river Kelpie passed across my mind; I wondered
if perchance the like were prevalent in that part of
Spain; and turning to Felipe, sought to draw him out.
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‘What is the matter?’ I asked.

‘Oh, I am afraid,” he replied.

‘Of what are you afraid? I returned. ‘This seems
one of the safest places on this very dangerous road.’

‘It makes a noise,’” he said, with a simplicity of awe
that set my doubts at rest.

The lad was but a child in intellect; his mind was
like his body, active and swift, but stunted in develop-
ment; and I began from that time to regard him with
a measure of pity, and to listen at first with indulgence,
and at last even with pleasure, to his disjointed babble.

By about four in the afternoon we had crossed the
summit of the mountain line, said farewell to the
western sunshine, and began to go down upon the
other side, skirting the edge of many ravines and mov-
ing through the shadow of dusky woods. There rose
upon all sides the voice of falling water, not condensed
and formidable as.in the gorge of the river, but scat-
tered and sounding gaily and musjcally from glen to
glen. Here, too, the spirits of my driver mended, and he
began to sing aloud in a falsetto voice, and with a
singular bluntness of musical perception, never true
either to melody or key, but wandering at will, and yet
somehow with an effect that was natural and pleasing,
like that of the song of birds. As the dusk increased, I
fell more and more under the spell of this artless war-
bling, listening and waiting for some articulate air, and
still disappointed; and when at last I asked him what it
was he sang—*‘Oh,’ cried he, ‘I am just singing!” Above
all, I was taken with a trick he had of unweariedly
repeating the same note at little intervals; it was not
so monotonous as you would think, or, at least, not
disagreeable; and it seemed to breathe a wonderful
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contentment with what is, such as we love to fancy in
the attitude of trees, or the quiescence of a pool.

Night had fallen dark before we came out upon a
plateau, and drew up a little after, before a certain
lump of superior blackness which I could only conjec-
ture to be the residencia. Here, my guide, getting down
from the cart, hooted and whistled for a long time in
vain, until at last an old peasant man came towards
us from somewhere in the surrounding dark, carrying
a candle in his hand. By the light of this I was able
to perceive a great arched doorway of a moorish
character: it was closed by iron-studded gates, in one
of the leaves of which Felipe opened a wicket. The
peasant carried off the cart to some out-building; but
my guide and I passed through the wicket, which was
closed again behind us; and by .the glimmer of the
candle, passed through a court, up a stone stair, along
a section of an open gallery, and up more stairs again,
until we came at last to the door of a great and some-
what bare apartment. This room, which I understood
was to be mine, was pierced by three windows, lined
with some lustrous wood disposed in panels, and car-
peted with the skins of many savage animals. A bright
fire burned in the chimney, and shed abroad a changeful
flicker; close up to the blaze there was drawn a table,
laid for supper; and in the far end a bed stood ready.
I was pleased by these preparations, and said so to
Felipe; and he, with the same simplicity of disposition
that I had already remarked in him, warmly re-echoed
my praises. ‘A fine room,’ he said; ‘a very fine room.
And fire, too; fire is good; it melts out the pleasure in
your bones. And the bed,” he continued, carrying over
the candle in that direction—‘see what fine sheets—how
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soft, how smooth, smooth,” and he passed his hand
again and again over their texture, and then laid down
his head and rubbed his cheeks among them with a
grossness of content that somehow offended me. 1 took
the candle from his hand (for I feared he would set
the bed on fire) and walked back to the supper table,
where, perceiving a measure of wine, I poured out a
cup and called to him to come and drink of it. He
started to his feet at once and ran to me with a strong
expression of hope; but when he saw the wine, he
visibly shuddered.

‘Oh, no,” he said, ‘not that, that is for you. I hate it.’

‘Very well, sefior,’” said I; ‘then I will drink to your
good health, and to the prosperity of your house and
family. Speaking of which,” I added, after I had drunk,
‘shall I not have the pleasure of laying my salutations
in person at the feet of the sefiora, your mother?’

But at these words all the childishness passed out of
his face and was succeeded by a look of indescribable
cunning and secrecy. He backed away from me at the
same time, as though I were an animal about to leap
or some dangerous fellow with a weapon, and when he
had got near the door, glowered at me sullenly with
contracted pupils. ‘No,” he said at last, and the next
moment was gone noiselessly out of the room; and I
heard his footing die away downstairs as light as
rainfall, and silence closed over the house.

After I had supped I drew up the table nearer to the
bed and began to prepare for rest; but in the new
position of the light, I was struck by a picture on the
wall. It represented a woman, still young. To judge by
her costume and the mellow unity which reigned over
the canvas, she had long been dead; to judge by the
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vivacity of the attitude, the eyes and features, I might
have been beholding in a mirror the image of life. Her
figure was very slim and strong, and of a just propor-
tion; red tresses like a crown over her brow; her eyes,
of a very golden brown, held mine with a look; and
her face, which was perfectly shaped, was yet marred
by a cruel, sullen, and sensual expression. Something
in both face and figure, something exquisitely intangi-
ble, like the echo of an echo, suggested the features
and bearing of my guide; and I stood awhile, unpleas-
antly attracted and wondering at the oddity of the re-
semblance. The common carnal stock of that race,
which had been originally designed for such high
dames as the one now looking on me from the canvas,
had fallen to baser uses, wearing country clothes, sitting
on the shaft and holding the reins of a mule cart, to
bring home a lodger. Perhaps an actual link subsisted;
perhaps some scruple of the delicate flesh that was
once clothed upon with the satin and brocade of the
dead lady, now winced at the rude contact of Felipe’s
frieze.

The first light of the morning shone full upon the
portrait, and, as I lay awake, my. eyes continued to
dwell upon it with growing complacency; its beauty
crept about my heart insidiously, silencing my scruples
one after another; and while T knew that to love such
a woman were to sign and seal one’s own sentence of
degeneration, I still knew that, if she were alive, I
should love her. Day after day the double knowledge
of her wickedness and of my weakness grew clearer.
She came to be the heroine of many daydreams, in
which her eyes led on to, and sufficiently rewarded,
crimes. She cast a dark shadow on my fancy; and when
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I was out in the free air of heaven, taking vigorous
exercise and healthily renewing the current of my
blood, it was often a glad thought to me that my
enchantress was safe in the grave, her wand of beauty
broken, her lips closed in silence, her philtre split. And
yet I had a half-lingering terror that she might not
be dead after all, but rearisen in the body of some
descendant,

Felipe served my meals in my own apartment; and
his resemblance to the portrait haunted me. At times
it was not; at times, upon some change of attitude or
flash of expression, it would leap out upon me like a
ghost. It was above all in his ill-tempers that the like-
ness triumphed. He certainly liked me; he was proud
of my notice, which he sought to engage by many
simple and childlike devices; he loved to sit close
before my fire, talking his broken talk or singing his
odd, endless, wordless songs, and sometimes drawing
his hand over my clothes with an affectionate manner
of caressing that never failed to cause in me an embar-
rassment of which I was ashamed. But for all that, he
was capable of flashes of causeless anger and fits of
sturdy sullenness. At a word of reproof, I have seen
him upset the dish of which I was about to eat, and
this not surreptitiously, but with defiance; and similarly
at a hint of inquisition. I was not unnaturally curious,
being in a strange place and surrounded by strange
people; but at the shadow of a question, he shrank
back, lowering and dangerous. Then it was that, for a
fraction of a second, this rough lad might have been
the brother of the lady in the frame. But these humours
were swift to pass; and the resemblance died along
with them.
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In these first days I saw nothing of any one but
Felipe, unless the portrait is to be counted; and since
the lad was plainly of weak mind, and had moments
of passion, it may be wondered that I bore his danger-
ous neighbourhood with equanimity. As a matter of
fact, it was for some time irksome; but it happened
before long that I obtained over him so complete a
mastery as set my disquietude at rest.

