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Preparations for a Journey

- Turn out all the lights in the house save for your bed-
side reading lamp. Arrange your pillow comfortably
for your head, and draw the covers up over your body.
But don’t expect to sleep—not after you pick up this
book,

For you are about to embark on a voyage into the
world beyond the so-called real world . . . the hidden
world that all of us know in our secret hearts is there,
invisible, waiting to be discovered . . . the world
vividly brought to haunting life by one of the greatest
writers of our century . ..

THE GHOST STORIES OF
EDITH WHARTON

ABoutr THE AuTHOR: Mistress of the magic art of ©

storytelling, Edith Wharton ranks among the foremost
writers America has produced. Like Henry James, the
author whom she most admired and with whom her
name is invariably linked, Miss Wharton was fasci-
nated by the supernatural and used it as a springboard
for some of her most memorable achievements.
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Preface

“Do you believe in ghosts?” is the pointless ques-

. tion often addressed by those who are incapable of feeling

. ghostly influences to—I will not say the ghost-seer, always

- a rare bird, but—the ghost-feeler, the person sensible of

* invisible currents of being in certain places and at certain
~ hours.

The celebrated reply (I forget whose): “No, I don’t

" believe in ghosts, but I'm afraid of them,” is much more

~ than the cheap paradox it seems to many. To “believe,” in

- that sense, is a conscious act of the intellect, and it is in

- the warm darkness of the prenatal fluid far below our con-

* scious reason that the faculty dwells with which we ap-

prehend the ghosts we may not be endowed with the gift

of seeing. This was oddly demonstrated the other day by

the volume of ghost stories collected from the papers of

.~ the late Lord Halifax by his son. The test of the value of

each tale lay, to the collector’s mind, not in the least in its

~ intrinsic interest, but in the fact that someone or other had

- been willing to vouch for the authenticity of the anec-

dote. No matter how dull, unoriginal and unimportant the

tale—if someone had convinced the late Lord Halifax that

it was “true,” that it “had really happened,” in it went;

. and can it be only by accident that the one story in this

. large collection which is even faintly striking and memor-

able is the one with an apologetic footnote to the effect

. that the editor had not been able to trace it to its source?

Sources, as a matter of fact, are not what one needs in

- judging a ghost story. The good ones bring with them the

internal proof of their ghostliness; and no other evidence
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is needed. But since first I dabbled in the creating of ghost
stories, I have made the depressing discovery that the
faculty required for their enjoyment has become almost
atrophied in modern man. No one ever expected a Latin to
understand a ghost, or shiver over it; to do that, one must
still have in one’s ears the horse music of the northern
Urwald or the churning of dark seas on the outermost
shores. But when I first began to read, and then to write,
ghost stories, I was conscious of a common medium be-
tween myself and my readers, of their meeting me half-
way among the primeval shadows, and filling in the gaps
in my narrative with sensations and divinations akin to my
own.

I had curious evidence of the change when, two or three
years ago, one of the tales in the present volume made its
first curtsy in an American magazine. I believe most pur-
veyors of fiction will agree with me that the readers who
pour out on the author of the published book such floods
of interrogatory ink pay little heed to the isolated tale in
a magazine. The request to the author to reveal as many
particulars as possible of his private life to his eager read-
ers is seldom addressed to him till the scattered products
of his pen have been collected in a volume. But when
“Pomegranate Seed” (which I hope you presently mean
to read) first appeared in a magazine, I was bombarded
by a host of inquirers anxious, in the first place, to know
the meaning of the story’s title (in the dark ages of my
childhood an acquaintance with classical fairy lore was as
much a part of our stock of knowledge as Grimm and
Andersen), and secondly, to be told how a ghost could
avrite a letter, or put it into a letterbox. These problems
caused sleepless nights to many correspondents whose
names seemed to indicate that they were recent arrivals
from unhaunted lands. Need I say there was never a
Welsh or a Scottish signature among them? But in a few
years more perhaps there may be; for, deep within us as
the ghost instinct lurks, I seem to see it being gradually
atrophied by those two world-wide enemies of the
imagination, the wireless and the cinema. To a generation
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~ for whom everything which used to nourish the imagina-
' tion because it had to be won by an effort, and then slow-
- ly assimilated, is now served up cooked, seasoned and
- chopped into little bits, the creative faculty (for reading
- should be a creative act as well as writing) is rapidly
- withering, together with the power of sustained attention;

and the world which used to be so grand a la charté des

. lampes is diminishing in inverse ratio to the new means

- of spanning it; so that the more we add to its surface the

- smaller it becomes.

All this is very depressing to the ghost-story purveyor

- and his publisher; but in spite of adverse influences and the

conflicting attractions of the gangster, the introvert and

-~ the habitual drunkard, the ghost may hold his own a little

~ longer in the hands of the experienced chronicler. What
- is most to be feared is that these seers should fail; for
- frailer than the ghost is the wand of his evoker, and
- more easily to be broken in the hard grind of modern
- speeding-up. Ghosts, to make themselves manifest, require

two conditions abhorrent to the modern mind: silence and
continuity. Mr. Osbert Sitwell informed us the other day
that ghosts went out when electricity came in; but surely
this is to misapprehend the nature of the ghostly. What
drives ghosts away is not the aspidistra or the electric
cooker; I can imagine them more wistfully haunting a
mean house in a dull street than the battlemented castle
with its boring stage properties. What the ghost really
needs is not echoing passages and hidden doors behind
tapestry, but only continuity and silence. For where a
ghost has once appeared it seems to hanker to appear
again; and it obviously prefers the silent hours, when at
last the wireless has ceased to jazz. These hours, propheti-
cally called “small,” are in fact continually growing

- smaller; and even if a few diviners keep their wands, the

ghost may after all succumb first to the impossibility of
finding standing room in a roaring and discontinuous uni-
verse. )

It would be tempting to dwell on what we shall lose

- when the wraith and the fetch are no more with us; but
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my purpose here is rather to celebrate those who have
made them visible to us. For the ghost should never be
allowed to forget that his only chance of survival is in the
tales of those who have encountered him, whether actually
or imaginatively—and perhaps preferably the latter. It is
luckier for a ghost to be vividly imagined than dully “ex-
perienced”; and nobody knows better than a ghost how
hard it is to put him or her into words shadowy yet trans-
parent enough.

It is, in fact, not easy to write a ghost story; and in
timidly offering these attempts of mine I should like to put
them under the protection of those who first stimulated

~ me to make the experiment. The earliest, I believe, was

# Stevenson, with “Thrawn Janet” and “Markheim”; two
remarkable ghost stories, though far from the high level

« of such wizards as Sheridan Le Fanu and Fitz James
O’Brien. I doubt if these have ever been surpassed, though
Marion Crawford’s isolated effort, “The Upper Berth,”
comes very near to the crawling horror of O’Brien’s
“What Is It?”

For imaginative handling of the supernatural no one, to
my mind, has touched Henry James in “The Turn of the
Screw”; but I suppose a ghost novel can hardly be classed
among ghost stories, and that tale in particular is too in-
dividual, too utterly different from any other attempt to
catch the sense of the supernatural, to be pressed into the
current categories.

As for the present day, I have ventured to put my own
modest “omnibus” under the special protection of the only
modern ghost evoker whom I place in the first rank—and
this dispenses with the need of saying why I put him
there.* Moreover, the more one thinks the question over,
the more one perceives the impossibility of defining the
effect of the supernatural. The Bostonian gentleman of the

X *Ghosts was dedicated as follows: “These ghostly straphangers
to Walter de la Mare.” De la Mare (1873-1956) was a highly
versatile man of letters: poet, novelist, short-story writer, essayist,
historian and anthologist. Among his several first-class ghost
stories, probably the most famous is “Seaton’s Aunt.”
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E:old school who said that his wife always made it a moral
" issue whether the mutton should be roast or boiled,
F summed up very happily the relation of Boston to the
" universe; but the “moral issue” question must not be
. allowed to enter into the estimating of a ghost story. It
- must depend for its effect solely on what one might call
i its thermometrical quality; if it sends a cold shiver down
 one’s spine, it has done its job and done it well. But there
| is no fixed rule as to the means of producing this shiver,
. and many a tale that makes others turn cold leaves me at
" my normal temperature. The doctor who said there were
. no diseases but only patients would probably agree that
[E there are no ghosts, but only tellers of ghost stories, since
. what provides a shudder for one leaves another peacefully
tepid. Therefore one ought, I am persuaded, simply to tell
one’s ghostly adventures in the most unadorned language,
- and “leave the rest to Nature,” as the New York alderman
-said when, many years ago, it was proposed to import “a
- couple of gondolas” for the lake in the Central Park.

- The only suggestion I can make is that the teller of
~ supernatural tales should be well frightened in the telling;
for if he is, he may perhaps communicate to his readers
the sense of that strange something undreamt of in the
philosophy of Horatio.
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The Lady’s IWaid’s Bell



It was the autumn after I had the typhoid. P’d
been three months in hospital, and when I came out I

looked so weak and tottery that the two or three ladies °

I applied to were afraid to engage me. Most of my money
was gone, and after I'd boarded for two months, hanging
about the employment agencies, and answering any ad-
vertisement that looked any way respectable, I pretty
nearly lost heart, for fretting hadn’t made me fatter, and
I didn’t see why my luck should ever turn. It did though—
or I thought so at the time. A Mrs. Railton, a friend of
the lady that first brought me out to the States, met me
one day and stopped to speak to me: she was one that had
always a friendly way with her. She asked me what ailed
me to look so white, and when I told her, “Why, Hart-
ley,” says she, “I believe I’'ve got the very place for you.
Come in tomorrow and we’ll talk about it.”

