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 M. R. JAMES
 GHOST STORIES OF AN ANTIQUARY
 * * * * *
 These stories are dedicated to all those who at various times have listened to them. 
 * * * * *
 CONTENTS
 PART 1: GHOST STORIES OF AN ANTIQUARY
 Canon Alberic's Scrap-bookLost HeartsThe Mezzotint
 The Ash-treeNumber 13Count Magnus'Oh, Whistle, and I'll Come to You, My Lad'The Treasure of Abbot Thomas
 PART 2: MORE GHOST STORIES
 A School StoryThe Rose GardenThe Tractate Middoth
 Casting the RunesThe Stalls of Barchester CathedralMartin's CloseMr Humphreys and his Inheritance
 * * * * *
 PART 1: GHOST STORIES OF AN ANTIQUARY
 * * * * *
 If anyone is curious about my local settings, let it be recorded that St Bertrand deComminges and Viborg are real places: that in 'Oh, Whistle, and I'll Come to You' I had

Page 2
                        

8/10/2019 ghosdt stories.pdf
 http://slidepdf.com/reader/full/ghosdt-storiespdf 2/208
 Felixstowe in mind. As for the fragments of ostensible erudition which are scatteredabout my pages, hardly anything in them is not pure invention; there never was,naturally, any such book as that which I quote in 'The Treasure of Abbot Thomas'.'Canon Alberic's Scrap-book' was written in 1894 and printed soon after in the National
  Review, 'Lost Hearts' appeared in the Pall Mall Magazine; of the next five stories, most
 of which were read to friends at Christmas-time at King's College, Cambridge, I onlyrecollect that I wrote 'Number 13' in 1899, while 'The Treasure of Abbot Thomas' wascomposed in the summer of 1904.
 M. R. JAMES
 * * * * *
 CANON ALBERIC'S SCRAP-BOOK
 St Bertrand de Comminges is a decayed town on the spurs of the Pyrenees, not very far
 from Toulouse, and still nearer to Bagnères-de-Luchon. It was the site of a bishopricuntil the Revolution, and has a cathedral which is visited by a certain number of tourists.In the spring of 1883 an Englishman arrived at this old-world place—I can hardlydignify it with the name of city, for there are not a thousand inhabitants. He was aCambridge man, who had come specially from Toulouse to see St Bertrand's Church,and had left two friends, who were less keen archaeologists than himself, in their hotelat Toulouse, under promise to join him on the following morning. Half an hour at thechurch would satisfy them, and all three could then pursue their journey in the directionof Auch. But our Englishman had come early on the day in question, and proposed tohimself to fill a note-book and to use several dozens of plates in the process ofdescribing and photographing every corner of the wonderful church that dominates the
 little hill of Comminges. In order to carry out this design satisfactorily, it was necessaryto monopolize the verger of the church for the day. The verger or sacristan (I prefer thelatter appellation, inaccurate as it may be) was accordingly sent for by the somewhatbrusque lady who keeps the inn of the Chapeau Rouge; and when he came, theEnglishman found him an unexpectedly interesting object of study. It was not in thepersonal appearance of the little, dry, wizened old man that the interest lay, for he wasprecisely like dozens of other church-guardians in France, but in a curious furtive orrather hunted and oppressed air which he had. He was perpetually half glancing behindhim; the muscles of his back and shoulders seemed to be hunched in a continual nervouscontraction, as if he were expecting every moment to find himself in the clutch of anenemy. The Englishman hardly knew whether to put him down as a man haunted by a
 fixed delusion, or as one oppressed by a guilty conscience, or as an unbearablyhenpecked husband. The probabilities, when reckoned up, certainly pointed to the lastidea; but, still, the impression conveyed was that of a more formidable persecutor eventhan a termagant wife.
 However, the Englishman (let us call him Dennistoun) was soon too deep in his note-book and too busy with his camera to give more than an occasional glance to thesacristan. Whenever he did look at him, he found him at no great distance, eitherhuddling himself back against the wall or crouching in one of the gorgeous stalls.Dennistoun became rather fidgety after a time. Mingled suspicions that he was keeping
 the old man from his déjeuner , that he was regarded as likely to make away with StBertrand's ivory crozier, or with the dusty stuffed crocodile that hangs over the font,began to torment him.
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 'Won't you go home?' he said at last; 'I'm quite well able to finish my notes alone; youcan lock me in if you like. I shall want at least two hours more here, and it must be coldfor you, isn't it?'
 'Good heavens!' said the little man, whom the suggestion seemed to throw into a state of
 unaccountable terror, 'such a thing cannot be thought of for a moment. Leave monsieuralone in the church? No, no; two hours, three hours, all will be the same to me. I havebreakfasted, I am not at all cold, with many thanks to monsieur.'
 'Very well, my little man,' quoth Dennistoun to himself: 'you have been warned, andyou must take the consequences.'
 Before the expiration of the two hours, the stalls, the enormous dilapidated organ, thechoir-screen of Bishop John de Mauléon, the remnants of glass and tapestry, and theobjects in the treasure-chamber had been well and truly examined; the sacristan stillkeeping at Dennistoun's heels, and every now and then whipping round as if he had
 been stung, when one or other of the strange noises that trouble a large empty buildingfell on his ear. Curious noises they were, sometimes.
 'Once,' Dennistoun said to me, 'I could have sworn I heard a thin metallic voicelaughing high up in the tower. I darted an inquiring glance at my sacristan. He waswhite to the lips. "It is he—that is—it is no one; the door is locked," was all he said, andwe looked at each other for a full minute.'
 Another little incident puzzled Dennistoun a good deal. He was examining a large darkpicture that hangs behind the altar, one of a series illustrating the miracles of StBertrand. The composition of the picture is well-nigh indecipherable, but there is aLatin legend below, which runs thus:
 Qualiter S. Bertrandus liberavit hominem quem diabolus diu volebat
 strangulare. (How St Bertrand delivered a man whom the Devil longsought to strangle.)
 Dennistoun was turning to the sacristan with a smile and a jocular remark of some sorton his lips, but he was confounded to see the old man on his knees, gazing at the picturewith the eye of a suppliant in agony, his hands tightly clasped, and a rain of tears on hischeeks. Dennistoun naturally pretended to have noticed nothing, but the question would
 not go away from him,'Why should a daub of this kind affect anyone so strongly?' Heseemed to himself to be getting some sort of clue to the reason of the strange look thathad been puzzling him all the day: the man must be a monomaniac; but what was hismonomania?
 It was nearly five o'clock; the short day was drawing in, and the church began to fillwith shadows, while the curious noises—the muffled footfalls and distant talking voicesthat had been perceptible all day—seemed, no doubt because of the fading light and theconsequently quickened sense of hearing, to become more frequent and insistent.
 The sacristan began for the first time to show signs of hurry and impatience. He heaved
 a sigh of relief when camera and note-book were finally packed up and stowed away,and hurriedly beckoned Dennistoun to the western door of the church, under the tower.
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 It was time to ring the Angelus. A few pulls at the reluctant rope, and the great bellBertrande, high in the tower, began to speak, and swung her voice up among the pinesand down to the valleys, loud with mountain-streams, calling the dwellers on thoselonely hills to remember and repeat the salutation of the angel to her whom he calledBlessed among women. With that a profound quiet seemed to fall for the first time that
 day upon the little town, and Dennistoun and the sacristan went out of the church.
 On the doorstep they fell into conversation.
 'Monsieur seemed to interest himself in the old choir-books in the sacristy.'
 'Undoubtedly. I was going to ask you if there were a library in the town.'
 'No, monsieur; perhaps there used to be one belonging to the Chapter, but it is now sucha small place—' Here came a strange pause of irresolution, as it seemed; then, with asort of plunge, he went on: 'But if monsieur is amateur des vieux livres, I have at home
 something that might interest him. It is not a hundred yards.'
 At once all Dennistoun's cherished dreams of finding priceless manuscripts in untroddencorners of France flashed up, to die down again the next moment. It was probably astupid missal of Plantin's printing, about 1580. Where was the likelihood that a place sonear Toulouse would not have been ransacked long ago by collectors? However, itwould be foolish not to go; he would reproach himself for ever after if he refused. Sothey set off. On the way the curious irresolution and sudden determination of thesacristan recurred to Dennistoun, and he wondered in a shamefaced way whether he wasbeing decoyed into some purlieu to be made away with as a supposed rich Englishman.He contrived, therefore, to begin talking with his guide, and to drag in, in a ratherclumsy fashion, the fact that he expected two friends to join him early the next morning.To his surprise, the announcement seemed to relieve the sacristan at once of some of theanxiety that oppressed him.
 'That is well,' he said quite brightly—'that is very well. Monsieur will travel in companywith his friends: they will be always near him. It is a good thing to travel thus incompany—sometimes.'
 The last word appeared to be added as an afterthought and to bring with it a relapse intogloom for the poor little man.
 They were soon at the house, which was one rather larger than its neighbours, stone-built, with a shield carved over the door, the shield of Alberic de Mauléon, a collateraldescendant, Dennistoun tells me, of Bishop John de Mauléon. This Alberic was a Canonof Comminges from 1680 to 1701. The upper windows of the mansion were boardedup, and the whole place bore, as does the rest of Comminges, the aspect of decayingage.
 Arrived on his doorstep, the sacristan paused a moment.
 'Perhaps,' he said, 'perhaps, after all, monsieur has not the time?'
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 with the unprincipled Canon Alberic, who had doubtless plundered the Chapter libraryof St Bertrand to form this priceless scrap-book. On the first of the paper sheets was aplan, carefully drawn and instantly recognizable by a person who knew the ground, ofthe south aisle and cloisters of St Bertrand's. There were curious signs looking likeplanetary symbols, and a few Hebrew words in the corners; and in the north-west angle
 of the cloister was a cross drawn in gold paint. Below the plan were some lines ofwriting in Latin, which ran thus:
  Responsa 12(mi) Dec. 1694. Interrogatum est: Inveniamne? Responsum
 est: Invenies. Fiamne dives? Fies. Vivamne invidendus? Vives. Moriarne in
 lecto meo? Ita. (Answers of the 12th of December, 1694. It was asked:Shall I find it? Answer: Thou shalt. Shall I become rich? Thou wilt. Shall Ilive an object of envy? Thou wilt. Shall I die in my bed? Thou wilt.)
 'A good specimen of the treasure-hunter's record—quite reminds one of Mr Minor-Canon Quatremain in Old St Paul's,' was Dennistoun's comment, and he turned the leaf.