It fell in this way. He was by nature slothful, and
much of a vagabond, and yet he kept by the house,
and not only waited upon my wants, but laboured every
day in the garden or small farm to the south of the
residencia. Here he would be joined by the peasant
whom I had seen on the night of my arrival, and who
dwelt at the far end of the enclosure, about half a
mile away, in a rude outhouse; but ‘it was plain to me
that, of these two, it was Felipe who did most; and
though I would sometimes see him throw down his
spade and go to sleep among the very plants he had
been digging, his constancy and energy were admirable
in themselves, and still more so since I was well assured
they were foreign to his disposition and the fruit of
an ungrateful effort. But while I admired, I wondered
what had called forth in a lad so shuttle-witted this
enduring sense of duty. How was it sustained? I asked
myself, and to what length did it prevail over his in-
stincts? The priest was possibly his inspirer. But the
priest came one day to the residencia; I saw him both
come and go after an interval of close upon an hour,
from a knoll where I was sketching, and all that time
Felipe continued to labour undisturbed in the garden.

At last, in a very unworthy spirit, I determined to
debauch the lad from his good resolutions and, way-
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laying him at the gate, easily persuaded him to join
me in a ramble. It was a fine day, and the woods to
which I led him were green and pleasant and sweet-
smelling and alive with the hum of insects. Here he
discovered himself in a fresh character, mounting up
to heights of gaiety that abashed me, and displaying an
energy and grace of movement that delighted the eye.
He leaped, he ran round me in a mere glee; he would
stop, and look and listen, and seemed to drink in the
world like a cordial; and then he would suddenly spring
into a tree with one bound, and hang and gambol there
like one at home. Little as he said to me, and that of
not much import, I have rarely enjoyed more stirring
company; the sight of his delight was a continual feast;
the speed and accuracy of his movements pleased me
to the heart; and I might have been so thoughtlessly
unkind as to make a habit of these walks, had not
chance prepared a very rude conclusion to my pleasure.
By some swiftness or dexterity the lad captured a
squirrel in a treetop. He was then some way ahead of
me, but I saw him drop to the ground and crouch there,
crying aloud for pleasure like a child. The sound
stirred my sympathies, it was so fresh and innocent;
but as I bettered my pace to draw near, the cry of’
the squirrel knocked upon my heart. I have heard and
seen much of the cruelty of lads, and above all of
peasants; but what I now beheld struck me into a
passion of anger. I thrust the fellow aside, plucked the
poor brute out of his hands, and with swift mercy
killed it. Then I turned upon the torturer, spoke to him
long out of the heat of my indignation, calling him
pames at which he seemed to wither; and at length,
pointing toward the residencia, bade him begone and
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leave me, for I chose to walk with men, not with
vermin. He fell upon his knees and, the words coming
to him with more clearness than usual, poured out a
stream of the most touching supplications, begging me
in mercy to forgive him, to forget what he had done,
to look to the future. ‘Oh, I try so hard,” he said, ‘O,
commandante, bear with Felipe this once, he will never
be a brute again!’ Thereupon, much more affected than
I cared to show, I suffered myself to be persyaded, and
at last shook hands with him and made it up. But the
squirrel, by way of penance, I made him bury; speaking
of the poor thing’s beauty, telling him what pains it
had suffered, and how base a thing was the abuse of
strength. ‘See, Felipe,” said I, ‘you are strong indeed,
but in my hands you are as helpless as that poor thing
of the trees. Give me your hand in mine. You cannot
remove it. Now suppose that I were cruel like you,
and took a pleasure in pain. I only tighten my hold
and see how you suffer.” He screamed aloud, his face
stricken ashy and dotted with needle points of sweat;
and when I set him free, he fell to the earth and nursed
his hand and moaned over it like a baby. But he took
the lesson in good part; and whether from that, or from
what I had said to him, or the higher notion he now
had of my bodily strength, his original affection was
changed into a doglike, adoring fidelity.

Meanwhile I gained rapidly in health. The residencia
stood on the crown of a stony plateau; on every side
the mountains hemmed it about; only from the roof,
where was a bartizan, there might be seen between
two peaks, a small segment of plain, blue with extreme
distance. The air in these altitudes moved freely and
largely; great clouds congregated there, and were bro-
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ken up by the wind and left in tatters on the hilltops;
a hoarse, and yet faint rumbling of torrents rose from
all round; and one could there study all the ruder and
more ancient characters of nature in something of their
pristine force. I delighted from the first in the vigorous
scenery and changeful weather; nor less in the antique
and dilapidated mansion where I dwelt. This was a
large oblong, flanked at two opposite corners by bas-
tion-like projections, one of which commanded the
door, while both were loopholed for musketry. The
lower storey was, besides, naked of windows, so that
the building, if garrisoned, could not be carried without
artillery. It enclosed an open court planted with pome-
granate trees. From this a broad flight of marble stairs
ascended to an open gallery, running all round and
resting, towards the. court, on slender pillars. Thence
again, several enclosed stairs led to the upper storeys
of the house, which were thus broken up into distinct
divisions. The windows, both within and without, were
closely shuttered; some of the stonework in the upper
parts had fallen; the roof in one place had been
wrecked in one of the flurries of wind which were
common in these mountains; and the whole house, in
the strong, beating sunlight, and stariding out above
a grove of stunted corktrees, thickly laden and dis-
coloured with dust, looked like the sleeping palace of
the legend. The court, in particular, seemed the very
home of slumber. A hoarse cooing of doves haunted
above the eaves; the winds were excluded, but when
they blew outside, the mountain dust fell here as thick
as rain, and veiled the red bloom of the pomegranates;
shuttered windows and the closed doors of numerous
cellars, and the vacant arches of the gallery, enclosed
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it; and all day long the sun made broken profiles on
the four sides, and paraded the shadow of the pillars
on the gallery floor. At the ground level there was,
however, a certain pillared recess, which bore the marks
of human habitation. Though it was open in front
upon the court, it was yet provided with a chimney,
where a wood fire would be always prettily blazing;
and the tile floor was littered with the skins of animals.