The next day, when I called, she told me the lady she’d
in mind was a niece of hers, a Mrs. Brympton, a youngish
lady, but something of an invalid, who lived all the year
round at her country place on the Hudson, owing to not
being able to stand the fatigue of town life.

“Now, Hartley,” Mrs Railton said, in that cheery way
that always made me feel things must be going to take a
turn for the better—“now understand me; it’s not a cheer-
ful place I'm sending you to. The house is big and gloomy;
my niece is nervous, vaporish; her husband—well he’s
generally away; and the two children are dead. A year ago
I would as soon have thought of shutting a rosy active girl
like you into a vault; but you’re not particularly brisk
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[ yourself just now, are you? and a quiet place, with coun-
i try air and wholesome food and early hours, ought to be
. the very thing for you. Don’t mistake me,” she added, for
- I suppose I looked a trifle downcast; “you may find it dull
but you won’t be unhappy. My niece is. an angel. Her
. former maid, who died last spring, had been with her
twenty years and worshiped the ground she walked on.
She’s a kind mistress to all, and where the mistress is kind,
as you know, the servants are generally good-humored, so
~ you’ll probably get on well enough with the rest of the
household. And you’re the very woman I want for my
niece: quiet, well-mannered, and educated above your
- station. You read aloud well, I think? That’s a good thing;
~ my niece likes to be read to. She wants a2 maid that can be
- something of a companion: her last was, and I can’t say
how she misses her. It’s a lonely life. . . . Well, have you
~ decided?”

“Why, ma’am,” I said, “I’'m not afraid of solitude.”

~ “Well, then, go; my niece will take you on my recom-

- mendation. I'll telegraph her at once and you can take the
afternoon train. She has no one to wait on her at present,
and I don’t want you to lose any time.”

I was ready enough to start, yet something in me hung

- back; and to gain time I asked, “And the gentleman,
- ma’am? ”

“The gentleman’s almost always away, I'll tell you,” said
Mrs. Railton, quicklike—“and when he’s there,” says she
suddenly, “you’ve only to keep out of his way.”

I took the afternoon train and got to the station at about
four o’clock. A groom in a dogcart was waiting, and we
drove off at a smart pace. It was a dull October day, with

- rain hanging close overhead, and by the time we turned
into Brympton Place woods the daylight was almost gone.
The drive wound through the woods for a mile or two,
and came out on a gravel court shut in with thickets of
tall black-looking shrubs. There were no lights in the
windows, and the house did look a bit gloomy.

I had asked no questions of the groom, for I never was
one to get my notion of new masters from their other
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servants: I prefer to wait and see for myself. But I could
tell by the look of everything that I had got into the right
kind of house, and that things were done handsomely. A
pleasant-faced cook met me at the back door and called
the housemaid to show me up to my room. “You’ll see
madam later,” she said. “Mrs. Brympton has a visitor.”

I hadn’t fancied Mrs. Brympton was a lady to have
many visitors, and somehow the words cheered me. I
followed the housemaid upstairs, and saw, through a door
on the upper landing, that the main part of the house
seemed well furnished, with dark paneling and a number
of old portraits. Another flight of stairs led up to the
servants’ wing. It was almost dark now, and the housemaid
excused herself for not having brought a light. “But
there’s matches in your room,” she said, “and if you go
carefully you’ll be all right. Mind the step at the end of
the passage. Your room is just beyond.”

I looked ahead as she spoke, and halfway down the
passage I saw a2 woman standing. She drew back into a
doorway as we passed and the housemaid didn’t appear
to notice her. She was a thin woman with a white face,
and a dark gown and apron. I took her for the house-
keeper and thought it odd that she didn’t speak, but just
gave me a long look as she went by. My room opened into
a square hall at the end of the passage. Facing my door
was another which stood open: the housemaid exclaimed
when she saw it:

“There—Mrs. Blinder’s left that door open again!” said
she, closing it.

“Is Mrs. Blinder the housekeeper?”

“There’s no housekeeper: Mrs. Blinder’s the cook.”

“And is that her room?”

“Laws, no,” said the housemaid, crosslike. “That’s no-
body’s room. It’s empty, I mean, and the door hadn’t
ought to be open. Mrs. Brympton wants it kept locked.”

She opened my door and led me into a neat room, nice-
ly furnished, with a picture or two on the walls; and
having lit a candle she took leave, telling me that the ser-
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vants’ hall tea was at six, and that Mrs. Brympton would

see me afterward.

I found them a pleasant-spoken set in the servants’ hall,

‘and by what they let fall I gathered that, as Mrs. Railton

had said, Mrs. Brympton was the kindest of ladies; but I
didn’t take much notice of their talk, for I was watching

to see the pale woman in the dark gown come in. She

didn’t show herself, however, and I wondered if she ate
apart; but if she wasn’t the housekeeper, why should she?

' Suddenly it struck me that she might be a trained nurse,
" and in that case her meals would of course be served in
" her room. If Mrs. Brympton was an invalid it was likely

enough she had a nurse. The idea annoyed me, I own,
for they’re not always the easiest to get on with, and if

' I’'d known I shouldn’t have taken the place. But there I

was and there was no use pulling a long face over it; and
not being one to ask questions I waited to see what would

turn up.

When tea was over the housemaid said to the footman:
“Has Mr. Ranford gone?” and when he said yes, she told

- me to come up with her to Mrs. Brympton.

Mrs. Brympton was lying down in her bedroom. Her
lounge stood near the fire and beside it was a shaded
lamp. She was a delicate-looking lady, but when she
smiled I felt there was nothing I wouldn’t do for her.
She spoke very pleasantly, in a low voice, asking me my

. name and age and so on, and if I had everything I wanted,

and if I wasn’t afraid of feeling lonely in the country.
“Not with you I wouldn’t be, madam,” I said, and the
words surprised me when I’d spoken them, for I’'m not an

~ impulsive person; but it was just as if I'd thought aloud.

She seemed pleased at that, and said she hoped I’d con-
tinue in the same mind; then she gave me a few directions

. about her toilet, and said Agnes the housemaid would

show me next morning where things were kept.
“Pm tired tonight, and shall dine upstairs,” she said.
“Agnes will bring me my tray, so that you may have time

~ to unpack and settle yourself; and later you may come and

undress me.”
17



“Very well, ma’am,” I said. “You’ll ring, I suppose?”

I thought she looked odd.

“No—Agnes will fetch you,” says she quickly, and took
up her book again.

Well—that was certainly strange: a lady’s maid having
to be fetched by the housemaid whenever her lady wanted
her! I wondered if there were no bells in the house; but
the next day I satisfied myself that there was one in every
room, and a special one ringing from my mistress’s room
to mine; and after that it did strike me as queer that,
whenever Mrs. Brympton wanted anything, she rang for
Agnes, who had to walk the whole length of the servants’
wing to call me.

But that wasn’t the only queer thing in the house. The
very next day I found out that Mrs. Brympton had no
nurse; and then I asked Agnes about the woman I had seen
in the passage the afternoon before. Agnes said she had
seen no one, and I saw that she thought I was dreaming.
To be sure, it was dusk when we went down the passage,
and she had excused herself for not bringing a light; but
I had seen the woman plain enough to know her again if
we should meet. I decided that she must have been a
friend of the cook’s, or of one of the other women ser-
vants; perhaps she had come down from town for a .
night’s visit, and the servants wanted it kept secret. Some
ladies are very stiff about having their servants’ friends in
the house overnight. At any rate, I made up my mind to
ask no more questions.

In a day or two another odd thing happened. I was
chatting one afternoon with Mrs. Blinder, who was a
friendly-disposed woman, and had been longer in the
house than the other servants, and she asked me if I was
quite comfortable and had everything I needed. I said
I had no fault to find with my place or with my mistress,
but I thought it odd that in so large a house there was no
sewing room for the lady’s maid.

“Why,” says she, “there is one: the room you’re in is
the old sewing room.”

18




“Oh,” said I; “and where did the other lady’s maid
; ep? ”

At that she grew confused, and said hurriedly that the

servants’ rooms had all been changed about last year, and
she didn’t rightly remember.
. That struck me as peculiar, but I went on as if I hadn’t
‘noticed: “Well, there’s a vacant room opposite mine, and
I mean to ask Mrs. Brympton if I mayn’t use that as a
sewing room.”

To my astonishment, Mrs. Blinder went white, and gave
my hand a kind of squeeze. “Don’t do that, my dear,” said
she, trembling-like. “To tell you the truth, that was Em-
- ma Saxon’s room, and my mistress has kept it closed ever
-since her death.”

- “And who was Emma Saxon?”
- “Mrs. Brympton’s former maid.”

“The one that was with her so many years?” said I,
remembering what Mrs. Railton had told me.

Mrs. Blinder nodded.

“What sort of woman was she?”

. “No better walked the earth,” said Mrs. Blinder. “My
mistress loved her like a sister.”

“But I mean—what did she look like?”

Mrs. Blinder got up and gave me a kind of angry stare.
“Pm no great hand at describing,” she said; “and I believe
my pastry’s rising.” And she walked off into the kitchen
and shut the door after her.