 What he then saw impressed him, as he has often told me, more than he could haveconceived any drawing or picture capable of impressing him. And, though the drawinghe saw is no longer in existence, there is a photograph of it (which I possess) whichfully bears out that statement. The picture in question was a sepia drawing at the end ofthe seventeenth century, representing, one would say at first sight, a Biblical scene; forthe architecture (the picture represented an interior) and the figures had that semi-classical flavour about them which the artists of two hundred years ago thoughtappropriate to illustrations of the Bible. On the right was a king on his throne, the throneelevated on twelve steps, a canopy overhead, soldiers on either side—evidently KingSolomon. He was bending forward with outstretched sceptre, in attitude of command;his face expressed horror and disgust, yet there was in it also the mark of imperiouscommand and confident power. The left half of the picture was the strangest, however.The interest plainly centred there.
 On the pavement before the throne were grouped four soldiers, surrounding a crouchingfigure which must be described in a moment. A fifth soldier lay dead on the pavement,his neck distorted, and his eye-balls starting from his head. The four surrounding guardswere looking at the King. In their faces, the sentiment of horror was intensified; theyseemed, in fact, only restrained from flight by their implicit trust in their master. All thisterror was plainly excited by the being that crouched in their midst.
 I entirely despair of conveying by any words the impression which this figure makesupon anyone who looks at it. I recollect once showing the photograph of the drawing toa lecturer on morphology—a person of, I was going to say, abnormally sane andunimaginative habits of mind. He absolutely refused to be alone for the rest of thatevening, and he told me afterwards that for many nights he had not dared to put out hislight before going to sleep. However, the main traits of the figure I can at least indicate.
 At first you saw only a mass of coarse, matted black hair; presently it was seen that thiscovered a body of fearful thinness, almost a skeleton, but with the muscles standing outlike wires. The hands were of a dusky pallor, covered, like the body, with long, coarse
 hairs, and hideously taloned. The eyes, touched in with a burning yellow, had intenselyblack pupils, and were fixed upon the throned King with a look of beast-like hate.
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 Imagine one of the awful bird-catching spiders of South America translated into humanform, and endowed with intelligence just less than human, and you will have some faintconception of the terror inspired by the appalling effigy. One remark is universallymade by those to whom I have shown the picture: 'It was drawn from the life.'
 As soon as the first shock of his irresistible fright had subsided, Dennistoun stole a lookat his hosts. The sacristan's hands were pressed upon his eyes; his daughter, looking upat the cross on the wall, was telling her beads feverishly.
 At last the question was asked: 'Is this book for sale?'
 There was the same hesitation, the same plunge of determination that he had noticedbefore, and then came the welcome answer: 'If monsieur pleases.'
 'How much do you ask for it?'
 'I will take two hundred and fifty francs.'
 This was confounding. Even a collector's conscience is sometimes stirred, andDennistoun's conscience was tenderer than a collector's.
 'My good man!' he said again and again, 'your book is worth far more than two hundredand fifty francs. I assure you—far more.'
 But the answer did not vary: 'I will take two hundred and fifty francs—not more.'
 There was really no possibility of refusing such a chance. The money was paid, thereceipt signed, a glass of wine drunk over the transaction, and then the sacristan seemedto become a new man. He stood upright, he ceased to throw those suspicious glancesbehind him, he actually laughed or tried to laugh. Dennistoun rose to go.
 'I shall have the honour of accompanying monsieur to his hotel?' said the sacristan.
 'Oh, no, thanks! it isn't a hundred yards. I know the way perfectly, and there is a moon.'
 The offer was pressed three or four times and refused as often.
 'Then, monsieur will summon me if—if he finds occasion; he will keep the middle ofthe road, the sides are so rough.'
 'Certainly, certainly,' said Dennistoun, who was impatient to examine his prize byhimself; and he stepped out into the passage with his book under his arm.
 Here he was met by the daughter; she, it appeared, was anxious to do a little business onher own account; perhaps, like Gehazi, to 'take somewhat' from the foreigner whom herfather had spared.
 'A silver crucifix and chain for the neck; monsieur would perhaps be good enough to
 accept it?'
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 Well, really, Dennistoun hadn't much use for these things. What did mademoiselle wantfor it?
 'Nothing—nothing in the world. Monsieur is more than welcome to it.'
 The tone in which this and much more was said was unmistakably genuine, so thatDennistoun was reduced to profuse thanks, and submitted to have the chain put roundhis neck. It really seemed as if he had rendered the father and daughter some servicewhich they hardly knew how to repay. As he set off with his book they stood at the doorlooking after him, and they were still looking when he waved them a last good nightfrom the steps of the Chapeau Rouge.
 Dinner was over, and Dennistoun was in his bedroom, shut up alone with hisacquisition. The landlady had manifested a particular interest in him since he had toldher that he had paid a visit to the sacristan and bought an old book from him. Hethought, too, that he had heard a hurried dialogue between her and the said sacristan in
 the passage outside the salle à manger ; some words to the effect that 'Pierre andBertrand would be sleeping in the house' had closed the conversation.
 All this time a growing feeling of discomfort had been creeping over him—nervousreaction, perhaps, after the delight of his discovery. Whatever it was, it resulted in aconviction that there was someone behind him, and that he was far more comfortablewith his back to the wall. All this, of course, weighed light in the balance as against theobvious value of the collection he had acquired. And now, as I said, he was alone in hisbedroom, taking stock of Canon Alberic's treasures, in which every moment revealedsomething more charming.
 'Bless Canon Alberic!' said Dennistoun, who had an inveterate habit of talking tohimself. 'I wonder where he is now? Dear me! I wish that landlady would learn to laughin a more cheering manner; it makes one feel as if there was someone dead in the house.Half a pipe more, did you say? I think perhaps you are right. I wonder what that crucifixis that the young woman insisted on giving me? Last century, I suppose. Yes, probably.It is rather a nuisance of a thing to have round one's neck—just too heavy. Most likelyher father has been wearing it for years. I think I might give it a clean up before I put itaway.'
 He had taken the crucifix off, and laid it on the table, when his attention was caught by
 an object lying on the red cloth just by his left elbow. Two or three ideas of what itmight be flitted through his brain with their own incalculable quickness.
 A penwiper? No, no such thing in the house. A rat? No, too black. A large spider? Itrust to goodness not—no. Good God! a hand like the hand in that picture!
 In another infinitesimal flash he had taken it in. Pale, dusky skin, covering nothing butbones and tendons of appalling strength; coarse black hairs, longer than ever grew on ahuman hand; nails rising from the ends of the fingers and curving sharply down andforward, grey, horny, and wrinkled.
 He flew out of his chair with deadly, inconceivable terror clutching at his heart. Theshape, whose left hand rested on the table, was rising to a standing posture behind his
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 seat, its right hand crooked above his scalp. There was black and tattered drapery aboutit; the coarse hair covered it as in the drawing. The lower jaw was thin—what can I callit?—shallow, like a beast's; teeth showed behind the black lips; there was no nose; theeyes, of a fiery yellow, against which the pupils showed black and intense, and theexulting hate and thirst to destroy life which shone there, were the most horrifying
 features in the whole vision. There was intelligence of a kind in them—intelligencebeyond that of a beast, below that of a man.
 The feelings which this horror stirred in Dennistoun were the intensest physical fear andthe most profound mental loathing. What did he do? What could he do? He has neverbeen quite certain what words he said, but he knows that he spoke, that he graspedblindly at the silver crucifix, that he was conscious of a movement towards him on thepart of the demon, and that he screamed with the voice of an animal in hideous pain.
 Pierre and Bertrand, the two sturdy little serving-men, who rushed in, saw nothing, butfelt themselves thrust aside by something that passed out between them, and found
 Dennistoun in a swoon. They sat up with him that night, and his two friends were at StBertrand by nine o'clock next morning. He himself, though still shaken and nervous,was almost himself by that time, and his story found credence with them, though notuntil they had seen the drawing and talked with the sacristan.
 Almost at dawn the little man had come to the inn on some pretence, and had listenedwith the deepest interest to the story retailed by the landlady. He showed no surprise.
 'It is he—it is he! I have seen him myself,' was his only comment; and to allquestionings but one reply was vouchsafed: 'Deux fois je l'ai vu: mille fois je l'ai senti.'He would tell them nothing of the provenance of the book, nor any details of hisexperiences. 'I shall soon sleep, and my rest will be sweet. Why should you trouble me?'he said.[2]
 [2] He died that summer; his daughter married, and settled at St Papoul.She never understood the circumstances of her father's 'obsession'.
 We shall never know what he or Canon Alberic de Mauléon suffered. At the back ofthat fateful drawing were some lines of writing which may be supposed to throw lighton the situation:
 Contradictio Salomonis cum demonio nocturno. Albericus de Mauléonedelineavit. V. Deus in adiutorium. Ps. Qui habitat. Sancte Bertrande,
 demoniorum effugator, intercede pro me miserrimo. Primum uidi nocte
 12(mi) Dec. 1694: uidebo mox ultimum. Peccaui et passus sum, plura
 adhuc passurus. Dec. 29, 1701.[3]
 [3] i.e., The Dispute of Solomon with a demon of the night. Drawn byAlberic de Mauléon. Versicle. O Lord, make haste to help me. Psalm.Whoso dwelleth xci.
 Saint Bertrand, who puttest devils to flight, pray for me most unhappy.
 I saw it first on the night of Dec. 12, 1694: soon I shall see it for
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   the last time. I have sinned and suffered, and have more to suffer yet.Dec. 29, 1701.
 The 'Gallia Christiana' gives the date of the Canon's death as December 31,1701, 'in bed, of a sudden seizure'. Details of this kind are not common in
 the great work of the Sammarthani.
 I have never quite understood what was Dennistoun's view of the events I have narrated.He quoted to me once a text from Ecclesiasticus: 'Some spirits there be that are createdfor vengeance, and in their fury lay on sore strokes.' On another occasion he said: 'Isaiahwas a very sensible man; doesn't he say something about night monsters living in theruins of Babylon? These things are rather beyond us at present.'
 Another confidence of his impressed me rather, and I sympathized with it. We had been,last year, to Comminges, to see Canon Alberic's tomb. It is a great marble erection withan effigy of the Canon in a large wig and soutane, and an elaborate eulogy of his
 learning below. I saw Dennistoun talking for some time with the Vicar of St Bertrand's,and as we drove away he said to me: 'I hope it isn't wrong: you know I am aPresbyterian—but I—I believe there will be "saying of Mass and singing of dirges" forAlberic de Mauléon's rest.' Then he added, with a touch of the Northern British in histone, 'I had no notion they came so dear.'
 * * * * *
 The book is in the Wentworth Collection at Cambridge. The drawing was photographedand then burnt by Dennistoun on the day when he left Comminges on the occasion ofhis first visit.