It was in this place that I first saw my hostess. She
had drawn one of the skins forward and sat in the
sun, leaning against a pillar. It was her dress that struck
me first of all, for it was rich and brightly coloured,
and shone out in that dusty courtyard with something
of the same relief as the flowers of the pomegranates.
At a second look it was her beauty of person that
took hold of me. As she sat back—watching me, I
thought, though with invisible eyes—and wearing at
the same time an expression of almost imbecile good-
humour and contentment, she showed a perfectness of
feature and a quiet nobility of attitude that were beyond
a statue’s. I took off my hat to her in passing, and her
face puckered with suspicion as swiftly and lightly as
a pool ruffles in the breeze; but she paid no heed to
my courtesy. I went forth on my customary walk a
trifle daunted, her idol-like impassivity haunting me;
and when I returned, although she was still in much the
same posture, I was half surprised to see that she had
moved as far as the next pillar, following the sunshine.
This time, however, she addressed me with some
trivial salutation, civilly enough conceived, and uttered
in the same deepchested, and yet indistinct and lisping
tones, that had already baffled the utmost niceness of
my hearing from her son. I answered rather at a ven-
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ture; for not only did I fail to take her meaning with
precision, but the sudden disclosure of her eyes dis-
turbed me. They were unusually large, the iris golden
like Felipe’s, but the pupil at that moment so distended
that they seemed almost black; and what affected me
was not so much their size as (what was perhaps its
consequence) the singular insignificance of their regard.
A look more blankly stupid I have never met. My eyes
dropped before it even as I spoke, and I went on my
way upstairs to my own room, at once baffled and
embarrassed. Yet, when I came there and saw the face
of the portrait, I was again reminded of the miracle
of family descent. My hostess was, indeed, both older
and fuller in person; her eyes were of a different colour;
her face, besides, was not only free from the ill-signifi-
cance that offended and attracted me in the painting;
it was devoid of either good or bad—a moral blank
expressing literally naught. And yet there was a like-
ness, not so much speaking as immanent, nor so much
in any particular feature as upon‘the whole. It should
seem, I thought, as if when the master set his signature
to that grave canvas, he had not only caught the image
of one smiling and false-eyed woman, but stamped the
essential quality of a race.

From that day forth, whether I came or went, I was
sure to find the sefiora seated in the sun against a
pillar, or stretched on a rug before the fire; only at
times she would shift her station to the top round of the
stone staircase, where she lay with the same noncha-
lance right across my path. In all these days, I never
knew her to display the least spark of energy beyond
what she expended in brushing and rebrushing her
copious copper-coloured hair, or in lisping out, in the
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rich and broken hoarseness of her voice, her customary
idle salutations to myself. These, I think, were her two
chief pleasures, beyond that of mere quiescence. She
seemed always proud of her remarks, as though they
had been witticisms; and, indeed, though they were
empty enough, like the conversation of many respect-
able persons, and turned on a very narrow range of
subjects, they were never meaningless or incoherent;
nay, they had a certain beauty of their own, breathing,
as they did, of her entire contentment. Now she would
speak of the warmth, in which (like her son) she
greatly delighted; now of the flowers of the pome-
granate trees, and now of the white doves and long-
winged swallows that fanned the air of the court. The
birds excited her. As they raked the eaves in their
swift flight, or skimmed sidelong past her with a rush
of wind, she would sometimes stir and sit up a little,
and seem to awaken from her doze of satisfaction. But
for the rest of her days she lay luxuriously folded on
herself and sunk in sloth and pleasure. Her invincible
content at first annoyed me, but I came gradually to
find repose in the spectacle, until at last it grew to be
my habit to sit down beside her four times in the day
both coming and going, and to talk with her sleepily,
I scarce knew of what. I had come to like her dull,
almost animal neighbourhood; her beauty and her stu-
pidity soothed and amused me. I began to find a kind
of transcendental good sense in her remarks, and her
unfathomable good nature moved me to admiration
and envy. The liking was returned; she enjoyed my
presence half-consciously, as a man in deep meditation
may enjoy the babbling of a brook. I can scarce say
she brightened when I came, for satisfaction was writ-

90



OLALLA

ten on her face eternally, as on some foolish statue’s;
but I was made conscious of her pleasure by some
more intimate communication than the sight. And one
day, as I sat within reach of her on the marble step,
she suddenly shot forth one of her hands and patted
mine. The thing was done, and she was back in her
accustomed attitude, before my mind had received
intelligence of the caress; and when I turned to look her
in the face I could perceive no answerable sentiment.
It was plain she attached no moment to the act, and I
blamed myself for my own more uneasy consciousness.

The sight and (if I may so call it) the acquaintance
of the mother confirmed the view I had already taken of
the son. The family blood had been impoverished,
perhaps by long inbreeding, which I knew to be a
common error among the proud and the exclusive. No
decline, indeed, was to be traced in the body, which
had been handed down unimpaired in shapeliness and
strength, and the faces of today were struck as sharply
from the mint as the face of two centuries ago that
smiled upon me from the portrait. But the intelligence
(that more precious heirloom) was degenerate; the
treasure of ancestral memory ran low; and it had re-
quired the potent, plebeian crossing of a muleteer or
mountain contrabandista to raise, what approached
hebetude in the mother, into the active oddity of the
son. Yet of the two, it was the mother I preferred. Of
Felipe, vengeful and placable, full of starts and shyings,
inconstant as a hare, I could even conceive as a crea-
ture possibly noxious. Of the mother I had no thoughts
but those of kindness. And indeed, as spectators are
apt ignorantly to take sides, I grew something of a
partisan in the enmity which I perceived to smoulder
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between them. True, it seemed mostly on the mother’s
part. She would sometimes draw in her breath as he
came near, and the pupils of her vacant eyes would
contract as if with horror or fear. Her emotions, such
as they were, were much upon the surface and readily
shared; and this latent repulsion occupied my mind,
and kept me wondering on what grounds it rested, and
whether the son was certainly in fault.

I had been about ten days in the residencia, when
there sprang up a high and harsh wind, carrying clouds
of dust. It came out of malarious lowlands, and over
several snowy sierras. The nerves of those on whom it
blew were strung and jangled; their eyes smarted with
the dust; their legs ached under the burden of their
body; and the touch of one hand upon another grew
to be odious. The wind, besides, came down the gullies
of the hills and stormed about the house with a great,
hollow buzzing and whistling that was wearisome to the
ear and dismally depressing to the mind. It did not
so much blow in gusts as with the steady sweep of a
waterfall, so that there was no remission of discomfort
while it blew. But higher upon the mountain it was
probably of a more variable strength, with accesses of
fury; for there came down at times a far-off wailing,
infinitely grievous to hear; and at times, on one of the
high shelves or terraces, there would start up and then
disperse a tower of dust, like the smoke of an explosion.

I no sooner awoke in bed than I was conscious of
the nervous tension and depression of the weather, and
the effect grew stronger as the day proceeded. It was in
vain that I resisted; in vain that I set forth upon my
customary morning’s walk; the irrational, unchanging
fury of the storm had soon beat down my strength and
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wrecked my temper; and I returned to the residencia,
glowing with dry heat and foul and gritty with dust.
The court had a forlorn appearance; now and then a
glimmer of sun fled over it; now and then the wind
swooped down upon the pomegranates and scattered
the blossoms, and set the window shutters clapping on
the wall. In the recess the sefiora was pacing to and
fro with a flushed countenance and bright eyes; I
thought, too, she was speaking to herself, like one in
anger: But when I addressed her with my customary
salutation she only replied by a sharp gesture and
continued her walk. The weather had distempered even
this impassive creature; and as I went on upstairs I
was the less ashamed of my own discomposure.