1

- I had been near a week at Brympton before I saw my

master. Word came that he was arriving one afternoon,
~ and a change passed over the whole household. It was
- plain that nobody loved him below stairs. Mrs. Blinder
. took uncommon care with the dinner that night, but she
- snapped at the kitchenmaid in a way quite unusual with
her; and Mr. Wace, the butler, a serious, slow-spoken
- man, went about his duties as if he’d been getting ready
- for a funeral. He was a great Bible reader, Mr. Wace was,
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and had a beautiful assortment of texts at his command;
but that day he used such dreadful language, that T was
about to leave the table, when he assured me it was all
out of Isaiah; and I noticed that whenever the master
came Mr. Wace took to the prophets.

About seven, Agnes called me to my mistress’ room;
and there I found Mr. Brympton. He was standing on the
hearth; a big fair bull-necked man, with a red face and
little bad-tempered blue eyes: the kind of man a young
simpleton might have thought handsome, and would
have been like to pay dear for thinking it.

He swung about when I came in, and looked me over
in a trice. I knew what the look meant, from having ex-
perienced it once or twice in my former places. Then he
turned his back on me, and went on talking to his wife;
and I knew what that meant, too. I was not the kind of
morsel he was after. The typhoid had served me well
enough in one way: it kept that kind of gentleman at
arm’s length. |

“This is my new maid, Hartley,” says Mrs. Brympton
in her kind voice; and he nodded and went on with what
he was saying.

In a minute or two he went off, and left my mistress to
dress for dinner, and I noticed as I waited on her that
she was white, and chill to the touch.

Mr. Brympton took himself off the next morning, and
the whole house drew a long breath when he drove away.
As for my mistress, she put on her hat and furs (for it
was a fine winter morning) and went out for a walk in
the gardens, coming back quite fresh and rosy, so that for
a minute, before her color faded, I could guess what a
pretty young lady she must have been, and not so long
ago, either.

She had met Mr. Ranford in the grounds, and the two
came back together, I remember, smiling and talking as
they walked along the terrace under my window. That
was the first time I saw Mr. Ranford, though I had often
heard his name mentioned in the hall. He was a neighbor,
it appeared, living a mile or two beyond Brympton, at the
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end of the village; and as he was in the habit of spending
his winters in the country he was almost the only com-
pany my mistress had at that season. He was a slight tall
gentleman of about thirty, and I thought him rather mel-
ancholy looking till I saw his smile, which had a kind
of surprise in it, like the first warm day in spring. He was

'~ a great reader, I heard, like my mistress, and the two were

forever borrowing books of one another, and sometimes
(Mr. Wace told me) he would read aloud to Mrs. Brymp-

" ton by the hour, in the big dark library where she sat in

the winter afternoons. The servants all liked him, and

- perhaps that’s more of a compliment than the masters sus-

pect. He had a friendly word for every one of us, and
we were all glad to think that Mrs. Brympton had a pleas-
ant companionable gentleman like that to keep her com-
pany when the master was away. Mr. Ranford seemed on
excellent terms with Mr. Brympton too; though I couldn’t
but wonder that two gentlemen so unlike each other
should be so friendly. But then I knew how the real
quality can keep their feelings to themselves.

As for Mr. Brympton, he came and went, never staying

~ more than a day or two, cursing the dullness and the

solitude, grumbling at everything, and (as I soon found
out) drinking a deal more than was good for him. After
Mrs. Brympton left the table he would sit half the night
over the old Brympton port and madeira, and once, as I
was leaving my mistress’s room rather later than usual, I
met him coming up the stairs in such a state that I turned
sick to think of what some ladies have to endure and hold
their tongues about.

The servants said very little about their master; but
from what they let drop I could see it had been an un-
happy match from the beginning. Mr. Brympton was
coarse, loud and pleasure-loving; my mistress quiet, re-
tiring, and perhaps a trifle cold. Not that she was not
always pleasant-spoken to him: I thought her wonderful-
ly forbearing; but to a gentleman as free as Mr. Brympton
I dare say she seemed a little offish.

Well, things went on quietly for several weeks. My
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mistress was kind, my duties were light, and I got on well
with the other servants. In short, I had nothing to com-
plain of; yet there was always a weight on me. I can’t
say why it was so, but I know it was not the loneliness
that I felt. I soon got used to that; and being still languid
from the fever, I was thankful for the quiet and the good
country air. Nevertheless, I was never quite easy in my
mind. My mistress, knowing I had been ill, insisted that I
should take my walk regularly, and often invented er-
rands for me: a yard of ribbon to be fetched from the
village, a letter posted, or a book returned to Mr. Ran-
ford. As soon as I was out of doors my spirits rose, and I
looked forward to my walks throught the bare moist-
smelling woods; but the moment I caught sight of the
house again my heart dropped down like a stone in a
well. It was not a gloomy house exactly, yet I never
entered it but a feeling of gloom came over me.

Mrs. Brympton seldom went out in winter; only on
the finest days did she walk an hour at noon on the south
terrace. Excepting Mr. Ranford, we had no visitors but
the doctor, who drove over from town about once a
week. He sent for me once or twice to give me some
trifling direction about my mistress, and though he never
told me what her illness was, I thought, from a waxy look
she had now and then of a morning, that it might be the
heart that ailed her. The season was soft and unwhole-
some, and in January we had a long spell of rain. That
was a sore trial to me, I own, for I couldn’t go out, and
sitting over my sewing all day, listening to the drip, drip
of the eaves, I grew so nervous that the least sound made
me jump. Somehow, the thought of that locked room
across the passage began to weigh on me. Once or twice,
in the long rainy nights, I fancied I heard noises there;
but that was nonsense, of course, and the daylight drove
such notions out of my head. Well, one morning Mrs.
Brympton gave me quite a start of pleasure by telling me
she wished me to go to town for some shopping. I hadn’t
known till then how low my spirits had fallen. I set off in
high glee, and my first sight of the crowded streets and
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the cheerful-looking shops quite took me out of myself.

Toward afternoon, however, the noise and confusion be-
gan to tire me, and I was actually looking forward to the
quiet of Brympton, and thinking how I should enjoy the
drive home through the dark woods, when I ran across
an old acquaintance, a maid I had once been in service
with. We had lost sight of each other for a number of
years, and I had to stop and tell her what had happened to
me in the interval. When I mentioned where I was living
she rolled up her eyes and pulled a long face.

“What! The Mrs. Brympton that lives all the year at
her place on the Hudson? My dear, you won't stay there

~ three months.”

“QOh, but I don’t mind the country,” says I, offended
somehow at her tone. “Since the fever I'm glad to be
quiet.”

She shook her head. “It’s not the country I'm thinking
of. All T know is she’s had four maids in the last six

" months, and the last one, who was a friend of mine, told
. me nobody could stay in the house.”

“Did she say why?” I asked.
“No—she wouldn’t give me her reason. But she says to

~ me, ‘Mrs. Ansey,’ she says, ‘if ever a young woman as you

know of thinks of going there, you tell her it’s not worth-
while to unpack her boxes.” ”

“Is she young and handsome?” said I, thinking of Mr.
Brympton.

“Not her! She’s the kind that mothers engage when
they’ve gay young gentlemen at college.”

Well, though I knew the woman was an idle gossip, the
words stuck in my head, and my heart sank lower than
ever as I drove up to Brympton in the dusk. There awas
something about the house—I was sure of it now. . ..

When I went in to tea I heard that Mr. Brympton had
arrived, and I saw at a glance that there had been a dis-
turbance of some kind. Mrs. Blinder’s hand shook so that
she could hardly pour the tea, and Mr. Wace quoted the
most dreadful texts full of brimstone. Nobody said a
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word to me then, but when I went up to my room Mrs.
Blinder followed me.

“Oh, my dear,” says she, taking my hand, “I’'m so glad
and thankful you’ve come back to us!”

That struck me, as you may imagine. “Why,” said I,
“did you think I was leaving for good?”

“No, no, to be sure,” said she, a little confused, “but I
can’t a-bear to have madam left alone for a day even.” She
pressed my hand hard, and, “Oh, Miss Hartley,” says
she, “be good to your mistress, as you’re a Christian
woman.” And with that she hurried away, and left me
staring.

A moment later Agnes called me to Mrs. Brympton.
Hearing Mr. Brympton’s voice in her room, I went round
by the dressing room, thinking I would lay out her dinner
gown before going in. The dressing room is a large room
with a window over the portico that looks toward the
gardens. Mr. Brympton’s apartments are beyond. When 1
went in, the door into the bedroom was ajar, and I heard
Mr. Brympton saying angrily: “One would suppose he
was the only person fit for you to talk to.”

“I don’t have many visitors in winter,” Mrs. Brympton
answered quietly.

“You have 7e/” he flung at her, sneeringly.

“You are here so seldom,” said she.

“Well—whose fault is that? You make the place about as
lively as the family vault.”

‘With that I rattled the toilet things, to give my mistress
warning, and she rose and called me in.

The two dined alone, as usual, and I knew by Mr.
‘Wace’s manner at supper that things must be going badly.
He quoted the prophets something terrible, and worked
on the kitchenmaid so that she declared she wouldn’t go
down alone to put the cold meat in the icebox. I felt
nervous myself, and after I had put my mistress to bed I
was half tempted to go down again and persuade Mrs.
Blinder to sit up awhile over a game of cards. But I heard
her door closing for the night and so I went on to my
own room. The rain had begun again, and the drip, drip,
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drip seemed to be dropping into my brain. I lay awake
listening to it, and turning over what my friend in town
‘had said. What puzzled me was that it was always the
‘maids who left. . ..