 LOST HEARTS
 It was, as far as I can ascertain, in September of the year 1811 that a post-chaise drewup before the door of Aswarby Hall, in the heart of Lincolnshire. The little boy who wasthe only passenger in the chaise, and who jumped out as soon as it had stopped, lookedabout him with the keenest curiosity during the short interval that elapsed between the
 ringing of the bell and the opening of the hall door. He saw a tall, square, red-brickhouse, built in the reign of Anne; a stone-pillared porch had been added in the purerclassical style of 1790; the windows of the house were many, tall and narrow, withsmall panes and thick white woodwork. A pediment, pierced with a round window,crowned the front. There were wings to right and left, connected by curious glazedgalleries, supported by colonnades, with the central block. These wings plainlycontained the stables and offices of the house. Each was surmounted by an ornamentalcupola with a gilded vane.
 An evening light shone on the building, making the window-panes glow like so manyfires. Away from the Hall in front stretched a flat park studded with oaks and fringed
 with firs, which stood out against the sky. The clock in the church-tower, buried in treeson the edge of the park, only its golden weather-cock catching the light, was striking
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 six, and the sound came gently beating down the wind. It was altogether a pleasantimpression, though tinged with the sort of melancholy appropriate to an evening in earlyautumn, that was conveyed to the mind of the boy who was standing in the porchwaiting for the door to open to him.
 The post-chaise had brought him from Warwickshire, where, some six months before,he had been left an orphan. Now, owing to the generous offer of his elderly cousin, MrAbney, he had come to live at Aswarby. The offer was unexpected, because all whoknew anything of Mr Abney looked upon him as a somewhat austere recluse, intowhose steady-going household the advent of a small boy would import a new and, itseemed, incongruous element. The truth is that very little was known of Mr Abney'spursuits or temper. The Professor of Greek at Cambridge had been heard to say that noone knew more of the religious beliefs of the later pagans than did the owner ofAswarby. Certainly his library contained all the then available books bearing on theMysteries, the Orphic poems, the worship of Mithras, and the Neo-Platonists. In themarble-paved hall stood a fine group of Mithras slaying a bull, which had been
 imported from the Levant at great expense by the owner. He had contributed adescription of it to the Gentleman's Magazine, and he had written a remarkable series ofarticles in the Critical Museum on the superstitions of the Romans of the Lower Empire.He was looked upon, in fine, as a man wrapped up in his books, and it was a matter ofgreat surprise among his neighbours that he should ever have heard of his orphancousin, Stephen Elliott, much more that he should have volunteered to make him aninmate of Aswarby Hall.
 Whatever may have been expected by his neighbours, it is certain that Mr Abney—thetall, the thin, the austere—seemed inclined to give his young cousin a kindly reception.The moment the front-door was opened he darted out of his study, rubbing his handswith delight.
 'How are you, my boy?—how are you? How old are you?' said he—'that is, you are nottoo much tired, I hope, by your journey to eat your supper?'
 'No, thank you, sir,' said Master Elliott; 'I am pretty well.'
 'That's a good lad,' said Mr Abney. 'And how old are you, my boy?'
 It seemed a little odd that he should have asked the question twice in the first two
 minutes of their acquaintance.
 'I'm twelve years old next birthday, sir,' said Stephen.
 'And when is your birthday, my dear boy? Eleventh of September, eh?That's well—that's very well. Nearly a year hence, isn't it? I like—ha,ha!—I like to get these things down in my book. Sure it's twelve?Certain?'
 'Yes, quite sure, sir.'
 'Well, well! Take him to Mrs Bunch's room, Parkes, and let him have his tea—supper—whatever it is.'
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 'Yes, sir,' answered the staid Mr Parkes; and conducted Stephen to the lower regions.
 Mrs Bunch was the most comfortable and human person whom Stephen had as yet metat Aswarby. She made him completely at home; they were great friends in a quarter ofan hour: and great friends they remained. Mrs Bunch had been born in the
 neighbourhood some fifty-five years before the date of Stephen's arrival, and herresidence at the Hall was of twenty years' standing. Consequently, if anyone knew theins and outs of the house and the district, Mrs Bunch knew them; and she was by nomeans disinclined to communicate her information.
 Certainly there were plenty of things about the Hall and the Hall gardens whichStephen, who was of an adventurous and inquiring turn, was anxious to have explainedto him. 'Who built the temple at the end of the laurel walk? Who was the old man whosepicture hung on the staircase, sitting at a table, with a skull under his hand?' These andmany similar points were cleared up by the resources of Mrs Bunch's powerful intellect.There were others, however, of which the explanations furnished were less satisfactory.
 One November evening Stephen was sitting by the fire in the housekeeper's roomreflecting on his surroundings.
 'Is Mr Abney a good man, and will he go to heaven?' he suddenly asked, with thepeculiar confidence which children possess in the ability of their elders to settle thesequestions, the decision of which is believed to be reserved for other tribunals.
 'Good?—bless the child!' said Mrs Bunch. 'Master's as kind a soul as ever I see! Didn't Inever tell you of the little boy as he took in out of the street, as you may say, this sevenyears back? and the little girl, two years after I first come here?'
 'No. Do tell me all about them, Mrs Bunch—now, this minute!'
 'Well,' said Mrs Bunch, 'the little girl I don't seem to recollect so much about. I knowmaster brought her back with him from his walk one day, and give orders to Mrs Ellis,as was housekeeper then, as she should be took every care with. And the pore childhadn't no one belonging to her—she telled me so her own self—and here she lived withus a matter of three weeks it might be; and then, whether she were somethink of a gipsyin her blood or what not, but one morning she out of her bed afore any of us had openeda eye, and neither track nor yet trace of her have I set eyes on since. Master was
 wonderful put about, and had all the ponds dragged; but it's my belief she was had awayby them gipsies, for there was singing round the house for as much as an hour the nightshe went, and Parkes, he declare as he heard them a-calling in the woods all thatafternoon. Dear, dear! a hodd child she was, so silent in her ways and all, but I waswonderful taken up with her, so domesticated she was—surprising.'
 'And what about the little boy?' said Stephen.
 'Ah, that pore boy!' sighed Mrs Bunch. 'He were a foreigner—Jevanny he calledhisself—and he come a-tweaking his 'urdy-gurdy round and about the drive one winterday, and master 'ad him in that minute, and ast all about where he came from, and how
 old he was, and how he made his way, and where was his relatives, and all as kind asheart could wish. But it went the same way with him. They're a hunruly lot, them
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 foreign nations, I do suppose, and he was off one fine morning just the same as the girl.Why he went and what he done was our question for as much as a year after; for henever took his 'urdy-gurdy, and there it lays on the shelf.'
 The remainder of the evening was spent by Stephen in miscellaneous cross-examination
 of Mrs Bunch and in efforts to extract a tune from the hurdy-gurdy.
 That night he had a curious dream. At the end of the passage at the top of the house, inwhich his bedroom was situated, there was an old disused bathroom. It was kept locked,but the upper half of the door was glazed, and, since the muslin curtains which used tohang there had long been gone, you could look in and see the lead-lined bath affixed tothe wall on the right hand, with its head towards the window.
 On the night of which I am speaking, Stephen Elliott found himself, as he thought,looking through the glazed door. The moon was shining through the window, and hewas gazing at a figure which lay in the bath.
 His description of what he saw reminds me of what I once beheld myself in the famousvaults of St Michan's Church in Dublin, which possesses the horrid property ofpreserving corpses from decay for centuries. A figure inexpressibly thin and pathetic, ofa dusty leaden colour, enveloped in a shroud-like garment, the thin lips crooked into afaint and dreadful smile, the hands pressed tightly over the region of the heart.
 As he looked upon it, a distant, almost inaudible moan seemed to issue from its lips, andthe arms began to stir. The terror of the sight forced Stephen backwards and he awoketo the fact that he was indeed standing on the cold boarded floor of the passage in thefull light of the moon. With a courage which I do not think can be common among boysof his age, he went to the door of the bathroom to ascertain if the figure of his dreamswere really there. It was not, and he went back to bed.
 Mrs Bunch was much impressed next morning by his story, and went so far as toreplace the muslin curtain over the glazed door of the bathroom. Mr Abney, moreover,to whom he confided his experiences at breakfast, was greatly interested and made notesof the matter in what he called 'his book'.
 The spring equinox was approaching, as Mr Abney frequently reminded his cousin,adding that this had been always considered by the ancients to be a critical time for the
 young: that Stephen would do well to take care of himself, and to shut his bedroomwindow at night; and that Censorinus had some valuable remarks on the subject. Twoincidents that occurred about this time made an impression upon Stephen's mind.
 The first was after an unusually uneasy and oppressed night that he had passed—thoughhe could not recall any particular dream that he had had.
 The following evening Mrs Bunch was occupying herself in mending his nightgown.
 'Gracious me, Master Stephen!' she broke forth rather irritably, 'how do you manage totear your nightdress all to flinders this way? Look here, sir, what trouble you do give to
 poor servants that have to darn and mend after you!'
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 There was indeed a most destructive and apparently wanton series of slits or scorings inthe garment, which would undoubtedly require a skilful needle to make good. Theywere confined to the left side of the chest—long, parallel slits about six inches in length,some of them not quite piercing the texture of the linen. Stephen could only express hisentire ignorance of their origin: he was sure they were not there the night before.
 'But,' he said, 'Mrs Bunch, they are just the same as the scratches on the outside of mybedroom door: and I'm sure I never had anything to do with making them.'
 Mrs Bunch gazed at him open-mouthed, then snatched up a candle, departed hastilyfrom the room, and was heard making her way upstairs. In a few minutes she camedown.
 'Well,' she said, 'Master Stephen, it's a funny thing to me how them marks and scratchescan 'a' come there—too high up for any cat or dog to 'ave made 'em, much less a rat: forall the world like a Chinaman's finger-nails, as my uncle in the tea-trade used to tell us
 of when we was girls together. I wouldn't say nothing to master, not if I was you,Master Stephen, my dear; and just turn the key of the door when you go to your bed.'
 'I always do, Mrs Bunch, as soon as I've said my prayers.'
 'Ah, that's a good child: always say your prayers, and then no one can't hurt you.'
 Herewith Mrs Bunch addressed herself to mending the injured nightgown, withintervals of meditation, until bed-time. This was on a Friday night in March, 1812.
 On the following evening the usual duet of Stephen and Mrs Bunch was augmented bythe sudden arrival of Mr Parkes, the butler, who as a rule kept himself rather to himselfin his own pantry. He did not see that Stephen was there: he was, moreover, flusteredand less slow of speech than was his wont.