All day the wind continued; and I sat in my room
and made a feint of reading, or walked up and down
and listened to the riot overhead. Night fell and I had
not so much as a candle. I began to long for some so-
ciety and stole down to the court. It was now plunged in
the blue of the first darkness, Hut the recess was redly
lighted by the fire. The wood had been piled high and
was crowned by a shock of flames, which the draught
of the chimney brandished to and fro. In this strong
and shaken brightness the sefiora continued pacing
from wall to wall with disconnected gestures, clasping
her hands, stretching forth her arms, throwing back
her head as in appeal to Heaven. In these disordered
movements the beauty and grace of the woman showed
more clearly; but there was a light in her eye that
struck on me unpleasantly; and when I had looked
on awhile in silence, and seemingly unobserved, I
turned tail as I had come, and groped my way back
again to my own chamber.
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By the time Felipe brought my supper and lights,
my nerve was utterly gone; and, had the lad been such
as ] was used to seeing him, I should have kept him
(even by force had that been necessary) to take off
the edge from my distasteful solitude. But on Felipe,
also, the wind had exercised its influence. He had been
feverish all day; now that the night had come he was
fallen into a low and tremulous humour that reacted
on my own. The sight of his scared face, his starts
and pallors and sudden hearkenings, unstrung me; and
when he dropped and broke a dish, I fairly leaped out
of my seat.

‘T think we are all mad today,” said I, affecting to
laugh.

‘It is the black wind,” he replied dolefully. “You feel
as if you must do something, and you don’t know what
it is.’

I noted the aptness of the description; but, indeed,
Felipe had sometimes a strange felicity in rendering
into words the sensations of the body. ‘And your
mother, too,” said I, ‘she seems to feel this weather
much. Do you not fear she may be unwell?”

He stared at me a little, and then said, ‘No,” almost
defiantly, and the next moment, carrying his hand to
his brow, cried out lamentably on the wind and the
noise that made his head go round like a millwheel.
‘Who can be well?” he cried; and indeed, I could only
echo his question, for I was disturbed enough myself.

I went to bed early, wearied with daylong restless-
ness, but the poisonous nature of the wind, and its
ungodly and unintermittent uproar, would not suffer
me to sleep. I lay there and tossed, my nerves and
senses on the stretch. At times I would doze, dream

94



OLALLA

horribly, and wake again; and these snatches of oblivion
confused me as to time. But it must have been late
on in the night, when I was suddenly startled by an
outbreak of pitiable and hateful cries. I leaped from
my bed, supposing I had dreamed; but the cries still
continued to fill the house, cries of pain, I thought,
but certainly of rage also, and so savage and discordant
that they shocked the heart. It was no illusion; some
living thing, some lunatic or some wild animal, was
being foully tortured. The thought of Felipe and the
squirrel flashed into my mind, and I ran to the door,
but it had been locked from the outside; and I might
shake it as I pleased, I was a fast prisoner. Still the
cries continued. Now they would dwindle down into a
moaning that seemed to be articulate, and at these
times I made sure they must be human; and again
they would break forth and fill the house with ravings
worthy of hell. I stood at the door and gave ear to
them, till at last they died away. Long after that I
still lingered and still continued to hear them mingle in
fancy with the storming of the wind; and when at last
I crept to my bed, it was with a deadly sickness and a
blackness of horror on my heart.

been locked in? What had passed? Who was the author
of these indescribable and shocking cries? A human
being? It was inconceivable. A beast? The cries were
scarce quite bestial; and what animal, short of a lion
or a tiger, could thus shake the solid walls of the resi-
dencia? And while I was thus turning over the elements
of the mystery, it came into my mind that I had not
yet set eyes upon the daughter of the house. What was
more probable than that the daughter of the sefiora,
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and the sister of Felipe, should be herself insane? Or,
what more likely than that these ignorant and half-
witted people should seek to manage an afflicted kins-
woman by violence? Here was a solution; and yet when
I called to mind the cries (which I never did without
a shuddering chill) it seemed altogether insufficient:
not even cruelty could wring such cries from madness.
But of one thing I was sure: I could not live in a house
where such a thing was half conceivable and not probe
the matter home and, if necessary, interfere.

The next day came, the wind had blown itself out,
and there was nothing to remind me of the business
of the night. Felipe came to my bedside with obvious
cheerfulness; as I passed through the court, the sefiora
was sunning herself with her accustomed immobility;
and when I issued from the gateway, I found the whole
face of nature austerely smiling, the heavens of a cold
blue, and sown with great cloud islands, and the
mountainside mapped forth into provinces of light and
shadow. A short walk restored me to myself, and
renewed within me the resolve to plumb this mystery;
and when, from the vantage of my knoll, I had seen
Felipe pass forth to his labours in the garden, I re-
turned at once to the residencia to put my design in
practice. The sefiora appeared plunged in slumber; I
stood awhile and marked her, but she did not stir;
even if my design was indiscreet, I had little to fear
from such a guardian; and turning away, I mounted
to the galiery and began my explorations of the house.

All morning I went from one door to another, and
entered spacious and faded chambers, some rudely
shuttered, some receiving their full charge of daylight,
all empty and unhomely. It was a rich house, on which
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Time had breathed his tarnish and dust had scattered
disillusion. The spider swung there; the bloated taran-
tula scampered on the cornices; ants had their crowded
highways on the floor of halls of audience; the big
and foul fly, that lives on carrion and is often the
messenger of death, had set up his nest in the rotten
woodwork, and buzzed heavily about the rooms. Here
and there a stool or two, a couch, a bed, or a great
carved chair remained behind, like islets on the bare
floors, to testify of man’s bygone habitation; and every-
where the walls were set with the portraits of the dead.
I could judge, by these decaying effigies, in the house
of what a great and what a handsome race I was then
wandering. Many of the men wore orders on their
breasts and had the port of noble offices; the women
were all richly attired; the canvases most of them by
famous hands. But it was not so much these evidences
of greatness that took hold upon my mind, even con-
trasted, as they were, with the ‘present depopulation
and decay of that great house. It was rather the parable
of family life that I read in this succession of fair faces
and shapely bodies. Never before had I so realized the
miracle of the continued race, the creation and recrea-
tion, the weaving and changing and handing down of
fleshly elements. That a child should be born of its
mother, that it should grow and clothe itself (we know
not how) with humanity, and put on inherited looks,
and turn its head with the manner of one ascendant,
and offer its hand with the gesture of another, are
wonders dulled for us by repetition. But in the singular
unity of look, in the common features and common
bearing, of all these painted generations on the walls of
the residencia, the miracle started out and looked me
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in the face. And an ancient mirror falling opportunely
in my way, I stood and read my own features a long
while, tracing out on either hand the filaments of de-
scent and the bonds that knit me with my family.