After a while I slept; but suddenly a loud noise wak-
ened me. My bell had rung. I sat up, terrified by the
unusual sound, which seemd to go on jangling through
the darkness. My hands shook so that I couldn’t find the
matches. At length I struck a light and jumped out of
' bed. I began to think I must have been dreaming; but I
looked at the bell against the wall, and there was the little
hammer still quivering.
~ I was just beginning to huddle on my clothes when I
heard another sound. This time it was the door of the
locked room opposite mine softly opening and closing. I
heard the sound distinctly, and it frightened me so that I
- stood stock still. Then I heard a footstep hurrying down
the passage toward the main house. The floor being
. carpeted, the sound was very faint, but I was quite sure
. it was a woman’s step. I turned cold with the thought of
- it, and for a minute or two I dursn’t breathe or move.
Then I came to my senses.

“Alice Hartley,” says I to myself, “someone left that
- room just now and ran down the passage ahead of you.
. The idea isn’t pleasant, but you may as well face it. Your
" mistress has rung for you, and to answer her bell you've
got to go the way that other woman has gone.”
E Well-I did it. I never walked faster in my life, yet I
* thought I should never get to the end of the passage or
- reach Mrs. Brympton’s room. On the way I heard nothing
. and saw nothing: all was dark and quiet as the grave.
- When I reached my mistress’ door the silence was so deep
E that I began to think I must be dreaming, and was half

- minded to turn back. Then a panic seized me, and I
- knocked.

E There was no answer, and I knocked again, loudly. To
my astonishment the door was opened by Mr. Brympton.
He started back when he saw me, and in the light of

- my candle his face looked red and savage.
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“You?” he said, in a queer voice. “How many of you
are there, in God’s name?”

At that I felt the ground give under me; but I said to
myself that he had been drinking, and answered as steadily
as I could: “May I go in, sir? Mrs. Brympton has rung
for me.”

“You may all go in, for what I care,” says he, and,
pushing by me, walked down the hall to his own bed-
room. I looked after him as he went, and to my surprise I
saw that he walked as straight as a sober man.

I found my mistress lying very weak and still, but she
forced a smile when she saw me, and signed to me to pour
out some drops for her. After that she lay without speak-
ing, her breath coming quick, and her eyes closed. Sud-
denly she groped out with her hand, and “Emma,” says
she, faintly.

“It’s Hartley, madam,” I said. “Do you want anything?”

She opened her eyes wide and gave me a startled look.

“I was dreaming,” she said. “You may go, now, Hartley,
and thank you kindly. ’'m quite well again, you see.”
And she turned her face away from me.

I

There was no more sleep for me that night, and I was
thankful when daylight came.

Soon afterward, Agnes called me to Mrs. Brympton. I
was afraid she was ill again, for she seldom sent for me
before nine, but I found her sitting up in bed, pale and
drawn-looking, but quite herself.

“Hartley,” says she quickly, “will you put on your
things at once and go down to the village for me? I want
this prescription made up—" here she hesitated a minute
and blushed “—and I should like you to be back again be-
fore Mr. Brympton is up.”

“Certainly, madam,” I said.

“And—stay a moment—" she called me back as if an
idea had just struck her “—while you’re waiting for the
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‘mixture, you’ll have time to go on to Mr. Ranford’s with
 this note.”
- It was a two mile walk to the village, and on my way
" T had time to turn things over in my mind. It struck me
' as peculiar that my mistress should wish the prescription
made up without Mr. Brympton’s knowledge; and, putting
 this together with the scene of the night before, and with
much else that I had noticed and suspected, I began to
* wonder if the poor lady was weary of her life, and had
come to the mad resolve of ending it. The idea took such
" hold on me that I reached the village on a run, and
" dropped breathless into a chair before the chemist’s coun-
* ter. The good man, who was just taking down his shut-
¢ ters, stared at me so hard that it brought me to myself.
. “Mr. Limmel,” T says, trying to speak indifferently,
. “will you run your eye over this, and tell me if it’s quite
. l'ight?”
. He put on his spectacles and studied the prescription.
“Why, it’s one of Dr. Walton’s,” says he. “What should
- be wrong with it?”
 “Well—is it dangerous to take?”

“Dangerous—how do you mean?”

I could have shaken the man for his stupidity.

“I mean—if a person was to take too much of it—by
mistake of course—" says I, my heart in my throat.

“Lord. bless you, no. It’s only lime water. You might
feed it to a baby by the bottleful.”
. I gave a great sigh of relief and hurried on to Mr. Ran-
 ford’s. But on the way another thought struck me. If
there was nothing to conceal about my visit to the chem-
ist’s, was it my other errand that Mrs. Brympton wished
me to keep private? Somehow, that thought frightened
me worse than the other. Yet the two gentlemen seemed
fast friends, and I would have staked my head on my
mistress’ goodness. I felt ashamed of my suspicions, and
concluded that I was still disturbed by the strange events
of the night. I left the note at Mr. Ranford’s, and hurry-
- ing back to Brympton, slipped in by a side door without
~ being seen, as I thought.

S PR RN
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An hour later, however, as I was carrying in my mis-
tress’s breakfast, I was stopped in the hall by Mr. Brymp-
ton.

“What were you doing out so early?” he says, looking
hard at me.

“Early—me, sir?” I said, in a tremble.

“Come, come,” he says, an angry red spot coming out
on his forehead, “didn’t I see you scuttling home through
the shrubbery an hour or more ago?”

I'm a truthful woman by nature, but at that a lie popped
out ready-made. “No, sir, you didn’t,” said I and looked
straight back at him. '

He shrugged his shoulders and gave a sullen laugh. “I
suppose you think I was drunk last night?” he asked sud-
denly.

“No, sir, I don’t,” I answered, this time truthfull
enough. -

He turned away with another shrug. “A pretty notion
my servants have of me!” I heard him mutter as he walked
off.

Not till I had settled down to my afternoon’s sewing did
I realize how the events of the night had shaken me. I
couldn’t pass that locked door without a shiver. I knew I
had heard someone come out of it, and walk down the
passage ahead of me. I thought of speaking to Mrs. Blind-
er or to Mr. Wace, the only two in the house who ap-
peared to have an inkling of what was going on, but I
had a feeling that if I questioned them they would deny
everything, and that I might learn more by holding my
tongue and keeping my eyes open. The idea of spending
another night opposite the locked room sickened me, and
once I was seized with the notion of packing my trunk
and taking the first train to town; but it wasn’t in me to
throw over a kind mistress in that manner, and I tried to
go on with my sewing as if nothing had happened. I hadn’t
worked ten minutes before the sewing machine broke
down. It was one I had found in the house, 2 good ma-
chine but a trifle out of order: Mrs. Blinder said it had
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“never been used since Emma Saxon’s death. I stopped to
| see what was wrong, and as I was working at the machine
" a drawer which I had never been able to open slid forward
‘and a photograph fell out. I picked it up and sat looking
| at it in a maze. It was a woman’s likeness, and I knew I
 had seen the face somewhere—the eyes had an asking look
 that T had felt on me before. And suddenly I remembered
. the pale woman in the passage.

. I stood up, cold all over, and ran out of the room. My
- heart seemed to be thumping in the top of my head, and
' I felt as if I should never get away from the look in those
- eyes. I went straight to Mrs. Blinder. She was taking her
. afternoon nap, and sat up with a jump when I came 1n.

. “Mrs. Blinder,” said I, “ who is that?” And I held out
" the photograph.

. She rubbed her eyes and stared.

¢ “Why, Emma Saxon,” says she. “Where did you find
E it?”
I looked hard at her for a minute. “Mrs. Blinder,” I said,
¢ “I've seen that face before.”

. Mrs. Blinder got up and walked over to the looking
. glass. “Dear me! I must have been asleep,” she says. “My
front is all over one ear. And now do run along, Miss
Hartley, dear, for I hear the clock striking four, and I
© must go down this very minute and put on the Virginia
~ ham for Mr. Brympton’s dinner.”

5

v

two. The only difference was that Mr. Brympton stayed
- on, instead of going off as he usually did, and that Mr.
Ranford never showed himself. I heard Mr. Brympton
remark on this one afternoon when he was sitting in my
mistress’ room before dinner: ‘

“Where’s Ranford?” says he. “He hasn’t been near the
house for a week. Does he keep away because I'm here?”

Mrs. Brympton spoke so low that I couldn’t catch her
answer,

=

% To all appearances, things went on as usual for a week or
g
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“Well,” he went on, “two’s company and three’s
trumpery; I’'m sorry to be in Ranford’s way, and I suppose
I shall have to take myself off again in a day or two and
give him a show.” And he laughed at his own joke.

The very next day, as it happened, Mr. Ranford called.
The footman said the three were very merry over their
tea in the library, and Mr. Brympton strolled down to the
gate with Mr. Ranford when he left.

I have said that things went on as usual; and so they
did with the rest of the household; but as for myself, I
had never been the same since the night my bell had
rung. Night after night I used to lie awake, listening for
it to ring again, and for the door of the locked room to
open stealthily. But the bell never rang, and I heard no
sound across the passage. At last the silence began to be
more dreadful to me than the most mysterious sounds. I
felt that someone was cowering there, behind the locked
door, watching and listening as I watched and listened,
and I could almost have cried out, “Whoever you are,
come out and let me see you face to face, but don’t lurk
there and spy on me in the darkness!”

Feeling as I did, you may wonder I didn’t give warning.
Once I very nearly did so; but at the last moment some-
thing held me back. Whether it was compassion for my
mistress, who had grown more and more dependent on
me, or unwillingness to try a new place, or some other
feeling that I couldn’t put a name to, I lingered on as if
spellbound, though every night was dreadful to me, and
the days but little better.