 'Master may get up his own wine, if he likes, of an evening,' was his first remark. 'EitherI do it in the daytime or not at all, Mrs Bunch. I don't know what it may be: very like it'sthe rats, or the wind got into the cellars; but I'm not so young as I was, and I can't gothrough with it as I have done.'
 'Well, Mr Parkes, you know it is a surprising place for the rats, is the
 Hall.'
 'I'm not denying that, Mrs Bunch; and, to be sure, many a time I've heard the tale fromthe men in the shipyards about the rat that could speak. I never laid no confidence inthat before; but tonight, if I'd demeaned myself to lay my ear to the door of the furtherbin, I could pretty much have heard what they was saying.'
 'Oh, there, Mr Parkes, I've no patience with your fancies! Rats talking in the wine-cellarindeed!'
 'Well, Mrs Bunch, I've no wish to argue with you: all I say is, if you choose to go to the
 far bin, and lay your ear to the door, you may prove my words this minute.'
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 'What nonsense you do talk, Mr Parkes—not fit for children to listen to!Why, you'll be frightening Master Stephen there out of his wits.'
 'What! Master Stephen?' said Parkes, awaking to the consciousness of the boy'spresence. 'Master Stephen knows well enough when I'm a-playing a joke with you, Mrs
 Bunch.'
 In fact, Master Stephen knew much too well to suppose that Mr Parkes had in the firstinstance intended a joke. He was interested, not altogether pleasantly, in the situation;but all his questions were unsuccessful in inducing the butler to give any more detailedaccount of his experiences in the wine-cellar.
 * * * * *
 We have now arrived at March 24, 1812. It was a day of curious experiences forStephen: a windy, noisy day, which filled the house and the gardens with a restless
 impression. As Stephen stood by the fence of the grounds, and looked out into the park,he felt as if an endless procession of unseen people were sweeping past him on thewind, borne on resistlessly and aimlessly, vainly striving to stop themselves, to catch atsomething that might arrest their flight and bring them once again into contact with theliving world of which they had formed a part. After luncheon that day Mr Abney said:
 'Stephen, my boy, do you think you could manage to come to me tonight as late aseleven o'clock in my study? I shall be busy until that time, and I wish to show yousomething connected with your future life which it is most important that you shouldknow. You are not to mention this matter to Mrs Bunch nor to anyone else in the house;and you had better go to your room at the usual time.'
 Here was a new excitement added to life: Stephen eagerly grasped at the opportunity ofsitting up till eleven o'clock. He looked in at the library door on his way upstairs thatevening, and saw a brazier, which he had often noticed in the corner of the room, movedout before the fire; an old silver-gilt cup stood on the table, filled with red wine, andsome written sheets of paper lay near it. Mr Abney was sprinkling some incense on thebrazier from a round silver box as Stephen passed, but did not seem to notice his step.
 The wind had fallen, and there was a still night and a full moon. At about ten o'clockStephen was standing at the open window of his bedroom, looking out over the country.
 Still as the night was, the mysterious population of the distant moon-lit woods was notyet lulled to rest. From time to time strange cries as of lost and despairing wandererssounded from across the mere. They might be the notes of owls or water-birds, yet theydid not quite resemble either sound. Were not they coming nearer? Now they soundedfrom the nearer side of the water, and in a few moments they seemed to be floatingabout among the shrubberies. Then they ceased; but just as Stephen was thinking ofshutting the window and resuming his reading of Robinson Crusoe, he caught sight oftwo figures standing on the gravelled terrace that ran along the garden side of the Hall—the figures of a boy and girl, as it seemed; they stood side by side, looking up at thewindows. Something in the form of the girl recalled irresistibly his dream of the figurein the bath. The boy inspired him with more acute fear.
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 Whilst the girl stood still, half smiling, with her hands clasped over her heart, the boy, athin shape, with black hair and ragged clothing, raised his arms in the air with anappearance of menace and of unappeasable hunger and longing. The moon shone uponhis almost transparent hands, and Stephen saw that the nails were fearfully long and thatthe light shone through them. As he stood with his arms thus raised, he disclosed a
 terrifying spectacle. On the left side of his chest there opened a black and gaping rent;and there fell upon Stephen's brain, rather than upon his ear, the impression of one ofthose hungry and desolate cries that he had heard resounding over the woods ofAswarby all that evening. In another moment this dreadful pair had moved swiftly andnoiselessly over the dry gravel, and he saw them no more.
 Inexpressibly frightened as he was, he determined to take his candle and go down to MrAbney's study, for the hour appointed for their meeting was near at hand. The study orlibrary opened out of the front-hall on one side, and Stephen, urged on by his terrors,did not take long in getting there. To effect an entrance was not so easy. It was notlocked, he felt sure, for the key was on the outside of the door as usual. His repeated
 knocks produced no answer. Mr Abney was engaged: he was speaking. What! why didhe try to cry out? and why was the cry choked in his throat? Had he, too, seen themysterious children? But now everything was quiet, and the door yielded to Stephen'sterrified and frantic pushing.
 * * * * *
 On the table in Mr Abney's study certain papers were found which explained thesituation to Stephen Elliott when he was of an age to understand them. The mostimportant sentences were as follows:
 'It was a belief very strongly and generally held by the ancients—of whose wisdom inthese matters I have had such experience as induces me to place confidence in theirassertions—that by enacting certain processes, which to us moderns have something ofa barbaric complexion, a very remarkable enlightenment of the spiritual faculties in manmay be attained: that, for example, by absorbing the personalities of a certain number ofhis fellow-creatures, an individual may gain a complete ascendancy over those orders ofspiritual beings which control the elemental forces of our universe.
 'It is recorded of Simon Magus that he was able to fly in the air, to become invisible, orto assume any form he pleased, by the agency of the soul of a boy whom, to use the
 libellous phrase employed by the author of the Clementine Recognitions, he had"murdered". I find it set down, moreover, with considerable detail in the writings ofHermes Trismegistus, that similar happy results may be produced by the absorption ofthe hearts of not less than three human beings below the age of twenty-one years. To thetesting of the truth of this receipt I have devoted the greater part of the last twenty years,selecting as the corpora vilia of my experiment such persons as could conveniently beremoved without occasioning a sensible gap in society. The first step I effected by theremoval of one Phoebe Stanley, a girl of gipsy extraction, on March 24, 1792. Thesecond, by the removal of a wandering Italian lad, named Giovanni Paoli, on the nightof March 23, 1805. The final "victim"—to employ a word repugnant in the highestdegree to my feelings—must be my cousin, Stephen Elliott. His day must be this March
 24, 1812.
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 'The best means of effecting the required absorption is to remove the heart from theliving subject, to reduce it to ashes, and to mingle them with about a pint of some redwine, preferably port. The remains of the first two subjects, at least, it will be well toconceal: a disused bathroom or wine-cellar will be found convenient for such a purpose.Some annoyance may be experienced from the psychic portion of the subjects, which
 popular language dignifies with the name of ghosts. But the man of philosophictemperament—to whom alone the experiment is appropriate—will be little prone toattach importance to the feeble efforts of these beings to wreak their vengeance on him.I contemplate with the liveliest satisfaction the enlarged and emancipated existencewhich the experiment, if successful, will confer on me; not only placing me beyond thereach of human justice (so-called), but eliminating to a great extent the prospect ofdeath itself.'
 * * * * *
 Mr Abney was found in his chair, his head thrown back, his face stamped with an
 expression of rage, fright, and mortal pain. In his left side was a terrible laceratedwound, exposing the heart. There was no blood on his hands, and a long knife that layon the table was perfectly clean. A savage wild-cat might have inflicted the injuries. Thewindow of the study was open, and it was the opinion of the coroner that Mr Abney hadmet his death by the agency of some wild creature. But Stephen Elliott's study of thepapers I have quoted led him to a very different conclusion.
 THE MEZZOTINT
 Some time ago I believe I had the pleasure of telling you the story of an adventurewhich happened to a friend of mine by the name of Dennistoun, during his pursuit ofobjects of art for the museum at Cambridge.
 He did not publish his experiences very widely upon his return to England; but theycould not fail to become known to a good many of his friends, and among others to thegentleman who at that time presided over an art museum at another University. It was tobe expected that the story should make a considerable impression on the mind of a manwhose vocation lay in lines similar to Dennistoun's, and that he should be eager to catch
 at any explanation of the matter which tended to make it seem improbable that heshould ever be called upon to deal with so agitating an emergency. It was, indeed,somewhat consoling to him to reflect that he was not expected to acquire ancient MSS.for his institution; that was the business of the Shelburnian Library. The authorities ofthat institution might, if they pleased, ransack obscure corners of the Continent for suchmatters. He was glad to be obliged at the moment to confine his attention to enlargingthe already unsurpassed collection of English topographical drawings and engravingspossessed by his museum. Yet, as it turned out, even a department so homely andfamiliar as this may have its dark corners, and to one of these Mr Williams wasunexpectedly introduced.
 Those who have taken even the most limited interest in the acquisition of topographicalpictures are aware that there is one London dealer whose aid is indispensable to their
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 researches. Mr J. W. Britnell publishes at short intervals very admirable catalogues of alarge and constantly changing stock of engravings, plans, and old sketches of mansions,churches, and towns in England and Wales. These catalogues were, of course, the ABCof his subject to Mr Williams: but as his museum already contained an enormousaccumulation of topographical pictures, he was a regular, rather than a copious, buyer;
 and he rather looked to Mr Britnell to fill up gaps in the rank and file of his collectionthan to supply him with rarities.
 Now, in February of last year there appeared upon Mr Williams's desk at the museum acatalogue from Mr Britnell's emporium, and accompanying it was a typewrittencommunication from the dealer himself. This latter ran as follows:
 Dear Sir,
 We beg to call your attention to No. 978 in our accompanying catalogue,which we shall be glad to send on approval.
 Yours faithfully,
 J. W. Britnell.
 To turn to No. 978 in the accompanying catalogue was with Mr. Williams (as heobserved to himself) the work of a moment, and in the place indicated he found thefollowing entry:
 978.—Unknown. Interesting mezzotint: View of a manor-house, early partof the century. 15 by 10 inches; black frame. £2 2s.
 It was not specially exciting, and the price seemed high. However, as Mr Britnell, whoknew his business and his customer, seemed to set store by it, Mr Williams wrote apostcard asking for the article to be sent on approval, along with some other engravingsand sketches which appeared in the same catalogue. And so he passed without muchexcitement of anticipation to the ordinary labours of the day.