At last, in the course of these investigations, I opened
the door of a chamber that bore the marks of habita-
tion. It was of large proportions and faced to the north,
where the mountains were most wildly figured. The
embers of a fire smouldered and smoked upon the
hearth, to which a chair had been drawn close. And
yet the aspect of the chamber was ascetic to the degree
of sternness; the chair was uncushioned; the floor and
walls were naked; and beyond the books which lay
here and there in some confusion, there was no instru-
ment of either work or pleasure. The sight of books
in the house of such a family exceedingly amazed me;
and I began with a great hurry, and in momentary fear
of interruption, to go from one to another and hastily
inspect their character. They were of all sorts, devo-
tional, historical, and scientific, but mostly of a great
age and in the Latin tongue. Some I could see to bear
the marks of constant study; others had been torn
across and tossed aside as if in petulance or disap-
proval. Lastly, as I cruised about that empty chamber,
I espied some papers written upon with pencil on a
table near the window. An unthinking curiosity led
me to take one up. It bore a copy of verses, very
roughly metred in the original Spanish, and which I
may render somewhat thus:

Pleasure approached with pain and shame,
Grief with a wreath of lilies came.

Pleasure showed the lovely sun;
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Jesu dear, how sweet it shone!
Grief with her worn hand pointed on,
Jesu dear, to thee!

Shame and confusion at once fell on me; and, laying
down the paper, I beat an immediate retreat from the
apartment. Neither Felipe nor his mother could have
read the books nor written these rough but feeling
verses. It was plain I had stumbled with sacrilegious
feet into the room of the daughter of the house. God
knows, my own heart most sharply punished me for my
indiscretions. The thought that I had thus secretly
pushed my way into the confidence of a girl so strangely
situated, and the fear that she might somehow come to
hear of it, oppressed me like guilt. I blamed myself
besides for my suspicions of the night before; wondered
that I should ever have attributed these shocking cries
to one of whom I now conceived as of a saint, spectral
of mien, wasted with maceration, bound up in the
practices of a mechanical devotion, and dwelling in a
great isolation of soul with her incongruous relatives;
and as I leaned on the balustrade of the gallery and
looked down into the bright close of pomegranates
and at the gaily dressed and somnolent woman, who
just then stretched herself and delicately licked her
lips as in the very sensuality of sloth, my mind swiftly
compared the scene with the cold chamber looking
northward on the mountains, where the daughter dwelt.

That same afternoon, as I sat upon my knoll, I saw
the Padre enter the gates of the residencia. The revela-
tion of the daughter’s character had struck home to my
fancy, and almost blotted out the horrors of the night
before; but at sight of this worthy man the memory
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revived. I descended, then, from the knoll, and making
a circuit among the woods, posted myself by the way-
side to await his passage. As soon as he appeared I
stepped forth and introduced myself as the lodger of
the residencia. He had a very strong, honest counte-
nance, on which it was easy to read the mingled emo-
tions with which he regarded me, as a foreigner, a
heretic, and yet one who had been wounded for the
good cause. Of the family at the residencia he spoke
with reserve, and yet with respect. I mentioned that
I had not yet seen the daughter, whereupon he re-
marked that that was as it should be, and looked at
me a little askance. Lastly, I plucked up courage to re-
fer to the cries that had disturbed me in the night. He
heard me out in silence, and then stopped and partly
turned about, as though to mark beyond doubt that
he was dismissing me.

‘Do you take tobacco powder?’ said he, offering his
snuffbox; and then, when I had refused, ‘I am an old
man,” he added, ‘and I may be allowed to remind you
that you are a guest.’

‘T have, then, your authority,” I returned, firmly
enough, although I flushed at the implied reproof, ‘to
let things take their course, and not to interfere?’

He said ‘Yes,” and with a somewhat uneasy salute
turned and left me where I was. But he had done two
things: he had set my conscience at rest, and he had
awakened my delicacy. I made a great effort, once
more dismissed the recollection of the night, and fell
once more to brooding on my saintly poetess. At the
same time, I could not quite forget that I had been
locked in, and that night when Felipe brought me my
supper I attacked him warily on both points of interest.
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‘T never see your sister,’ said I casually.

‘Oh, no,’ said he, ‘she is a good, good girl,” and his
mind instantly veered to something else.

‘Your sister is pious, I suppose?’ I asked in the next
pause.

‘OhY’ he cried, joining his hands with extreme fer-
vour, ‘a saint, it is she that keeps me up.’

‘You are very fortunate,” said I, ‘for the most of
us, I am afraid, and myself among the number, are
better at going down.’

‘Sefior,” said Felipe earnestly, ‘I would not say that.
You should not tempt your angel. If one goes down,
where is he to stop?’

‘Why, Felipe,” said I, ‘I had no guess you were a
preacher, and I may say a good one; but I suppose
that is your sister’s doing?’

He nodded at me with round eyes.

‘Well, then,’ I continued, ‘she has doubtless reproved
you for your sin of cruelty?’ '

‘Twelve times!” he cried; for this was the phrase by
which the odd creature expressed the sense of fre-
quency. ‘And I told her you had done so—I remem-
bered that,” he added proudly—‘and she was pleased.’

‘Then, Felipe,” said I, ‘what were those cries that I
heard last night? for surely they were cries of some
creature in suffering.’

‘The wind,’ returned Felipe, looking in the fire.

I took his hand in mine, at which, thinking it to be
a caress, he smiled with a brightness of pleasure that
came near disarming my resolve. But I trod the weak-
ness down. ‘The wind,” I repeated; ‘and yet I think it
was this hand,” holding it up, ‘that had first locked me
in.’ The lad shook visibly, but answered never a word.
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‘Well,” said I, ‘I am a stranger and a guest. It is not my
part either to meddle or to judge in your affairs; in
these you shall take your sister’s counsel, which I
cannot doubt to be excellent. But in so far as concerns
my own, I will be no man’s prisoner, and I demand
that key.” Half an hour later my door was suddenly
thrown open, and the key tossed ringing on the floor.

A day or two after I came in from a walk a little
before the point of noon. The sefiora was lying lapped
in slumber on the threshold of the recess; the pigeons
dozed below the eaves like snowdrifts; the house was
under a deep spell of noontide quiet; and only a
wandering and gentle wind from the mountain stole
round the galleries, rustled among the pomegranates,
and pleasantly stirred the shadows. Something in the
stillness moved me to imitation, and I went very lightly
across the court and up the marble staircase. My foot
was on the topmost round, when a door opened, and
I found myself face to face with Olalla. Surprise trans-
fixed me; her loveliness struck to my heart; she glowed
in the deep shadow of the gallery a gem of colour; her
eyes took hold upon mine and clung there, and bound
us together like the joining of hands; and the moments
we “thus stood face to -face, drinking each other in,
were sacramental and the wedding of souls. I know
not how long it was before I awoke out of a deep
trance, and, hastily bowing, passed on into ‘the upper
stair. She did not move, but followed me with her great
thirsting eyes; and as I passed out of sight it seemed
to me as if she paled and faded.

In my own room, I opened the window and looked
out, and could not think what change had come upon
that austere field of mountains that it should thus sing
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and shine under the lofty heaven. I had seen her—
Olalla! And the stone crags answered Olalla! and the
dumb, unfathomable azure answered, Olalla! The pale
saint of my dreams had vanished for ever; and in her
place I beheld this maiden on whom God had lavished
the richest colours and the most exuberant :nergies of
life, whom He had made active as a deer, slender as
a reed, and in whose great eyes He had lighted the
torches of the soul. The thrill of her young life, strung
like a wild animal’s, had entered into me; the force of
soul that had looked out from her eyes and conquered
mine, mantled about my heart and sprang to my lips
in singing. She passed through my veins: she was one
with me.