For one thing, I didn’t like Mrs. Brympton’s looks.
She had never been the same since that night, no more than
I had. I thought she would brighten up after Mr. Brymp-
ton left, but though she seemed easier in her mind, her
spirits didn’t revive, nor her strength either. She had
grown attached to me, and seemed to like to have me
about; and Agnes told me one day that, since Emma Sax-
on’s death, I was the only maid her mistress had taken to.
This gave me a warm feeling for the poor lady, though
after all there was little I could do to help her.
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After Mr. Brympton’s departure, Mr. Ranford took to

coming again, though less often than formerly. I met him
once or twice in the grounds, or in the village, and I
couldn’t but think there was a change in him too; but I set
it down to my disordered fancy.
- The weeks passed, and Mr. Brympton had now been a
‘month absent. We heard he was cruising with a friend in
‘the West Indies, and Mr. Wace said that was a long way
- off, but though you had the wings of a dove and went to
‘the uttermost parts of the earth, you couldn’t get away
from the Almighty. Agnes said that as long as he stayed
‘away from Brympton the Almighty might have him and
welcome; and this raised a laugh, though Mrs. Blinder
" tried to look shocked, and Mr. Wace said the bears would
eat us.

We were all glad to hear that the West Indies were a
- long way off, and I remember that, in spite of Mr. Wace’s
- solemn looks, we had a very merry dinner that day in
' the hall. I don’t know if it was because of my being in
better spirits, but I fancied Mrs. Brympton looked better
too, and seemed more cheerful in her manner. She had
been for a walk in the morning, and after luncheon she
lay down in her room, and I read aloud to her. When she

- dismissed me I went to my own room feeling quite bright

and happy, and for the first time in weeks walked past

- the locked door without thinking of it. As I sat down to

. my work I looked out and saw a few snowflakes falling.
;5 The sight was pleasanter than the eternal rain, and I pic-
. tured to myself how pretty the bare gardens would look
" in their white mantle. It seemed to me as if the snow
would cover up all the dreariness, indoors as well as out.

The fancy had hardly crossed my mind when I heard
a step at my side. I looked up, thinking it was Agnes.

“Well, Agnes—” said I, and the words froze on my
tongue; for there, in the door, stood Emzma Saxon.

I don’t know how long she stood there. I only know I
couldn’t stir or take my eyes from her. Afterward I was
terribly frightened, but at the time it wasn’t fear I felt,
~ but something deeper and quieter. She looked at me long
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and hard, and her face was just one dumb prayer to me—
but how in the world was I to help her? Suddenly she
turned, and I heard her walk down the passage. This time
I wasn’t afraid to follow—I felt that I must know what
she wanted. I sprang up and ran out. She was at the other
end of the passage, and I expected her to take the turn
toward my mistress’ room; but instead of that she pushed
open the door that led to the backstairs. I followed her
down the stairs, and across the passageway to the back
door. The kitchen and hall were empty at that hour, the
servants being off duty, except for the footman, who was
in the pantry. At the door she stood still 2 moment, with
another look at me; then she turned the handle, and
stepped out. For a minute I hesitated. Where was she
leading me to? The door had closed softly after her, and
I opened it and looked out, half-expecting to find that she
had disappeared. But I saw her a few yards off hurrying
across the courtyard to the path through the woods. Her
figure looked black and lonely in the snow, and for a
second my heart failed me and I thought of turning back.
But all the while she was drawing me after her; and
catching up an old shawl of Mrs. Blinder’s I ran out into
the open.

Emma Saxon was in the wood path now. She walked

on steadily, and I followed at the same pace, till we passed -

out of the gates and reached the highroad. Then she
struck across the open fields to the village. By this time
the ground was white, and as she climbed the slope of a
bare hill ahead of me I noticed that she left no footprints
behind her. At sight of that my heart shriveled up within
me, and my knees were water. Somehow, it was worse
here than indoors. She made the whole countryside seem
lonely as the grave, with none but us two in it, and no
help in the wide world.

Once I tried to go back; but she turned and looked
at me, and it was as if she had dragged me with ropes.
After that I followed her like a dog. We came to the
village and she led me through it, past the church and
the blacksmith’s shop, and down the lane to Mr. Ran-
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ford’s. Mr. Ranford’s house stands close to the road: a
lain old-fashioned building, with a flagged path leading
to the door between box borders. The lane was deserted,
and as I turned into it I saw Emma Saxon pause under
the old elm by the gate. And now another fear came
S over me. I saw that we had reached the end of our
" journey, and that it was my turn to act. All the way
! from Brympton I had been asking myself what she wanted
of me, but I had followed in a trance, as it were, and not
till I saw her stop at Mr. Ranford’s gate did my brain
begin to clear itself. I stood a little way off in the snow,
my heart beating fit to strangle me, and my feet frozen
to the ground; and she stood under the elm and watched
me.

" I knew well enough that she hadn’t led me there for

nothing. I felt there was something I ought to say or do—

- but how was I to guess what it was? I had never thought

harm of my mistress and Mr. Ranford, but I was sure

now that, from one cause or another, some dreadful thing
hung over them. She knew what it was; she would tell me
if she could; perhaps she would answer if I questioned

.~ her.

~ It turned me faint to think of speaking to her; but I

" plucked up heart and dragged myself across the few

fya.rds between us. As I did so, I heard the house door

- open and saw Mr. Ranford approaching. He looked hand-

r some and cheerful, as my mistress had looked that morn-

. ing, and at sight of him the blood began to flow again
in my veins.

“Why, Hartley,” said he, “what’s the matter? I saw

. you coming down the lane just now, and came out to see

. if you had taken root in the snow.” He stopped and stared

_ at me. “What are you looking at?” he says.

- I turned toward the elm as he spoke and his eyes fol-
lowed me; but there was no one there. The lane was
empty as far as the eye could reach.

A sense of helplessness came over me. She was gone,

- and I had not been able to guess what she wanted. Her last
look had pierced me to the marrow; and yet it had not
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told me! All at once, I felt more desolate than when she
had stood there watching me. It seemed as if she had left
me all alone to carry the weight of the secret I couldn’t
guess. The snow went round me in great circles, and the
ground fell away from me....

A drop of brandy and the warmth of Mr. Ranford’s
fire soon brought me to, and I insisted on being driven
back at once to Brympton. It was nearly dark, and I was
afraid my mistress might be wanting me. I explained to
Mr. Ranford that I had been out for a walk and had been
taken with a fit of giddiness as I passed his gate. This was
true enough; yet I never felt more like a liar than when I
said it.

‘When I dressed Mrs. Brympton for dinner she remarked
on my pale looks and asked what ailed me. I told her I
had a headache, and she said she would not require me
again that evening, and advised me to go to bed.

It was a fact that I could scarcely keep on my feet;
yet I had no fancy to spend a solitary evening in my
room. I sat downstairs in the hall as long as I could hold
my head up; but by nine I crept upstairs, too weary to
care what happened if I could but get my head on a
pillow. The rest of the household went to bed soon after-
ward; they kept early hours when the master was away,
and before ten I heard Mrs. Blinder’s door close, and
Mr. Wace’s soon after.

It was a very still night, earth and air all muffled in
snow. Once in bed I felt easier, and lay quiet, listening
to the strange noises that come out in a house after dark.
Once I thought I heard a door open and close again
below: it might have been the glass door that led to the
gardens. I got up and peered out of the window; but it
was in the dark of the moon, and nothing visible outside
but the streaking of snow against the panes.

I went back to bed and must have dozed, for I jumped
awake to the furious ringing of my bell. Before my head
was clear I had sprung out of bed, and was dragging on
my clothes. It is going to bappen mow, I heard myself
saying; but what I meant I had no notion. My hands
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emed to be covered with glue—I thought I should never
into my clothes. At last I opened my door and peered
'down the passage. As far as my candle flame carried, I
could see nothing unusual ahead of me. I hurried on,
breathless; but as I pushed open the baize door-leading
to the main hall my heart stood still, for there at the head
of the stairs was Emma Saxon, peering dreadfully down
into the darkness.

For a second I couldn’t stir; but my hand slipped from
the door, and as it swung shut the figure vanished. At the
'same instant there came another sound from below stairs

—a stealthy mysterious sound, as of a latchkey turning in
‘the house door. I ran to Mrs. Brympton’s room and

knocked. :

There was no answer, and I knocked again. This time I
heard someone moving in the room; the bolt slipped back
and my mistress stood before me. To my surprise I saw
that she had not undressed for the night. She gave me a
startled look.

“What is this, Hartley?” she says in a whisper. “Are

- you ill? What are you doing here at this hour?”

“T am not ill, Madam; but my bell rang.”
At that she turned pale, and seemed about to fall.
“You are mistaken,” she said harshly; “I didn’t ring.

. You must have been dreaming.” I had never heard her
- speak in such a tone. “Go back to bed,” she said, closing

the door on me.

But as she spoke I heard sounds again in the hall below:
a man’s step this time; and the truth leaped out on me.

“Madam,” I said, pushing past her, “there is someone
in the house—"

“Someone—?” ;

“Mr. Brympton, I think—I hear his step below—"

A dreadful look came over her, and without a word,
she dropped flat at my feet. I fell on my knees and tried

- to lift her: by the way she breathed I saw it was no com-
- mon faint. But as I raised her head there came quick

steps on the stairs and across the hall: the door was flung
open, and there stood Mr. Brympton, in his traveling

35



clothes, the snow dripping from him. He drew back with
a start as he saw me kneeling by my mistress.