 A parcel of any kind always arrives a day later than you expect it, and that of MrBritnell proved, as I believe the right phrase goes, no exception to the rule. It wasdelivered at the museum by the afternoon post of Saturday, after Mr Williams had left
 his work, and it was accordingly brought round to his rooms in college by the attendant,in order that he might not have to wait over Sunday before looking through it andreturning such of the contents as he did not propose to keep. And here he found it whenhe came in to tea, with a friend.
 The only item with which I am concerned was the rather large, black-framed mezzotintof which I have already quoted the short description given in Mr Britnell's catalogue.Some more details of it will have to be given, though I cannot hope to put before youthe look of the picture as clearly as it is present to my own eye. Very nearly the exactduplicate of it may be seen in a good many old inn parlours, or in the passages ofundisturbed country mansions at the present moment. It was a rather indifferent
 mezzotint, and an indifferent mezzotint is, perhaps, the worst form of engraving known.It presented a full-face view of a not very large manor-house of the last century, with
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 'Still,' he said, 'though it's a cleverer thing than I thought, I can't spend two guineas ofmuseum money on a picture of a place I don't know.'
 Professor Binks had his work to do, and soon went; and very nearly up to Hall timeWilliams was engaged in a vain attempt to identify the subject of his picture. 'If the
 vowel before the ng had only been left, it would have been easy enough,' he thought;'but as it is, the name may be anything from Guestingley to Langley, and there are manymore names ending like this than I thought; and this rotten book has no index ofterminations.'
 Hall in Mr Williams's college was at seven. It need not be dwelt upon; the less so as hemet there colleagues who had been playing golf during the afternoon, and words withwhich we have no concern were freely bandied across the table—merely golfing words,I would hasten to explain.
 I suppose an hour or more to have been spent in what is called common-room after
 dinner. Later in the evening some few retired to Williams's rooms, and I have littledoubt that whist was played and tobacco smoked. During a lull in these operationsWilliams picked up the mezzotint from the table without looking at it, and handed it to aperson mildly interested in art, telling him where it had come from, and the otherparticulars which we already know.
 The gentleman took it carelessly, looked at it, then said, in a tone of some interest:
 'It's really a very good piece of work, Williams; it has quite a feeling of the romanticperiod. The light is admirably managed, it seems to me, and the figure, though it's rathertoo grotesque, is somehow very impressive.'
 'Yes, isn't it?' said Williams, who was just then busy giving whisky and soda to others ofthe company, and was unable to come across the room to look at the view again.
 It was by this time rather late in the evening, and the visitors were on the move. Afterthey went Williams was obliged to write a letter or two and clear up some odd bits ofwork. At last, some time past midnight, he was disposed to turn in, and he put out hislamp after lighting his bedroom candle. The picture lay face upwards on the table wherethe last man who looked at it had put it, and it caught his eye as he turned the lampdown. What he saw made him very nearly drop the candle on the floor, and he declares
 now if he had been left in the dark at that moment he would have had a fit. But, as thatdid not happen, he was able to put down the light on the table and take a good look atthe picture. It was indubitable—rankly impossible, no doubt, but absolutely certain. Inthe middle of the lawn in front of the unknown house there was a figure where no figurehad been at five o'clock that afternoon. It was crawling on all fours towards the house,and it was muffled in a strange black garment with a white cross on the back.
 I do not know what is the ideal course to pursue in a situation of this kind, I can only tellyou what Mr Williams did. He took the picture by one corner and carried it across thepassage to a second set of rooms which he possessed. There he locked it up in a drawer,sported the doors of both sets of rooms, and retired to bed; but first he wrote out and
 signed an account of the extraordinary change which the picture had undergone since ithad come into his possession.
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 Sleep visited him rather late; but it was consoling to reflect that the behaviour of thepicture did not depend upon his own unsupported testimony. Evidently the man whohad looked at it the night before had seen something of the same kind as he had,otherwise he might have been tempted to think that something gravely wrong washappening either to his eyes or his mind. This possibility being fortunately precluded,
 two matters awaited him on the morrow. He must take stock of the picture verycarefully, and call in a witness for the purpose, and he must make a determined effort toascertain what house it was that was represented. He would therefore ask his neighbourNisbet to breakfast with him, and he would subsequently spend a morning over thegazetteer.
 Nisbet was disengaged, and arrived about 9.20. His host was not quite dressed, I amsorry to say, even at this late hour. During breakfast nothing was said about themezzotint by Williams, save that he had a picture on which he wished for Nisbet'sopinion. But those who are familiar with University life can picture for themselves thewide and delightful range of subjects over which the conversation of two Fellows of
 Canterbury College is likely to extend during a Sunday morning breakfast. Hardly atopic was left unchallenged, from golf to lawn-tennis. Yet I am bound to say thatWilliams was rather distraught; for his interest naturally centred in that very strangepicture which was now reposing, face downwards, in the drawer in the room opposite.
 The morning pipe was at last lighted, and the moment had arrived for which he looked.With very considerable—almost tremulous—excitement he ran across, unlocked thedrawer, and, extracting the picture—still face downwards—ran back, and put it intoNisbet's hands.
 'Now,' he said, 'Nisbet, I want you to tell me exactly what you see in that picture.Describe it, if you don't mind, rather minutely. I'll tell you why afterwards.'
 'Well,' said Nisbet, 'I have here a view of a country-house—English, I presume—bymoonlight.'
 'Moonlight? You're sure of that?'
 'Certainly. The moon appears to be on the wane, if you wish for details, and there areclouds in the sky.'
 'All right. Go on. I'll swear,' added Williams in an aside, 'there was no moon when I sawit first.'
 'Well, there's not much more to be said,' Nisbet continued. 'The house has one—two—three rows of windows, five in each row, except at the bottom, where there's a porchinstead of the middle one, and—'
 'But what about figures?' said Williams, with marked interest.
 'There aren't any,' said Nisbet; 'but—'
 'What! No figure on the grass in front?'
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 'Not a thing.'
 'You'll swear to that?'
 'Certainly I will. But there's just one other thing.'
 'What?'
 'Why, one of the windows on the ground-floor—left of the door—is open.'
 'Is it really so? My goodness! he must have got in,' said Williams, with greatexcitement; and he hurried to the back of the sofa on which Nisbet was sitting, and,catching the picture from him, verified the matter for himself.
 It was quite true. There was no figure, and there was the open window. Williams, after amoment of speechless surprise, went to the writing-table and scribbled for a short time.
 Then he brought two papers to Nisbet, and asked him first to sign one—it was his owndescription of the picture, which you have just heard—and then to read the other whichwas Williams's statement written the night before.
 'What can it all mean?' said Nisbet.
 'Exactly,' said Williams. 'Well, one thing I must do—or three things, now I think of it. Imust find out from Garwood'—this was his last night's visitor—'what he saw, and then Imust get the thing photographed before it goes further, and then I must find out what theplace is.'
 'I can do the photographing myself,' said Nisbet, 'and I will. But, you know, it looksvery much as if we were assisting at the working out of a tragedy somewhere. Thequestion is, has it happened already, or is it going to come off? You must find out whatthe place is. Yes,' he said, looking at the picture again, 'I expect you're right: he has gotin. And if I don't mistake, there'll be the devil to pay in one of the rooms upstairs.'
 'I'll tell you what,' said Williams: 'I'll take the picture across to old Green' (this was thesenior Fellow of the College, who had been Bursar for many years). 'It's quite likelyhe'll know it. We have property in Essex and Sussex, and he must have been over thetwo counties a lot in his time.'
 'Quite likely he will,' said Nisbet; 'but just let me take my photographfirst. But look here, I rather think Green isn't up today. He wasn't inHall last night, and I think I heard him say he was going down for theSunday.'
 'That's true, too,' said Williams; 'I know he's gone to Brighton. Well, if you'llphotograph it now, I'll go across to Garwood and get his statement, and you keep an eyeon it while I'm gone. I'm beginning to think two guineas is not a very exorbitant pricefor it now.'
 In a short time he had returned, and brought Mr Garwood with him. Garwood'sstatement was to the effect that the figure, when he had seen it, was clear of the edge of
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 the picture, but had not got far across the lawn. He remembered a white mark on theback of its drapery, but could not have been sure it was a cross. A document to thiseffect was then drawn up and signed, and Nisbet proceeded to photograph the picture.
 'Now what do you mean to do?' he said. 'Are you going to sit and watch it all day?'
 'Well, no, I think not,' said Williams. 'I rather imagine we're meant to see the wholething. You see, between the time I saw it last night and this morning there was time forlots of things to happen, but the creature only got into the house. It could easily have gotthrough its business in the time and gone to its own place again; but the fact of thewindow being open, I think, must mean that it's in there now. So I feel quite easy aboutleaving it. And besides, I have a kind of idea that it wouldn't change much, if at all, inthe daytime. We might go out for a walk this afternoon, and come in to tea, or wheneverit gets dark. I shall leave it out on the table here, and sport the door. My skip can get in,but no one else.'
 The three agreed that this would be a good plan; and, further, that if they spent theafternoon together they would be less likely to talk about the business to other people;for any rumour of such a transaction as was going on would bring the whole of thePhasmatological Society about their ears.
 We may give them a respite until five o'clock.
 At or near that hour the three were entering Williams's staircase. They were at firstslightly annoyed to see that the door of his rooms was unsported; but in a moment it wasremembered that on Sunday the skips came for orders an hour or so earlier than onweekdays. However, a surprise was awaiting them. The first thing they saw was thepicture leaning up against a pile of books on the table, as it had been left, and the nextthing was Williams's skip, seated on a chair opposite, gazing at it with undisguisedhorror. How was this? Mr Filcher (the name is not my own invention) was a servant ofconsiderable standing, and set the standard of etiquette to all his own college and toseveral neighbouring ones, and nothing could be more alien to his practice than to befound sitting on his master's chair, or appearing to take any particular notice of hismaster's furniture or pictures. Indeed, he seemed to feel this himself. He startedviolently when the three men were in the room, and got up with a marked effort. Thenhe said:
 'I ask your pardon, sir, for taking such a freedom as to set down.'
 'Not at all, Robert,' interposed Mr Williams. 'I was meaning to ask you some time whatyou thought of that picture.'
 'Well, sir, of course I don't set up my opinion against yours, but it ain't the pictur Ishould 'ang where my little girl could see it, sir.'
 'Wouldn't you, Robert? Why not?'
 'No, sir. Why, the pore child, I recollect once she see a Door Bible, with pictures not 'alf
 what that is, and we 'ad to set up with her three or four nights afterwards, if you'llbelieve me; and if she was to ketch a sight of this skelinton here, or whatever it is,
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 carrying off the pore baby, she would be in a taking. You know 'ow it is with children;'ow nervish they git with a little thing and all. But what I should say, it don't seem aright pictur to be laying about, sir, not where anyone that's liable to be startled couldcome on it. Should you be wanting anything this evening, sir? Thank you, sir.'