I will not say that this enthusiasm declined; rather
my soul held out in its ecstasy as in a strong castle,
and was there besieged by cold and sorrowful consider-
ations. I could not doubt but that I loved her at first
sight, and already with a quivering ardour that was
strange to my experience. What then was to follow?
She was the child of an afflicted house, the sefiora’s
daughter, the sister of Felipe; she bore it even in her
beauty. She had the lightness and swiftness of the one,
swift as an arrow, light as dew; like the other, she
shone on the pale background of the world with the
brillancy of flowers. I could not call by the name of
brother that halfwitted lad, nor by the name of mother
that immovable and lovely thing of flesh, whese silly
eyes and perpetual simper now recurred to my mind
like something hateful. As if I could not marry, what
then? She was helplessly unprotected; her eyes, in that
single and long glance which had been all our inter-
course, had confessed a weakness equal to my own;
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but in my heart I knew her for the student of the cold
northern chamber, and the writer of the sorrowful
lines; and this was a knowledge to disarm a brute. To
flee was more than I could find courage for; but I
registered a vow of unsleeping circumspection.

As I turned from the window, my eyes alighted on
the portrajt. It had fallen dead, like a candle after
sunrise; it followed me with eyes of paint. I knew it to
be like, and marvelled at the tenacity of type in that
declining race; but the likeness was swallowed up in
difference. I remembered how it had seemed to me a
thing unapproachable in the life, a creature rather of
the painter’s craft than of the modesty of nature, and
I marvelled at the thought, and exulted in the image
of Olalla. Beauty I had seen before, and not been
charmed, and I had been often drawn to women who
were not beautiful except to me; but in Olalla all that
I desired and had not dared to imagine was united.

I did not see her the next day, and my heart ached
and my eyes longed for her, as men long for morning.
But the day after, when I returned, about my usual
hour, she was once more on the gallery, and our looks
once more met and embraced. I would have spoken, I
would have drawn fear to her; but strongly as she
plucked at my heart, drawing me like a magnet, some-
thing yet more imperious withheld me; and I could
pnly bow and pass by; and she, leaving my salutation
unanswered, only followed me with her noble eyes.

I bad now her image by rote, and as I conned the
traits in memory it seemed as if I read her very heart.
She was dressed with something of her mother’s co-
quetry, and love of positive colour. Her robe, which I
knew she must have made with her own hands, clung
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about her with a cunning grace. After the fashion of that
country, besides, her bodice stood open in the middle,
in a long slit, and here, in spite of the poverty of the
house, a gold coin, hanging by a ribbon, lay on her
brown bosom. These were proofs, had any been
needed, of her inborn delight in life and her own loveli-
ness. On the other hand, in her eyes that hung upon
mine, I could read depth beyond depth of passion and
sadness, lights of poetry and hope, blacknesses of de-
spair, and thoughts that were above the earth. It was
a lovely body, but the inmate, the soul, was more than
worthy of that lodging. Should I leave this incompara-
ble flower to wither unseen on these rough mountains?
Should 1 despise the great gift offered me in the elo-
quent silence of her eyes? Here was a soul immured;
should I not burst its prison? All side considerations
fell off from me; were she the child of Herod I swore
I should make her mine; and that very evening I set
myself, with a mingled sense of treachery and disgrace,
to captivate the brother. Perhaps I read him with more
favourable eyes, perhaps the thought of his sister al-
ways summoned up the better qualities of that imper-
fect soul; but he had never seemed to be so amiable,
and his very likeness to Olalla, while it annoyed, yet
softened me.

A third day passed in vain—an empty desert of
hours. I would not lose a chance, and loitered all after-
noon in the court where (to give myself a countenance)
I spoke more than usual with the sefiora. God knows
it was with a most tender and sincere interest that I
now studied her; and even as for Felipe, so now for
the mother, I was conscious of a growing warmth of
toleration. And yet I wondered. Even while I spoke
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with her, she would doze off into a little sleep, and
presently awake again without embarrassment; and
this composure staggered me. And again, as I marked
her make infinitesimal changes in her posture, sa-
vouring and lingering on the bodily pleasure of the
movement, I was driven to wonder at this depth of
passive sensuality. She lived in her body; and her
consciousness was all sunk into and disseminated
through her members, where it luxuriously dwelt. Last-
ly, I could not grow accustomed to her eyes. Each time
she turned on me these great beautiful and meaningless
orbs, wide open to the day, but closed against human
inquiry—each time I had occasion to observe the lively
changes of her pupils which expanded and contracted
in a breath—I know not what it was came over me,
I can find no name for the mingled feeling of disap-
pointment, annoyance, and distaste that jarred along
my nerves. I tried her on a variety of subjects, equally
in vain; and last led the talk to her daughter. But even
there she proved indifferent; said she was pretty, which
(as with children) was her highest word of commenda-
tion, but was plainly incapable of any higher thought
and when I remarked that Olalla seemed silent, merely
yawned in my face and replied that speech was of no
great use when you had nothing to say. ‘People speak
much, very much,” she added, looking at me with
expanded pupils; and then again yawned, and again
showed me a mouth that was as dainty as a toy. This
time I took the hint, and, leaving her to her repose,
went up into my own chamber to sit by the open win-
dow, looking on the hills and not beholding them, sunk
in lustrous and deep dreams, and hearkening in fancy
to the note of a voice that I had never heard.
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I awoke on the fiftth morning with a brightness of
anticipation that seemed to challenge fate. I was sure
of myself, light of heart and foot, and resolved to put
my love incontinently to the touch of knowledge. It
should lie no longer under the bonds of silence, a dumb
thing, living by the eye only, like the love of beasts;
but should now put on the spirit, and enter upon the
joys of the complete human intimacy. I thought of it
with wild hopes, like a voyager to El Dorado; into that
unknown and lovely country of her soul, I no longer
trembled to adventure. Yet when I did encounter her,
the same force of passion descended on me and at once
submerged my mind; speech seemed to drop away from
me like a childish habit; and I but drew near to her as
the giddy man draws near to the margin of a gulf. She
drew back from me a little as I came; but her eyes
did not waver from mine, and these lured me forward.
At last, when I was already within reach of her, 1
stopped. Words were denied me; if I advanced I could
but clasp her to my heart in silence; and all that was
sane in me, all that was still unconquered, revolted
against the thought of such an accost. So we stood for
a second, all our life in our eyes, exchanging salvos
of attraction and yet each resisting; and then, with a
great effort of the will, and conscious at the same time
of a sudden bitterness of disappointment, I turned and
went away in the same silence. )

What power lay upon me that I could not speak?
And she, why was she also silent? Why did she draw
away before me dumbly, with fascinated eyes? Was
this love? or was it a mere brute attraction, mindless
and inevitable, like that of the magnet for the steel?
We had never spoken, we were wholly strangers; and
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yet an influence, strong as the grasp of a giant, swept
us silently together. On my side it filled me with impa-
tience; and yet I was sure that she was worthy; I had
seen her books, read her verses, and thus, in a sense,
divined the soul of my mistress. But on her side
it struck me almost cold. Of me she knew nothing but
my bodily favour; she was drawn to me as stones fall
to the earth; the laws that rule the earth conducted her,
unconsenting, to my arms; and I drew back at the
thought of such a bridal and began to be jealous for
myself. It was not thus that I desired to be loved.
And then I began to fall into a great pity for the girl
herself. I thought how sharp must be her mortification,
that she, the student, the recluse, Felipe’s saintly moni-
tress, should have thus confessed an overweening weak-
ness for a man with whom she had never exchanged a
word. And at the coming of pity, all other thoughts
were swallowed up; and I longed only to find and
console and reassure her; to tell her how wholly her
love was returned on my side, and how her choice,
even if blindly made, was not unworthy.