“What the devil is this?” he shouted. He was less high-
colored than usual, and the red spot came out on his
forehead.

“Mrs. Brympton has fainted, sir,” said L

He laughed unsteadily and pushed by me. “It’s a pity
she didn’t choose a more convenient moment. I’'m sorry
to disturb her, but—" )

I raised myself up aghast at the man’s action.

“Sir,” said I, “are you mad? What are you doing?”

“Going to meet a friend,” said he, and seemed to make
for the dressing room.

At that my heart turned over. I don’t know what I
thought or feared; but I sprang up and caught him by
the sleeve.

“Sir, sir,” said I, “for pity’s sake look at your wife!”

He shook me off furiously.

“It seems that’s done for me,” says he, and caught hold
of the dressing room.

At that moment I heard a slight noise inside. Slight as
it was, he heard it too, and tore the door open; but as he
did so he dropped back. On the threshold stood Emma
Saxon. All was dark behind her, but I saw her plainly,
and so did he. He threw up his hands as if to hide his
face from her; and when I looked again she was gone.

He stood motionless, as if the strength had run out of
him; and in the stillness my mistress suddenly raised her-
self, and opening her eyes fixed a look on him. Then she
fell back, and I saw the death flutter pass over her
iface. ... .

We buried her on the third day, in a driving snow-
storm. There were few people in the church, for it was
bad weather to come from town, and I've a notion my
mistress was one that hadn’t many near friends. Mr.
Ranford was among the last to come, just before they
carried her up the aisle. He was in black, of course, being
so pale. As he passed me, I noticed that he leaned a trifle
on a stick he carried; and I fancy Mr. Brympton noticed
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too, for the red spot came out sharp on his forehead,
d all through the service he kept staring across the
church at Mr. Ranford, instead of following the prayers
as a mourner should.

When it was over and we went out to the graveyard,
‘Mr. Ranford had disappeared, and as soon as my poor
mistress’s body was underground, Mr. Brympton jumped
into the carriage nearest the gate and drove off without a
word to any of us. I heard him call out, “To the station,”
and we servants went back alone to the house.

|

37






T

Mu'vw 474404“-
%F%IIS oo OM—————)

: Are Cinsciines Wty
st ¢ M/}O‘p—;
fz fro-

/}L/fﬂ/me—, L eie Ve
Tﬁg yes — M/%l_g

M/H huk



We had been put in the mood for ghosts, that
evening, after an excellent dinner at our old friend Cul-
win’s, by a tale of Fred Murchard’s—the narrative of a
strange personal visitation.

Seen through the haze of our cigars, and by the drowsy
gleam of a coal fire, Culwin’s library, with its oak walls
and dark old bindings, made a good setting for such
evocations; and ghostly experiences at first hand being,
after Murchard’s opening, the only kind acceptable to us,
we proceeded to take stock of our group and tax each
member for a contribution. There were eight of us, and
seven contrived, in a manner more or less adequate, to
fulfill the condition imposed. It surprised us all to find
that we could muster such a show of supernatural impres-
sions, for none of us, excepting Murchard himself and
young Phil Frenham—whose story was the slightest of the
lot—had the habit of sending our souls into the invisible.
So that, on the whole, we had every reason to be proud
of our seven “exhibits,” and none of us would have
dreamed of expecting an eighth from our host.

Our old friend, Mr. Andrew Culwin, who had sat back
in his armchair, listening and blinking through the smoke
circles with the cheerful tolerance of a wise old idol,
was not the kind of man likely to be favored with such
contacts, though he had imagination enough to enjoy,
without envying, the superior privileges of his guests.
By age and by education he belonged to the stout
Positivist tradition, and his habit of thought had been
formed in the days of the epic struggle between physics
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and metaphysics. But he had been, then and always,
essentially a spectator, a humorous detached observer of
the immense muddled variety show of life, slipping  out of
his seat now and then for a brief dip into the convivial-
jties at the back of the house, but never, as far as one
knew, showing the least desire to jump on the stage and
do a “turn.”

Among his contemporaries there lingered a vague tra-
dition of his having, at a remote period, and in a romantic
clime, been wounded in a duel; but this legend no more
tallied with what we younger men knew of his character
than my mother’s assertion that he had once been “a
charming little man with nice eyes” corresponded to any
possible reconstitution of his physiognomy.

“He never can have looked like anything but a bundle
of sticks,” Murchard had once said of him. “Or a phos-
phorescent log, rather,” someone else amended; and we
recognized the happiness of this description of his small
- squat trunk, with the red blink of the eyes in a face like
mottled bark. He had always been possessed of a leisure

which he had nursed and protected, instead of squander-
E ing it in vain activities. His carefully guarded hours had
i been devoted to the cultivation of a fine intelligence and

- a few judiciously chosen habits; and none of the dis-
; turbances common to human experience seemed to have
~ crossed his sky. Nevertheless, his dispassionate survey of
the universe had not raised his opinion of that costly
experiment, and his study of the human race seemed to
have resulted in the conclusion that all men were super-
fluous, and women necessary only because someone had
to do the cooking. On the importance of this point his
convictions were absolute, and gastronomy was the only
science which he revered as a dogma. It must be owned
- that his little dinners were a strong argument in favor of
- this view, besides being a reason—though not the main
one—for the fidelity of his friends.

Mentally he exercised a hospitality less seductive but no
less stimulating. His mind was like a forum, or some open
meeting place for the exchange of ideas: somewhat cold
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and drafty, but light, spacious and orderly—a kind of
academic grove from which all the leaves have fallen.
In this privileged area a dozen of us were wont to stretch
our muscles and expand our lungs; and, as if to prolong
as much as possible the tradition of what we felt to be a
vanishing institution, one or two neophytes were now
and then added to our band.

Young Phil Frenham was the last, and the most inter-
esting, of these recruits, and a good example of Mur-
chard’s somewhat morbid assertion that our old friend
“liked ’em juicy.” It was indeed a fact that Culwin, for
all his dryness, specially tasted the lyric qualities in youth.
As he was far too good an Epicurean to nip the flowers
of soul which he gathered for his garden, his friendship
was not a disintegrating influence: on the contrary, it
forced the young idea to robuster bloom. And in Phil
Frenham he had a good subject for experimentation. The
boy was really intelligent, and the soundness of his nature
was like the pure paste under a fine glaze. Culwin had
fished him out of a fog of family dullness, and pulled him
up to a peak in Darien; and the adventure hadn’t hurt
him a bit. Indeed, the skill with which Culwin had con-
trived to stimulate his curiosities without robbing them
of their bloom of awe seemed to me a sufficient answer
to Murchard’s ogreish metaphor. There was nothing
hectic in Frenham’s efflorescence, and his old friend had
not laid even a finger tip on the sacred stupidities. One
wanted no better proof of that than the fact that Fren-
ham still reverenced them in Culwin.

“There’s a side of him you fellows don’t see. I believe
that story about the duel!” he declared; and it was of the
very essence of this belief that it should impel him—just
as our little party was dispersing—to turn back to our
host with the joking demand: “And now you’ve got to
tell us about your ghost!”

The outer door had closed on Murchard and the others;
only Frenham and I remained; and the devoted servant
who presided over Culwin’s destinies, having brought a
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frmh supply of soda water, had been laconically ordered
- to bed.

Culwin’s sociability was a night-blooming flower, and
. we knew that he expected the nucleus of his group to
tighten around him after midnight. But Frenham’s appeal
. seemed to disconcert him comically, and he rose from
- the chair in which he had just reseated himself after his
farewells in the hall.

“My ghost? Do you suppose I'm fool enough to go to
. the expense of keeping one of my own, when there
are so many charming ones in my friends’ closets? Take
another cigar,” he said, revolving toward me with a
laugh.

Frenham laughed too, pulling up his slender height
before the chimney piece as he turned to face his short
bristling friend.

“Oh,” he said, “you’d never be content to share if you
met one you really liked.”

Culwin had dropped back into_his armchair, his shock
head embedded in the hollow of worn leather, his little
eyes glimmering over a fresh cigar.

“Liked—liked? Good Lord!” he growled.

“Ah, you have, then!” Frenham pounced on him in the
same instant, with a side glance of victory at me; but
Culwin cowered gnomelike among his cushions, dis-
sembling himself in a protective cloud of smoke.

“What’s the use of denying it? You've seen everything,
so of course you’ve seen a ghost!” his young friend per-
sisted, talking intrepidly into the cloud. “Or, if you
haven’t seen one, it’s only because you’ve seen two!”

The form of the challenge seemed to strike our host.
He shot his head out of the mist with a queer tortoise-
like motion he sometimes had, and blinked approvingly
at Frenham.

“That’s it,” he flung at us on a shrill jerk of laughter,

“It’s only because I've seen two!”
_ The words were so unexpected that they dropped
. down and down into a deep silence, while we continued
E to stare at each other over Culwin’s head, and Culwin
b
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stared at his ghosts. At length Frenham, without speak-
ing, threw himself into the chair on the other side of the
hearth, and leaned forward with his listening smile. . . .

11

“Oh, of course they’re not show ghosts—a collector
wouldn’t think anything of them. . .. Don’t let me raise
your hopes . . . their one merit is their numerical strength:
the exceptional fact of their being #wo. But, as against
this, I'm bound to admit that at any moment I could
probably have exorcised them both by asking my doctor
for a prescription, or my oculist for a pair of spectacles.
Only, as I never could make up my mind whether to go
to the doctor or the oculist—whether I was afflicted by
an optical or a digestive delusion—I left them to pursue
their interesting double life, though at times they made
mine exceedingly uncomfortable. . . .