 With these words the excellent man went to continue the round of his masters, and youmay be sure the gentlemen whom he left lost no time in gathering round the engraving.There was the house, as before under the waning moon and the drifting clouds. Thewindow that had been open was shut, and the figure was once more on the lawn: but notthis time crawling cautiously on hands and knees. Now it was erect and steppingswiftly, with long strides, towards the front of the picture. The moon was behind it, andthe black drapery hung down over its face so that only hints of that could be seen, andwhat was visible made the spectators profoundly thankful that they could see no morethan a white dome-like forehead and a few straggling hairs. The head was bent down,and the arms were tightly clasped over an object which could be dimly seen andidentified as a child, whether dead or living it was not possible to say. The legs of the
 appearance alone could be plainly discerned, and they were horribly thin.
 From five to seven the three companions sat and watched the picture by turns. But itnever changed. They agreed at last that it would be safe to leave it, and that they wouldreturn after Hall and await further developments.
 When they assembled again, at the earliest possible moment, the engraving was there,but the figure was gone, and the house was quiet under the moonbeams. There wasnothing for it but to spend the evening over gazetteers and guide-books. Williams wasthe lucky one at last, and perhaps he deserved it. At 11.30 p.m. he read from Murray'sGuide to Essex the following lines:
 16-1/2 miles, Anningley. The church has been an interesting building ofNorman date, but was extensively classicized in the last century. It containsthe tomb of the family of Francis, whose mansion, Anningley Hall, a solidQueen Anne house, stands immediately beyond the churchyard in a park ofabout 80 acres. The family is now extinct, the last heir having disappearedmysteriously in infancy in the year 1802. The father, Mr Arthur Francis,was locally known as a talented amateur engraver in mezzotint. After hisson's disappearance he lived in complete retirement at the Hall, and wasfound dead in his studio on the third anniversary of the disaster, having just
 completed an engraving of the house, impressions of which are ofconsiderable rarity.
 This looked like business, and, indeed, Mr Green on his return at once identified thehouse as Anningley Hall.
 'Is there any kind of explanation of the figure, Green?' was the question which Williamsnaturally asked.
 'I don't know, I'm sure, Williams. What used to be said in the place when I first knew it,which was before I came up here, was just this: old Francis was always very much
 down on these poaching fellows, and whenever he got a chance he used to get a manwhom he suspected of it turned off the estate, and by degrees he got rid of them all but
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 one. Squires could do a lot of things then that they daren't think of now. Well, this manthat was left was what you find pretty often in that country—the last remains of a veryold family. I believe they were Lords of the Manor at one time. I recollect just the samething in my own parish.'
 'What, like the man in Tess o' the Durbervilles?' Williams put in.
 'Yes, I dare say; it's not a book I could ever read myself. But this fellow could show arow of tombs in the church there that belonged to his ancestors, and all that went to sourhim a bit; but Francis, they said, could never get at him—he always kept just on theright side of the law—until one night the keepers found him at it in a wood right at theend of the estate. I could show you the place now; it marches with some land that usedto belong to an uncle of mine. And you can imagine there was a row; and this manGawdy (that was the name, to be sure—Gawdy; I thought I should get it—Gawdy), hewas unlucky enough, poor chap! to shoot a keeper. Well, that was what Francis wanted,and grand juries—you know what they would have been then—and poor Gawdy was
 strung up in double-quick time; and I've been shown the place he was buried in, on thenorth side of the church—you know the way in that part of the world: anyone that'sbeen hanged or made away with themselves, they bury them that side. And the idea wasthat some friend of Gawdy's—not a relation, because he had none, poor devil! he wasthe last of his line: kind of spes ultima gentis—must have planned to get hold ofFrancis's boy and put an end to his line, too. I don't know—it's rather an out-of-the-waything for an Essex poacher to think of—but, you know, I should say now it looks moreas if old Gawdy had managed the job himself. Booh! I hate to think of it! have somewhisky, Williams!'
 The facts were communicated by Williams to Dennistoun, and by him to a mixedcompany, of which I was one, and the Sadducean Professor of Ophiology another. I amsorry to say that the latter when asked what he thought of it, only remarked: 'Oh, thoseBridgeford people will say anything'—a sentiment which met with the reception itdeserved.
 I have only to add that the picture is now in the Ashleian Museum; that it has beentreated with a view to discovering whether sympathetic ink has been used in it, butwithout effect; that Mr Britnell knew nothing of it save that he was sure it wasuncommon; and that, though carefully watched, it has never been known to changeagain.
 THE ASH-TREE
 Everyone who has travelled over Eastern England knows the smaller country-houseswith which it is studded—the rather dank little buildings, usually in the Italian style,surrounded with parks of some eighty to a hundred acres. For me they have always hada very strong attraction, with the grey paling of split oak, the noble trees, the meres withtheir reed-beds, and the line of distant woods. Then, I like the pillared portico—perhaps
 stuck on to a red-brick Queen Anne house which has been faced with stucco to bring itinto line with the 'Grecian' taste of the end of the eighteenth century; the hall inside,

Page 26
                        

8/10/2019 ghosdt stories.pdf
 http://slidepdf.com/reader/full/ghosdt-storiespdf 26/208
 going up to the roof, which hall ought always to be provided with a gallery and a smallorgan. I like the library, too, where you may find anything from a Psalter of thethirteenth century to a Shakespeare quarto. I like the pictures, of course; and perhapsmost of all I like fancying what life in such a house was when it was first built, and inthe piping times of landlords' prosperity, and not least now, when, if money is not so
 plentiful, taste is more varied and life quite as interesting. I wish to have one of thesehouses, and enough money to keep it together and entertain my friends in it modestly.
 But this is a digression. I have to tell you of a curious series of events which happenedin such a house as I have tried to describe. It is Castringham Hall in Suffolk. I think agood deal has been done to the building since the period of my story, but the essentialfeatures I have sketched are still there—Italian portico, square block of white house,older inside than out, park with fringe of woods, and mere. The one feature that markedout the house from a score of others is gone. As you looked at it from the park, you sawon the right a great old ash-tree growing within half a dozen yards of the wall, andalmost or quite touching the building with its branches. I suppose it had stood there ever
 since Castringham ceased to be a fortified place, and since the moat was filled in andthe Elizabethan dwelling-house built. At any rate, it had well-nigh attained its fulldimensions in the year 1690.
 In that year the district in which the Hall is situated was the scene of a number of witch-trials. It will be long, I think, before we arrive at a just estimate of the amount of solidreason—if there was any—which lay at the root of the universal fear of witches in oldtimes. Whether the persons accused of this offence really did imagine that they werepossessed of unusual power of any kind; or whether they had the will at least, if not thepower, of doing mischief to their neighbours; or whether all the confessions, of whichthere are so many, were extorted by the cruelty of the witch-finders—these arequestions which are not, I fancy, yet solved. And the present narrative gives me pause. Icannot altogether sweep it away as mere invention. The reader must judge for himself.
 Castringham contributed a victim to the auto-da-fé . Mrs Mothersole was her name, andshe differed from the ordinary run of village witches only in being rather better off andin a more influential position. Efforts were made to save her by several reputablefarmers of the parish. They did their best to testify to her character, and showedconsiderable anxiety as to the verdict of the jury.
 But what seems to have been fatal to the woman was the evidence of the then proprietor
 of Castringham Hall—Sir Matthew Fell. He deposed to having watched her on threedifferent occasions from his window, at the full of the moon, gathering sprigs 'from theash-tree near my house'. She had climbed into the branches, clad only in her shift, andwas cutting off small twigs with a peculiarly curved knife, and as she did so she seemedto be talking to herself. On each occasion Sir Matthew had done his best to capture thewoman, but she had always taken alarm at some accidental noise he had made, and allhe could see when he got down to the garden was a hare running across the path in thedirection of the village.
 On the third night he had been at the pains to follow at his best speed, and had gonestraight to Mrs Mothersole's house; but he had had to wait a quarter of an hour battering
 at her door, and then she had come out very cross, and apparently very sleepy, as if justout of bed; and he had no good explanation to offer of his visit.
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 Mainly on this evidence, though there was much more of a less striking and unusualkind from other parishioners, Mrs Mothersole was found guilty and condemned to die.She was hanged a week after the trial, with five or six more unhappy creatures, at BurySt Edmunds.
 Sir Matthew Fell, then Deputy-Sheriff, was present at the execution. It was a damp,drizzly March morning when the cart made its way up the rough grass hill outsideNorthgate, where the gallows stood. The other victims were apathetic or broken downwith misery; but Mrs Mothersole was, as in life so in death, of a very different temper.Her 'poysonous Rage', as a reporter of the time puts it, 'did so work upon theBystanders—yea, even upon the Hangman—that it was constantly affirmed of all thatsaw her that she presented the living Aspect of a mad Divell. Yet she offer'd noResistance to the Officers of the Law; onely she looked upon those that laid Hands uponher with so direfull and venomous an Aspect that—as one of them afterwards assuredme—the meer Thought of it preyed inwardly upon his Mind for six Months after.'
 However, all that she is reported to have said were the seemingly meaningless words:'There will be guests at the Hall.' Which she repeated more than once in an undertone.
 Sir Matthew Fell was not unimpressed by the bearing of the woman. He had some talkupon the matter with the Vicar of his parish, with whom he travelled home after theassize business was over. His evidence at the trial had not been very willingly given; hewas not specially infected with the witch-finding mania, but he declared, then andafterwards, that he could not give any other account of the matter than that he had given,and that he could not possibly have been mistaken as to what he saw. The wholetransaction had been repugnant to him, for he was a man who liked to be on pleasantterms with those about him; but he saw a duty to be done in this business, and he haddone it. That seems to have been the gist of his sentiments, and the Vicar applauded it,as any reasonable man must have done.
 A few weeks after, when the moon of May was at the full, Vicar and Squire met againin the park, and walked to the Hall together. Lady Fell was with her mother, who wasdangerously ill, and Sir Matthew was alone at home; so the Vicar, Mr Crome, waseasily persuaded to take a late supper at the Hall.
 Sir Matthew was not very good company this evening. The talk ran chiefly on familyand parish matters, and, as luck would have it, Sir Matthew made a memorandum in
 writing of certain wishes or intentions of his regarding his estates, which afterwardsproved exceedingly useful.
 When Mr Crome thought of starting for home, about half past nine o'clock, Sir Matthewand he took a preliminary turn on the gravelled walk at the back of the house. The onlyincident that struck Mr Crome was this: they were in sight of the ash-tree which Idescribed as growing near the windows of the building, when Sir Matthew stopped andsaid:
 'What is that that runs up and down the stem of the ash? It is never a squirrel? They willall be in their nests by now.'