The next day it was glorious weather; depth upon
depth of blue over-canopied the mountains; the sun
shone wide; and the wind in the trees and the many
falling torrents in the mountains filled the air with
delicate and haunting music. Yet I was prostrated with
sadness. My heart wept for the sight of Olalla, as a
child weeps for its mother. I sat down on a boulder
on the verge of the low cliffs that bound the plateau to
the north. Thence I looked down into the wooded
valley of a stream, where no foot came. In the mood
I was in, it was even touching to behold the place
untenanted; it lacked Olalla; and I thought of the de-
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light and glory of a life passed wholly with her in that
strong air, and among these rugged and lovely sur-
roundings, at first with a whimpering sentiment, and
then again with such a fiery joy that I seemed to grow
in strength and stature, like a Samson.

And then suddenly I was aware of Olalla drawing
near. She appeared out of a grove of corktrees, and
came straight towards me; and I stood up and waited.
She seemed in her walking a creature of such life and
fire and lightness as amazed me; yet she came quietly
and slowly. Her energy was in the slowness; but for
inimitable strength, I felt she would have run, she
would have flown to me. Still, as she approached, she
kept her eyes lowered to the ground; and when she
had drawn quite near, it was without one glance that
she addressed me. At the first note of her voice I
started. It was for this I had been waiting; this was the
last test of my love. And lo, her enunciation was
precise and clear, not lisping and incomplete like that
of her family; and the voice, though deeper than usual
with women, was still both youthful and womanly.
She spoke in a rich chord; golden contralto strains
mingled with hoarseness, as the red threads were
mingled with the brown among her tresses. It was
not only a voice that spoke to my heart directly, but it
spoke to me of her. And yet her words immediately
plunged me back upon despair.

‘You will go away,’ she said, ‘today.’

Her example broke the bonds of my speech, I felt as
lightened of a weight, or as if a spell had been dis-
solved. I know not in what words I answered; but,
standing before her on the cliffs, I poured out the
whole ardour of my love, telling her I lived upon the
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thought of her, slept only to dream of her loveliness,
and would gladly forswear my country, my language
and my friends, to live for ever by her side. And then,
strongly commanding myself, I changed the note; I
reassured, I comforted her; I told her I had divined
in her a pious and heroic spirit, with which I was
worthy to sympathize, anqd which I longed to share
and lighten. ‘Nature,” I told her, ‘was the voice of
God, which men disobey at peril; and if we were
thus dumbly drawn together, ay, even as by a miracle
of love, it must imply a divine fitness in our souls; we
must be made,” I said—‘made for one another. We
should be mad rebels,’ I cried out—‘'mad rebels against
God, not to obey this instinct.’

She shook her head. ‘You will go today,” she re-
peated, and then with a gesture, and in a sudden, sharp
note—‘no, not today,” she cried, ‘tomorrow!’

But at this sign of relenting, power came in upon
me in a tide. I stretched out my arms and called upon
her name; and she leaped to me and clung to me. The
hills rocked about us, the earth quailed; a shock as
of a blow went through me and left me blind and dizzy.
And the next moment she had thrust me back, broken
rudely from my arms, and fled with the speed of a deer
among the corktrees.

I stood and shouted to the mountains; I turned and
went back towards the residencia, walking upon air.
She sent me away, and yet I had but to call upon her
name and she came to me. These were but the weak-
nesses of girls, from which even she, the strangest of
her sex, was not exempted. Go? Not I, Olalla—oh,
not I, Olalla! A bird sang nearby; and in that season
birds were rare. It bade me be of good cheer. And
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once more the whole countenance of nature, from the
ponderous and stable mountains down to the lightest
leaf and the smallest darting fly in the shadow of the
groves, began to stir before me and to put on the
lineaments of life and wear a face of awful joy. The
sunshine struck upon the hills, strong as a hammer on
the anvil, and the hills shook; the earth, under that
vigorous insolation, yielded up heady scents; the woods
smouldered in the blaze. I felt the thrill of travail and
delight run through the earth. Something elemental,
something rude, violent, and-savage, in the love that
sang in my heart, was like a key to nature’s secrets;
and the very stones that rattled under my feet appeared
alive and friendly. Olalla! Her touch had quickened,
and renewed, and strung me up to the old pitch of
concert with the rugged earth, to a swelling of the
soul that men learned to forget in their polite assem-
blies. Love burned in me like rage; tenderness waxed
fierce; I hated, I adored, I pitied, I revered her with
ecstasy. She seemed the link that bound me in with
dead things on the one hand, and with our pure and
pitying God upon the other; a thing brutal and divine,
and akin at once to the innocence and to the unbridled
forces of the earth. )

My head thus reeling, I came into the courtyard of
the residencia, and the sight of the mother struck me
like a revelation. She sat there, all sloth and content-
ment, blinking under the strong sunshine, branded
with a passive -enjoyment, a creature set quite apart,
before whom my ardour fell away like a thing ashamed.
I stopped a moment, and, commanding such shaken
tones as I was able, said a word or two. She looked
at me with her unfathomable kindness; her voice in

111



SUPERNATURAL STORIES

reply sounded vaguely out of the realm of peace in
which she slumbered, and there fell on my mind, for
the first time, a sense of respect for one so uniformily
innocent and happy, and I passed on in a kind of
wonder at myself, that I should be so much disquieted.

On my table there lay a piece of the same yellow
paper I had seen in the north room; it was written on
with pencil in the same hand, Olalla’s hand, and I
picked it up with a sudden sinking of alarm, and
read: ‘If you have any kindness for Olalla, if you have
any chivalry for a creature sorely wrought, go from
here today; in pity, in honour, for the sake of Him
who died, I supplicate that you shall go.” I looked at
this awhile in mere stupidity, then I began to awaken
to a weariness and horror of life; the sunshine darkened
outside on the bare hills, and I began to shake like a
man in terror. The vacancy thus suddenly opened in
my life unmanned me like a physical void. It was not
my heart, it was not my happiness, it was life itself that
was involved. I could not lose her. I said so, and stood
repeating it. And then, like one in a dream, I moved
to the window, put forth my hand to open the case-
ment, and thrust it through the pane. The blood
spurted from my wrist; and with an instantaneous
quietude and command of myself, I pressed my thumb
on the little leaping fountain and reflected what to do.
In that empty room there was nothing to my purpose;
I felt, besides, that I required assistance. There shot into
my mind a hope that Olalla herself might be my helper,
and I turned and went downstairs, still keeping my
thumb upon the wound.