“Yes—uncomfortable; and you know how I hate to be
uncomfortable! But it was part of my stupid pride, when
the thing began, not to admit that I could be disturbed
by the trifling matter of seeing two.

“And then I'd no reason, really, to suppose I was ill.
As far as I knew I was simply bored—horribly bored.
But it was part of my boredom—I remember—that I was
feeling so uncommonly well, and didn’t know how on
earth to work off my surplus energy. I had come back
from a long journey—down in South America and
Mexico—and had settled down for the winter near New
York with an old aunt who had known Washington
Irving and corresponded with N. P. Willis. She lived,
not far from Irvington, in a damp Gothic villa overhung
by Norway spruces and looking exactly like a memorial
emblem done in hair. Her personal appearance was in
keeping with this image, and her own hair—of which
there was little left—might have been sacrified to the
manufacture of the emblem.

“I had just reached the end of an agitated year, with ]
considerable arrears to make up in money and emotion;
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and theoretically it seemed as though my aunt’s mild
hospitality would be as beneficial to my nerves as to my
* purse. But the deuce of it was that as soon as I felt
~myself safe and sheltered my energy began to revive;
and how was I to work it off inside a memorial emblem?
I had, at the time, the illusion that sustained intellectual
- effort could engage a man’s whole activity; and I decided
to write a great book—I forget about what. My aunt,
impressed by my plan, gave up to me her Gothic library,
filled with classics bound in black cloth and daguerreo-
types of faded celebrities; and I sat down at my desk to
F win myself a place among their number. And to facilitate
my task she lent me a cousin to copy my manuscript.

“The cousin was a nice girl, and I had an idea that a
nice girl was just what I needed to restore my faith in
human nature, and principally in myself. She was neither
beautiful nor intelligent—poor Alice Nowell!—but it inter-
. ested me to see any woman content to be so uninteresting,
and I wanted to find out the secret of her content. In
doing this I handled it rather rashly, and put it out of
joint—oh, just for a moment! There’s no fatuity in telling
- you this, for the poor girl had never seen anyone but
cousins. . . .

“Well, I was sorry for what I'd done, of course, and
confoundedly bothered as to how I should put it straight.
She was staying in the house, and one evening, after my
aunt had gone to bed, she came down to the library to
fetch a book she’d mislaid, like any artless heroine, on
the shelves behind us. She was pink-nosed and flustered,
and it suddenly occurred to me that her hair, though it-
was fairly thick and pretty, would look exactly like my
aunt’s when she grew older. I was glad I had noticed this,
for it made it easier for me to decide to do what was
right; and when I had found the book she hadn’t lost I
told her I was leaving for Europe that week.

“Europe was terribly far off in those days, and Alice
L knew at once what I meant. She didn’t take it in the

least as I'd expected—it would have been easier if she had.
She held her book very tight, and turned away a moment
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to wind up the lamp on my desk—it had a ground-glass -
shade with vine leaves, and glass drops around the edge,
I remember. Then she came back, held out her hand, and
said: ‘Good-bye.” And as she said it she looked straight at
me and kissed me. I had never felt anything as fresh and
shy and brave as her kiss. It was worse than any reproach,
and it made me ashamed to deserve a reproach from her.
I said to myself: ‘ll marry her, and when my aunt dies
she’ll leave us this house, and T’ll sit here at the desk and
go on with my book; and Alice will sit over there with
her embroidery and look at me as she’s looking now. And
life will go on like that for any number of years. The
prospect frightened me a little, but at the time it didn’t
frighten me as much as doing anything to hurt her; and
ten minutes later she had my seal ring on her finger, and
my promise that when I went abroad she should go with
me.

“You’ll wonder why I’'m enlarging on this incident.
It’s because the evening on which it took place was the
very evening on which I first saw the queer sight I've
spoken of. Being at that time an ardent believer in a
necessary sequence between cause and effect, I naturally
tried to trace some kind of link between what had just
happened to me in my aunt’s library, and what was to
happen a few hours later on the same night; and so the
coincidence between the two events always remained in
my mind.

“I went up to bed with rather a heavy heart, for I was
bowed under the weight of the first good action I had
ever consciously committed; and young as I was, I saw
the gravity of my situation. Don’t imagine from this that
I had hitherto been an instrument of destruction. I had
been merely a harmless young man, who had followed his
bent and declined all collaboration with Providence. Now
I had suddenly undertaken to promote the moral order of
the world, and I felt a good deal like the trustful spec-
tator who has given his gold watch to the conjurer, and
doesn’t know in what shape he’ll get it back when the
trick is over. . . . Sdll, a glow of self-righteousness
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tempered my fears, and I said to myself as I undressed
that when I’d got used to being good it probably wouldn’t
make me as nervous as it did at the start. And by the time
- I was in bed, and had blown out my candle, I felt that
I really was getting used to it, and that, as far as I'd got, it
was not unlike sinking down into one of my aunt’s very
softest wool mattresses.

“I closed my eyes on this image, and when I opened
. them it must have been a good deal later, for my room
. had grown cold, and intensely still. I was waked by the
queer feeling we all know—the feeling that there was
something in the room that hadn’t been there when I fell
_ asleep. I sat up and strained my eyes into the darkness.
The room was pitch black, and at first I saw nothing; but
gradually a vague glimmer at the foot of the bed turned
| into two eyes staring back at me. I couldn’t distinguish
the features attached to them, but as I looked the eyes
grew more and more distinct: they gave out a light of
their own.

“The sensation of being thus gazed at was far from
pleasant, and you might suppose that my first impulse
would have been to jump out of bed and hurl myself on
the invisible figure attached to the eyes. But it wasn’t—
my impulse was simply to lie still. . . . I can’t say whether
this was due to an immediate sense of the uncanny nature
of the apparition—to the certainty that if I did jump out
of bed I should hurl myself on nothing—or merely to
- the benumbing effect of the eyes themselves. They were
. the very worst eyes I've ever seen: a man’s eyes—but what
a man! My first thought was that he must be frightfully
. old. The orbits were sunk, and the thick red-lined lids
hung over the eyeballs like blinds of which the cords are
broken. One lid drooped a little lower than the other,
with the effect of a crooked leer; and between these folds
. of flesh, with their scant bristle of lashes, the eyes them-
selves, small glassy disks with an agate-like rim, looked
like sea pebbles in the grip of a starfish.

“But the age of the eyes was not the most unpleasant
. thing about them. What turned me sick was their ex-
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pression of vicious security. I don’t know how else to
describe the fact that they seemed to belong to a man
who had done a lot of harm in his life, but had always
kept just inside the danger lines. They were not the eyes
of a coward, but of someone much too clever to take
risks; and my gorge rose at their look of base astuteness.
Yet even that wasn’t the worst; for as we continued to
scan each other I saw in them a tinge of derision, and
felt myself to be its object.

“At that I was seized by an impulse of rage that jerked
me to my feet and pitched me straight at the unseen
figure. But of course there wasn’t any figure there, and
my fists struck at emptiness. Ashamed and cold, I groped
about for a match and lit the candles. The room looked
just as usual—as I had known it would; and I crawled back
to bed, and blew out the lights.

“As soon as the room was dark again the eyes re-
appeared; and I now applied myself to explaining them
on scientific principles. At first I thought the illusion
might have been caused by the glow of the last embers
in the chimney; but the fireplace was on the other side of
my bed, and so placed that the fire could not be reflected
in my toilet glass, which was the only mirror in the room.
Then it struck me that I might have been tricked by the
reflection of the embers in some polished bit of wood or
metal; and though I couldn’t discover any object of the
sort in-my line of vision, I got up again, groped my way
to the hearth, and covered what was left of the fire. But
as soon as I was back in bed the eyes were back at its
foot.

“They were an hallucination, then: that was plain. But
the fact that they were not due to any external dupery
didn’t make them a bit pleasanter. For if they were a
projection of my inner consciousness, what the deuce was
the matter with that organ? I had gone deeply enough
into the mystery of morbid pathological states to picture
the conditions under which an exploring mind might lay
itself open to such a midnight admonition; but I couldn’t
fit it to my present case. I had never felt more normal,
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mentally and physically; and the only unusual fact in my
situation—that of having assured the happiness of an
amiable girl—did not seem of a kind to summon unclean
spirits about my pillow. But there were the eyes still
looking at me.

“I shut mine, and tried to evoke a vision of Alice
Nowell’s. They were not remarkable eyes, but they were
as wholesome as fresh water, and if she had had more
imagination—or longer lashes—their expression might have
been interesting. As it was, they did not prove very
efficacious, and in a few moments I perceived that they
had mysteriously changed into the eyes at the foot of the
bed. It exasperated me more to feel these glaring at me
through my shut lids than to see them, and I opened my

eyes again and looked straight into their hateful stare. . . .
* “And so it went on all night. I can’t tell you what that
night was like, nor how long it lasted. Have you ever lain
in bed, hopelessly wide awake, and tried to keep your
eyes shut, knowing that if you opened ’em you’d see
something you dreaded and loathed? It sounds easy, but
it’s devilishly hard. Those eyes hung there and drew me.
‘I had the vertige de Pabime, and their Ted lids were the
edge of my abyss. . .. I had known nervous hours before:
hours when I’d felt the wind of danger on my neck; but
‘never this kind of strain. It wasn’t that the eyes were
awful; they hadn’t the majesty of the powers of darkness.
But they had—how shall I say?—a physical effect that was
the equivalent of a bad smell: their look left a smear like
2 snail’s. And I didn’t see what business they had with

me, anyhow—and I stared and stared, trying to find out.