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 The Vicar looked and saw the moving creature, but he could make nothing of its colourin the moonlight. The sharp outline, however, seen for an instant, was imprinted on hisbrain, and he could have sworn, he said, though it sounded foolish, that, squirrel or not,it had more than four legs.
 Still, not much was to be made of the momentary vision, and the two men parted. Theymay have met since then, but it was not for a score of years.
 Next day Sir Matthew Fell was not downstairs at six in the morning, as was his custom,nor at seven, nor yet at eight. Hereupon the servants went and knocked at his chamberdoor. I need not prolong the description of their anxious listenings and renewedbatterings on the panels. The door was opened at last from the outside, and they foundtheir master dead and black. So much you have guessed. That there were any marks ofviolence did not at the moment appear; but the window was open.
 One of the men went to fetch the parson, and then by his directions rode on to give
 notice to the coroner. Mr Crome himself went as quick as he might to the Hall, and wasshown to the room where the dead man lay. He has left some notes among his paperswhich show how genuine a respect and sorrow was felt for Sir Matthew, and there isalso this passage, which I transcribe for the sake of the light it throws upon the course ofevents, and also upon the common beliefs of the time:
 'There was not any the least Trace of an Entrance having been forc'd to the Chamber:but the Casement stood open, as my poor Friend would always have it in this Season.He had his Evening Drink of small Ale in a silver vessel of about a pint measure, andtonight had not drunk it out. This Drink was examined by the Physician from Bury, aMr Hodgkins, who could not, however, as he afterwards declar'd upon his Oath, beforethe Coroner's quest, discover that any matter of a venomous kind was present in it. For,as was natural, in the great Swelling and Blackness of the Corpse, there was talk madeamong the Neighbours of Poyson. The Body was very much Disorder'd as it laid in theBed, being twisted after so extream a sort as gave too probable Conjecture that myworthy Friend and Patron had expir'd in great Pain and Agony. And what is as yetunexplain'd, and to myself the Argument of some Horrid and Artfull Designe in thePerpetrators of this Barbarous Murther, was this, that the Women which were entrustedwith the laying-out of the Corpse and washing it, being both sad Pearsons and very wellRespected in their Mournfull Profession, came to me in a great Pain and Distress bothof Mind and Body, saying, what was indeed confirmed upon the first View, that they
 had no sooner touch'd the Breast of the Corpse with their naked Hands than they weresensible of a more than ordinary violent Smart and Acheing in their Palms, which, withtheir whole Forearms, in no long time swell'd so immoderately, the Pain still continuing,that, as afterwards proved, during many weeks they were forc'd to lay by the exercise oftheir Calling; and yet no mark seen on the Skin.
 'Upon hearing this, I sent for the Physician, who was still in the House, and we made ascarefull a Proof as we were able by the Help of a small Magnifying Lens of Crystal ofthe condition of the Skinn on this Part of the Body: but could not detect with theInstrument we had any Matter of Importance beyond a couple of small Punctures orPricks, which we then concluded were the Spotts by which the Poyson might be
 introduced, remembering that Ring of Pope Borgia, with other known Specimens of theHorrid Art of the Italian Poysoners of the last age.
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 them was that of Mrs Mothersole, the position of which was accurately known, thanksto a note on a plan of the church and yard, both made by Mr Crome.
 A certain amount of interest was excited in the village when it was known that thefamous witch, who was still remembered by a few, was to be exhumed. And the feeling
 of surprise, and indeed disquiet, was very strong when it was found that, though hercoffin was fairly sound and unbroken, there was no trace whatever inside it of body,bones, or dust. Indeed, it is a curious phenomenon, for at the time of her burying nosuch things were dreamt of as resurrection-men, and it is difficult to conceive anyrational motive for stealing a body otherwise than for the uses of the dissecting-room.
 The incident revived for a time all the stories of witch-trials and of the exploits of thewitches, dormant for forty years, and Sir Richard's orders that the coffin should be burntwere thought by a good many to be rather foolhardy, though they were duly carried out.
 Sir Richard was a pestilent innovator, it is certain. Before his time the Hall had been a
 fine block of the mellowest red brick; but Sir Richard had travelled in Italy and becomeinfected with the Italian taste, and, having more money than his predecessors, hedetermined to leave an Italian palace where he had found an English house. So stuccoand ashlar masked the brick; some indifferent Roman marbles were planted about in theentrance-hall and gardens; a reproduction of the Sibyl's temple at Tivoli was erected onthe opposite bank of the mere; and Castringham took on an entirely new, and, I mustsay, a less engaging, aspect. But it was much admired, and served as a model to a goodmany of the neighbouring gentry in after-years.
 * * * * *
 One morning (it was in 1754) Sir Richard woke after a night of discomfort. It had beenwindy, and his chimney had smoked persistently, and yet it was so cold that he mustkeep up a fire. Also something had so rattled about the window that no man could get amoment's peace. Further, there was the prospect of several guests of position arriving inthe course of the day, who would expect sport of some kind, and the inroads of thedistemper (which continued among his game) had been lately so serious that he wasafraid for his reputation as a game-preserver. But what really touched him most nearlywas the other matter of his sleepless night. He could certainly not sleep in that roomagain.
 That was the chief subject of his meditations at breakfast, and after it he began asystematic examination of the rooms to see which would suit his notions best. It waslong before he found one. This had a window with an eastern aspect and that with anorthern; this door the servants would be always passing, and he did not like thebedstead in that. No, he must have a room with a western look-out, so that the sun couldnot wake him early, and it must be out of the way of the business of the house. Thehousekeeper was at the end of her resources.
 'Well, Sir Richard,' she said, 'you know that there is but the one room like that in thehouse.'
 'Which may that be?' said Sir Richard.
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 'And that is Sir Matthew's—the West Chamber.'
 'Well, put me in there, for there I'll lie tonight,' said her master.'Which way is it? Here, to be sure'; and he hurried off.
 'Oh, Sir Richard, but no one has slept there these forty years. The air has hardly beenchanged since Sir Matthew died there.'
 Thus she spoke, and rustled after him.
 'Come, open the door, Mrs Chiddock. I'll see the chamber, at least.'
 So it was opened, and, indeed, the smell was very close and earthy. Sir Richard crossedto the window, and, impatiently, as was his wont, threw the shutters back, and flungopen the casement. For this end of the house was one which the alterations had barelytouched, grown up as it was with the great ash-tree, and being otherwise concealed from
 view.
 'Air it, Mrs Chiddock, all today, and move my bed-furniture in in the afternoon. Put theBishop of Kilmore in my old room.'
 'Pray, Sir Richard,' said a new voice, breaking in on this speech, 'mightI have the favour of a moment's interview?'
 Sir Richard turned round and saw a man in black in the doorway, who bowed.
 'I must ask your indulgence for this intrusion, Sir Richard. You will, perhaps, hardlyremember me. My name is William Crome, and my grandfather was Vicar in yourgrandfather's time.'
 'Well, sir,' said Sir Richard, 'the name of Crome is always a passport to Castringham. Iam glad to renew a friendship of two generations' standing. In what can I serve you? foryour hour of calling—and, if I do not mistake you, your bearing—shows you to be insome haste.'
 'That is no more than the truth, sir. I am riding from Norwich to Bury St Edmunds withwhat haste I can make, and I have called in on my way to leave with you some papers
 which we have but just come upon in looking over what my grandfather left at hisdeath. It is thought you may find some matters of family interest in them.'
 'You are mighty obliging, Mr Crome, and, if you will be so good as to follow me to theparlour, and drink a glass of wine, we will take a first look at these same paperstogether. And you, Mrs Chiddock, as I said, be about airing this chamber…. Yes, it ishere my grandfather died…. Yes, the tree, perhaps, does make the place a littledampish…. No; I do not wish to listen to any more. Make no difficulties, I beg. Youhave your orders—go. Will you follow me, sir?'
 They went to the study. The packet which young Mr Crome had brought—he was then
  just become a Fellow of Clare Hall in Cambridge, I may say, and subsequently broughtout a respectable edition of Polyaenus—contained among other things the notes which
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 the old Vicar had made upon the occasion of Sir Matthew Fell's death. And for the firsttime Sir Richard was confronted with the enigmatical Sortes Biblicae which you haveheard. They amused him a good deal.
 'Well,' he said, 'my grandfather's Bible gave one prudent piece of advice—Cut it down.
 If that stands for the ash-tree, he may rest assured I shall not neglect it. Such a nest ofcatarrhs and agues was never seen.'
 The parlour contained the family books, which, pending the arrival of a collectionwhich Sir Richard had made in Italy, and the building of a proper room to receive them,were not many in number.
 Sir Richard looked up from the paper to the bookcase.
 'I wonder,' says he, 'whether the old prophet is there yet? I fancy I see him.'
 Crossing the room, he took out a dumpy Bible, which, sure enough, bore on the flyleafthe inscription: 'To Matthew Fell, from his Loving Godmother, Anne Aldous, 2September 1659.'
 'It would be no bad plan to test him again, Mr Crome. I will wager we get a couple ofnames in the Chronicles. H'm! what have we here? "Thou shalt seek me in the morning,and I shall not be." Well, well! Your grandfather would have made a fine omen of that,hey? No more prophets for me! They are all in a tale. And now, Mr Crome, I aminfinitely obliged to you for your packet. You will, I fear, be impatient to get on. Prayallow me—another glass.'
 So with offers of hospitality, which were genuinely meant (for SirRichard thought well of the young man's address and manner), they parted.
 In the afternoon came the guests—the Bishop of Kilmore, Lady Mary Hervey, SirWilliam Kentfield, etc. Dinner at five, wine, cards, supper, and dispersal to bed.
 Next morning Sir Richard is disinclined to take his gun with the rest. He talks with theBishop of Kilmore. This prelate, unlike a good many of the Irish Bishops of his day, hadvisited his see, and, indeed, resided there, for some considerable time. This morning, asthe two were walking along the terrace and talking over the alterations and
 improvements in the house, the Bishop said, pointing to the window of the West Room:
 'You could never get one of my Irish flock to occupy that room, SirRichard.'
 'Why is that, my lord? It is, in fact, my own.'
 'Well, our Irish peasantry will always have it that it brings the worst of luck to sleepnear an ash-tree, and you have a fine growth of ash not two yards from your chamberwindow. Perhaps,' the Bishop went on, with a smile, 'it has given you a touch of itsquality already, for you do not seem, if I may say it, so much the fresher for your night's
 rest as your friends would like to see you.'