There was no sign of either Olalla or Felipe, and I
addressed myself to the recess, whither the sefiora
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had now drawn quite back and sat dozing close before
the fire, for no degree of heat appeared too much for
her.

‘Pardon me,” said I, ‘if I disturb you, but I must
apply to you for help.’

She looked up sleepily and asked me what it was,
and with the very words I thought she drew in her
breath with a widening of the nostrils and seemed to
come suddenly and fully alive.

‘T have cut myself,” I said, ‘and rather badly. See!’
And I held out my two hands from which the blood
was oozing and dripping.

Her great eyes opened wide, the pupils shrank into
points; a veil seemed to fall from her face, and leave
it sharply expressive and yet inscrutable. And as I
still stood, marvelling a little at her disturbance, she
came swiftly up to me, and stooped and caught me by
the hand; and the next moment my hand was at her
mouth, ‘and she had bitten me to the bone. The pang
of the bite, the sudden spurting of blood, and the
monstrous horror of the act, flashed through me all in
one, and I beat her back; and she sprang at me again
and again, with bestial cries, cries that I recognized,
such cries as had awakened me on the night of the
high wind, Her strength was like that of madness; mine
was rapidly ebbing with the loss of blood; my mind
besides was whirling with the abhorrent strangeness
of the onslaught, and I was already forced against the
wall, when Olalla ran betwixt us, and Felipe, following
at a bound, pinned down his mother on the floor.

A trancelike weakness fell upon me; I saw, heard,
and felt, but I was incapable of movement. I heard the
struggle roll to and fro upon the floor, the yells of that
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catamount ringing up to Heaven as she strove to reach
me. I felt Olalla clasp me in her arms, her hair falling
on my face, and, with the strength of a man, raise and
half drag, half carry me upstairs into my own room,
where she cast me down upon the bed. Then I saw
her hasten to the door and lock it, and stand an instant
listening to the savage cries that shook the residencia.
And then, swift and light as a thought, she was again
beside me, binding up my hand, laying it in her bosom,
moaning and mourning over it with dovelike sounds.
They were not words that came to her, they were
sounds more beautiful than speech, infinitely touching,
infinitely tender; and yet as I lay there, a thought stung
to my heart, a thought wounded me like a sword, a
thought, like a worm in a flower, profaned the holiness
of my love. Yes, they were beautiful sounds, and they -
were inspired by human tendermess; but was their
beauty human?

All day I lay there. For a long time the cries of that
nameless female thing, as she struggled with her half-
witted whelp, resounded through the house, and pierced
me with despairing sorrow and disgust. They were the
death cry of my love; my love was murdered; it was
not only dead, but an offence to me; and yet, think as I
pleased, feel as I must, it still swelled within me like a
storm of sweetness, and my heart melted at her looks
and touch. This horror that had sprung out, this doubt
upon Olalla, this savage and bestial strain that ran not
only through the whole behaviour of her family, but
found a place in the very foundations and story of our
love-—though it appalled, though it shocked and sick-
ened me, was yet not of power to break the knot of my
infatuation.
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When the cries had ceased, there came a scraping at
the door, by which I knew Felipe was without; and
Olalla went and spoke to him—I know not what,
With that exception, she stayed close beside me, now
kneeling by my bed and fervently praying; now sitting
with her eyes upon mine. So then, for these six hours
I drank in her beauty, and silently perused the story
in her face. I saw the golden coin hover on her breast;
I saw her eyes darken and brighten, and still speak no
language but that of an unfathomable kindness; I saw
the faultless face, and, through the robe, the lines of
the faultless body. Night came at last, and in the
growing darknhess of the chamber, the sight of her
slowly melted; but even then the touchk of her smooth
hand lingered in mine and talked with me. To lie thus
in deadly weakness and drink in the traits of the be-
loved, is to reawake to love from whatever shock of
disillusion. I reasoned with myself, and I shut my eyes
on horrors, and again I was very bold to accept the
worst. What mattered it, if that imperious sentiment
survived; if her eyes still beckoned and attached me;
if now, even as before, every fibre of my dull body
yearned and turned to her? Late on in the night some
strength revived in me, and I spoke:

‘Olalla,” I said, ‘nothing matters; I ask nothing; I
am content; I love you.’

She knelt down awhile and prayed, and I devoutly
respected her devotions. The moon had begun to shine
in upon one side of each of the three windows, and
make a misty clearness in the room, by which I saw
her indistinctly. When she rearose she made the sign
of the cross.

‘It is for me to speak,’ she said, ‘and for you to
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listen. I know; you can but guess. I prayed, how I
prayed for you to leave this place. I begged it of you,
and I know you would have granted me even this; or
if not, oh, let me think sol’

‘T love you,’ I said.

‘And yet you have lived in the world,” she said;
after a pause, ‘you are a man and wise; and I am but a
child. Forgive me, if I seem to teach, who am as igno-
rant as the trees of the mountain; but those who learn
much do but skim the face of knowledge; they seize the
laws, they conceive the dignity of the design—the
horror of the living fact fades from their memory.
It is we who sit at home with evil who remember, I
think, and are warned and pity. Go, rather, go now,
and keep me in mind. So I shall have a life in the
cherished places of your memory: a life as much my
own as that which I lead in this body.’

‘T love you,’ I said once more; and reaching out my
weak hand, took hers, and carried it to my lips and
kissed it. Nor did she resist, but winced a little, and I
could see her look upon me with a frown that was not
unkindly, only sad and baffled. And then it seemed
she made a call upon her resolution; plucked my hand
towards her, herself at the same time leaning somewhat
forward, and laid it on the beating of her heart. ‘There,’
she cried, ‘you feel the very footfall of my life. It
only moves for you; it is yours. But is it even mine? It
is mine indeed to offer you, as I might take the coin
from my neck, as I might break a live branch from a
tree and give it you. And yet not mine! I dwell, or I
think I dwell (if I exist at all), somewhat apart, an
impotent prisoner, and carried about and deafened by
a mob that I disown. This capsule, such as throbs
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against the sides of animals, knows you at a touch
for its master; ay, it loves you! But my soul, does my
soul? I think not; I know not, fearing to ask. Yet when
you spoke to me, your words were of the soul; it is
of the soul that you ask—it is only from the soul that
you would take me.’

‘Olalla,’ I said, ‘the soul and the body are one, and
mostly so in love. What the body chooses, the soul
loves; where the body clings, the soul cleaves; body
for body, soul to soul, they come together at God’s
signal; and the lower part (if we can call aught low) is
only the footstool and foundation of the highest.’

‘Have you,’ she said, ‘seen the portraits in the house
of my fathers? Have you looked at my mother or at
Felipe? Have your eyes never rested on that picture
that hangs by your bed? She who sat for it died ages
ago; and she did evil in her life. But, look again: there
is my hand to the least line, there are my eyes and my
bhair. What is mine, then, and what am I? If not a
curve in this poor body of mine (which you love, and
for the sake of which you dotingly dream that you
love me), not a gesture that I can frame, not a tone
of my voice, not any look from my eyes, no, not even
now when I speak to him I love, but has belonged to
others? Others, ages dead, have wooed other men with
my eyes; other men have heard the pleading of the
same voice that now sounds in your ears. The hands
of the dead are in my bosom; they move me, they
pluck me, they guide me; I am a puppe