“I don’t know what effect they were trying to pro-
duce; but the effect they did produce was that of making
me pack my portmanteau and bolt to town early the next
morning. I left a note for my aunt, explaining that I was
Jill and had gone to see my doctor; and as a matter of
fact I did feel uncommonly ill—the night seemed to have

pumped all the blood out of me. But when I reached
town I didn’t go to the doctor’s. I went to a friend’s
- rooms, and threw myself on a bed, and slept for ten
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heavenly hours. When I woke it was the middle of the
night, and I turned cold at the thought of what might be
waiting for me. I sat up, shaking, and stared into the
darkness; but there wasn’t a break in its blessed surface,
and when I saw that the eyes were not there I dropped
back into another long sleep.

“I had left no word for Alice when I fled, because T
meant to go back the next morning. But the next morning
I was too exhausted to stir. As the day. went on the ex-
haustion increased, instead of wearing off like the fatigue
left by an ordinary night of insomnia: the effect of the
eyes seemed to be cumulative, and the thought of seeing
them again grew intolerable. For two days I fought my
dread; and on the third evening I pulled myself together
and decided to go back the next morning. I felt a good
deal happier as soon as I’d decided, for I knew that my
abrupt disappearance, and the strangeness of my not
writing, must have been very distressing to poor Alice.
I went to bed with an easy mind, and fell asleep at once;
but in the middle of the night I woke, and there were
the eyes. . . . !

“Well, I simply couldn’t face them; and instead of go-
ing back to my aunt’s I bundled a few things into a trunk
and jumped aboard the first steamer for England. I was
so dead tired when I got on board that I crawled straight
into my berth, and slept most of the way over; and I can’t
tell you the bliss it was to wake from those long dream-
less stretches and look fearlessly into the dark, knowing
that I shouldn’t see the eyes. ... .

“I stayed abroad for a year, and then I stayed for an-
other; and during that time I never had a glimpse of them.
That was enough reason for prolonging my stay if I'd
been on a desert island. Another was, of course, that I
had perfectly come to see, on the voyage over, the com-
plete impossibility of my marrying Alice Nowell. The
fact that I had been so slow in making this discovery
annoyed me, and made me want to avoid explanations.
The bliss of escaping at one stroke from the eyes, and
from this other embarrassment, gave my freedom an
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extraordinary zest; and the longer I savored it the better
I liked its taste.

“The eyes had burned such a hole in my consciousness
that for a long time I went on puzzling over the nature of
the apparition, and wondering if it would ever come.
back. But as time passed I lost this dread, and retained
only the precision of the image. Then that faded in its

. turn.

“The second year found me settled in Rome, where
I was planning, I believe, to write another great book—a
definitive work on Etruscan influences in Italian art. At

- any rate, I'd found some pretext of the kind for taking a
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sunny apartment in the Piazza di Spagna and dabbling
about in the Forum; and there, one morning, a charming
youth came to me. As he stood there in the warm light,
slender and smooth and hyacinthine, he might have
stepped from a ruined altar—one to Antinous, say; but
he’d come instead from New York, with a letter from
(of all people) Alice Nowell. The letter—the first I'd had
from her since our break—was simply a line introducing
her young cousin, Gilbert Noyes, and appealing to me to
befriend him. It appeared, poor lad, that he ‘had talent,
and ‘wanted to write’; and, an obdurate family having
insisted that his calligraphy should take the form of

. double entry, Alice had intervened to win him six months’

respite, during which he was to travel abroad on a

- meager pittance, and somehow prove his ability to in-
- crease it by his pen. The quaint conditions of the test

struck me first: it seemed about as conclusive as a medieval
‘ordeal.” Then I was touched by her having sent him to

- me. I had always wanted to do her some service, to justify

- myself in my own eyes rather than hers; and here was a

é
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beautiful occasion.
“I imagine it’s safe to lay down the general principle
that predestined geniuses don’t, as a rule, appear before

- one in the spring sunshine of the Forum looking like one

of its banished gods. At any rate, poor Noyes wasn’t a
predestined genius. But he was beautiful to see, and

. charming as a comrade. It was only when he began to
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m]k literature that my heart failed me. T knew all the
symptoms so well—the things he had ‘in him,” and the
things outside him that impinged! There’s the real test,
after all. It was always—punctually, inevitably, with the
inexorableness of a mechanical law—it was always the
wrong thing that struck him. I grew to find a certain
fascination in deciding in advance exactly which wrong
thing he’d select; and I acquired an astonishing skill at the
game. . .
“The worst of it was that his bétise wasn’t of the too
obvious sort. Ladies who met him at picnics thought him
intellectual; and even at dinners he passed for clever. I,
who had him under the microscope, fancied now and
then that he might develop some kind of a slim talent,
something that he could make ‘do’ and be happy on; and
wasn’t that, after all, what I was concerned with? He
was so charming—he continued to be so charming—that
he called forth all my charity in support of this argu- |{
ment; and for the first few months I really believed there *
was a chance for him. . . .
“Those months were delightful. Noyes was constantly §
with me, and the more I saw of him the better I liked §
him. His stupidity was a natural grace—it was as beautiful, *
really, as his eyelashes. And he was so gay, so affectionate,
and so happy with me, that telling him the truth would
have been about as pleasant as slitting the throat of some -
gentle animal. At first I used to wonder what had putinto
that radiant head the detestable delusion that it held a
brain. Then I began to see that it was simply protective
mimicry—an instinctive ruse to get away from family life
and an office desk. Not that Gilbert didn’t—dear lad!—
believe in himself. There wasn’t a trace of hypocrisy in
him. He was sure that his ‘call’ was irresistible, while to
me it was the saving grace of his situation that it wasn’t,
and that a little money, a little leisure, a little pleasure
would have turned him into an inoffensive idler. Un-
luckily, however, there was no hope of money, and with
the alternative of the office desk before him he couldn’t
postpone his attempt at literature. The stuff he turned out
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as deplorable, and I see now that I knew it from the
first. Still, the absurdity of deciding a man’s whole future
‘on a first trial seemed to justify me in withholding my
verdict, and perhaps even in encouraging him a little, on
he ground that the human plant generally needs warmth
to flower.
~ “At any rate, I proceeded on that principle, and carried
|it to the point of getting his term of probation extended.
- When I left Rome he went with me, and we idled away
‘a delicious summer between Capri and Venice. I said to
~ inyself: ‘If he has anything in him, it will come out now,’
‘and it did. He was never more enchanting and enchanted.
' There were moments of our pilgrimage when beauty
‘born of murmuring sound seemed actually to pass into
‘his face—but only to issue forth in a flood of the palest
ink. .

“VVelL the time came to turn off the tap; and I knew
there was no hand but mine to do it. We were back in
Rome, and I had taken him to stay with me, not wanting
him to be alone in his pension when he had to face the
necessity of renouncing his ambition. I hadn’t, of course,
relied solely on my own judgment in deciding to advise
‘him to drop literature. I had sent his stuff to various
people—editors and critics—and they had always sent it
back with the same chilling lack of comment. Really
there was nothing on earth to say

“I confess I never felt more shabby than I did on the
day when I decided to have it out with Gilbert. It was
well enough to tell myself that it was my duty to knock
the poor boy’s hopes into splinters—but I'd like to know
what act of gratuitous cruelty hasn’t been justified on
that plea? I've always shrunk from usurping the func-
tions of Providence, and when I have to exercise them
I decidedly prefer that it shouldn’t be on an errand of
destruction. Besides, in the last issue, who was I to decide,
even after a year’s trial, if poor Gilbert had it in him
or not?

“The more I looked at the part Id resolved to play,
the less I liked it; and I liked it still less when Gilbert sat
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opposite me, with his head thrown back in the lamplight,
just as Phil’s is now. . . . I'd been going over his last
manuscript, and he knew it, and he knew that his future
hung on my verdict—we’d tacitly agreed to that. The
manuscript lay between us, on my table—a novel, his first
novel, if you please!—and he reached over and laid his
hand on it, and looked up at me with all his life in the
look.

“I stood up and cleared my throat, trying to keep my
eyes away from his face and on the manuscript.

“*“The fact is, my dear Gilbert,” I began—

“I saw him turn pale, but he was up and facing me in
an instant.

“‘Oh, look here, don’t take on so, my dear fellow! Pm
not so awfully cut up as all that!” His hands were on my
shoulders, and he was laughing down on me from his
full height, with a kind of mortally stricken gaiety that
drove the knife into my side.

“He was too beautifully brave for me to keep up any
humbug about my duty. And it came over me suddenly
how I should hurt others in hurting him: myself first,
since sending him home meant losing him; but more par-
ticularly poor Alice Nowell, to whom I had so longed
to prove my good faith and my desire to serve her. It
really seemed like failing her twice to fail Gilbert.

“But my intuition was like one of those lightning
flashes that encircle the whole horizon, and in the same
instant I saw what I might be letting myself in for if I
didn’t tell the truth. I said to myself: ‘I shall have him
for life’—and I’d never yet seen anyone, man or woman,
whom I was quite sure of wanting on those terms. Well,
this impulse of egotism decided me. I was ashamed of it,
and to get away from it I took a leap that landed me
straight in Gilbert’s arms.
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