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 'That, or something else, it is true, cost me my sleep from twelve to four, my lord. Butthe tree is to come down tomorrow, so I shall not hear much more from it.'
 'I applaud your determination. It can hardly be wholesome to have the air you breathestrained, as it were, through all that leafage.'
 'Your lordship is right there, I think. But I had not my window open last night. It wasrather the noise that went on—no doubt from the twigs sweeping the glass—that keptme open-eyed.'
 'I think that can hardly be, Sir Richard. Here—you see it from this point. None of thesenearest branches even can touch your casement unless there were a gale, and there wasnone of that last night. They miss the panes by a foot.'
 'No, sir, true. What, then, will it be, I wonder, that scratched and rustled so—ay, andcovered the dust on my sill with lines and marks?'
 At last they agreed that the rats must have come up through the ivy. That was theBishop's idea, and Sir Richard jumped at it.
 So the day passed quietly, and night came, and the party dispersed to their rooms, andwished Sir Richard a better night.
 And now we are in his bedroom, with the light out and the Squire in bed. The room isover the kitchen, and the night outside still and warm, so the window stands open.
 There is very little light about the bedstead, but there is a strange movement there; itseems as if Sir Richard were moving his head rapidly to and fro with only the slightestpossible sound. And now you would guess, so deceptive is the half-darkness, that hehad several heads, round and brownish, which move back and forward, even as low ashis chest. It is a horrible illusion. Is it nothing more? There! something drops off the bedwith a soft plump, like a kitten, and is out of the window in a flash; another—four—andafter that there is quiet again.
 Thou shall seek me in the morning, and I shall not be. 
 As with Sir Matthew, so with Sir Richard—dead and black in his bed!
 A pale and silent party of guests and servants gathered under the window when thenews was known. Italian poisoners, Popish emissaries, infected air—all these and moreguesses were hazarded, and the Bishop of Kilmore looked at the tree, in the fork ofwhose lower boughs a white tom-cat was crouching, looking down the hollow whichyears had gnawed in the trunk. It was watching something inside the tree with greatinterest.
 Suddenly it got up and craned over the hole. Then a bit of the edge on which it stoodgave way, and it went slithering in. Everyone looked up at the noise of the fall.
 It is known to most of us that a cat can cry; but few of us have heard, I hope, such a yellas came out of the trunk of the great ash. Two or three screams there were—the
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 witnesses are not sure which—and then a slight and muffled noise of some commotionor struggling was all that came. But Lady Mary Hervey fainted outright, and thehousekeeper stopped her ears and fled till she fell on the terrace.
 The Bishop of Kilmore and Sir William Kentfield stayed. Yet even they were daunted,
 though it was only at the cry of a cat; and Sir William swallowed once or twice beforehe could say:
 'There is something more than we know of in that tree, my lord. I am for an instantsearch.'
 And this was agreed upon. A ladder was brought, and one of the gardeners went up,and, looking down the hollow, could detect nothing but a few dim indications ofsomething moving. They got a lantern, and let it down by a rope.
 'We must get at the bottom of this. My life upon it, my lord, but the secret of these
 terrible deaths is there.'
 Up went the gardener again with the lantern, and let it down the hole cautiously. Theysaw the yellow light upon his face as he bent over, and saw his face struck with anincredulous terror and loathing before he cried out in a dreadful voice and fell backfrom the ladder—where, happily, he was caught by two of the men—letting the lanternfall inside the tree.
 He was in a dead faint, and it was some time before any word could be got from him.
 By then they had something else to look at. The lantern must have broken at the bottom,and the light in it caught upon dry leaves and rubbish that lay there for in a few minutesa dense smoke began to come up, and then flame; and, to be short, the tree was in ablaze.
 The bystanders made a ring at some yards' distance, and Sir William and the Bishopsent men to get what weapons and tools they could; for, clearly, whatever might beusing the tree as its lair would be forced out by the fire.
 So it was. First, at the fork, they saw a round body covered with fire—the size of aman's head—appear very suddenly, then seem to collapse and fall back. This, five or six
 times; then a similar ball leapt into the air and fell on the grass, where after a moment itlay still. The Bishop went as near as he dared to it, and saw—what but the remains of anenormous spider, veinous and seared! And, as the fire burned lower down, more terriblebodies like this began to break out from the trunk, and it was seen that these werecovered with greyish hair.
 All that day the ash burned, and until it fell to pieces the men stood about it, and fromtime to time killed the brutes as they darted out. At last there was a long interval whennone appeared, and they cautiously closed in and examined the roots of the tree.
 'They found,' says the Bishop of Kilmore, 'below it a rounded hollow place in the earth,
 wherein were two or three bodies of these creatures that had plainly been smothered bythe smoke; and, what is to me more curious, at the side of this den, against the wall, was
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 crouching the anatomy or skeleton of a human being, with the skin dried upon thebones, having some remains of black hair, which was pronounced by those thatexamined it to be undoubtedly the body of a woman, and clearly dead for a period offifty years.'
 NUMBER 13
 Among the towns of Jutland, Viborg justly holds a high place. It is the seat of abishopric; it has a handsome but almost entirely new cathedral, a charming garden, alake of great beauty, and many storks. Near it is Hald, accounted one of the prettiestthings in Denmark; and hard by is Finderup, where Marsk Stig murdered King ErikGlipping on St Cecilia's Day, in the year 1286. Fifty-six blows of square-headed ironmaces were traced on Erik's skull when his tomb was opened in the seventeenth century.
 But I am not writing a guide-book.
 There are good hotels in Viborg—Preisler's and the Phoenix are all that can be desired.But my cousin, whose experiences I have to tell you now, went to the Golden Lion thefirst time that he visited Viborg. He has not been there since, and the following pageswill, perhaps, explain the reason of his abstention.
 The Golden Lion is one of the very few houses in the town that were not destroyed inthe great fire of 1726, which practically demolished the cathedral, the Sognekirke, theRaadhuus, and so much else that was old and interesting. It is a great red-brick house—that is, the front is of brick, with corbie steps on the gables and a text over the door; butthe courtyard into which the omnibus drives is of black and white wood and plaster.
 The sun was declining in the heavens when my cousin walked up to the door, and thelight smote full upon the imposing façade of the house. He was delighted with the old-fashioned aspect of the place, and promised himself a thoroughly satisfactory andamusing stay in an inn so typical of old Jutland.
 It was not business in the ordinary sense of the word that had brought Mr Anderson toViborg. He was engaged upon some researches into the Church history of Denmark, andit had come to his knowledge that in the Rigsarkiv of Viborg there were papers, saved
 from the fire, relating to the last days of Roman Catholicism in the country. Heproposed, therefore, to spend a considerable time—perhaps as much as a fortnight orthree weeks—in examining and copying these, and he hoped that the Golden Lionwould be able to give him a room of sufficient size to serve alike as a bedroom and astudy. His wishes were explained to the landlord, and, after a certain amount of thought,the latter suggested that perhaps it might be the best way for the gentleman to look atone or two of the larger rooms and pick one for himself. It seemed a good idea.
 The top floor was soon rejected as entailing too much getting upstairs after the day'swork; the second floor contained no room of exactly the dimensions required; but on thefirst floor there was a choice of two or three rooms which would, so far as size went,
 suit admirably.
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 The landlord was strongly in favour of Number 17, but Mr Anderson pointed out that itswindows commanded only the blank wall of the next house, and that it would be verydark in the afternoon. Either Number 12 or Number 14 would be better, for both ofthem looked on the street, and the bright evening light and the pretty view would morethan compensate him for the additional amount of noise.
 Eventually Number 12 was selected. Like its neighbours, it had three windows, all onone side of the room; it was fairly high and unusually long. There was, of course, nofireplace, but the stove was handsome and rather old—a cast-iron erection, on the sideof which was a representation of Abraham sacrificing Isaac, and the inscription, 'I BogMose, Cap. 22,' above. Nothing else in the room was remarkable; the only interestingpicture was an old coloured print of the town, date about 1820.
 Supper-time was approaching, but when Anderson, refreshed by the ordinary ablutions,descended the staircase, there were still a few minutes before the bell rang. He devotedthem to examining the list of his fellow-lodgers. As is usual in Denmark, their names
 were displayed on a large blackboard, divided into columns and lines, the numbers ofthe rooms being painted in at the beginning of each line. The list was not exciting.There was an advocate, or Sagförer, a German, and some bagmen from Copenhagen.The one and only point which suggested any food for thought was the absence of anyNumber 13 from the tale of the rooms, and even this was a thing which Anderson hadalready noticed half a dozen times in his experience of Danish hotels. He could not helpwondering whether the objection to that particular number, common as it is, was sowidespread and so strong as to make it difficult to let a room so ticketed, and heresolved to ask the landlord if he and his colleagues in the profession had actually metwith many clients who refused to be accommodated in the thirteenth room.
 He had nothing to tell me (I am giving the story as I heard it from him) about whatpassed at supper, and the evening, which was spent in unpacking and arranging hisclothes, books, and papers, was not more eventful. Towards eleven o'clock he resolvedto go to bed, but with him, as with a good many other people nowadays, an almostnecessary preliminary to bed, if he meant to sleep, was the reading of a few pages ofprint, and he now remembered that the particular book which he had been reading in thetrain, and which alone would satisfy him at that present moment, was in the pocket ofhis great-coat, then hanging on a peg outside the dining-room.
 To run down and secure it was the work of a moment, and, as the passages were by no
 means dark, it was not difficult for him to find his way back to his own door. So, atleast, he thought; but when he arrived there, and turned the handle, the door entirelyrefused to open, and he caught the sound of a hasty movement towards it from within.He had tried the wrong door, of course. Was his own room to the right or to the left? Heglanced at the number: it was 13. His room would be on the left; and so it was. And notbefore he had been in bed for some minutes, had read his wonted three or four pages ofhis book, blown out his light, and turned over to go to sleep, did it occur to him that,whereas on the blackboard of the hotel there had been no Number 13, there wasundoubtedly a room numbered 13 in the hotel. He felt rather sorry he had not chosen itfor his own. Perhaps he might have done the landlord a little service by occupying it,and given him the chance of saying that a well-born English gentleman had lived in it
 for three weeks and liked it very much. But probably it was used as a servant's room orsomething of the kind. After all, it was most likely not so large or good a room as his
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 own. And he looked drowsily about the room, which was fairly perceptible in the half-light from the street-lamp. It was a curious effect, he thought. Rooms usually look largerin a dim light than a full one, but this seemed to have contracted in length and grownproportionately higher. Well, well! sleep was more important than these vagueruminations—and to sleep he went.
 On the day after his arrival Anderson attacked the Rigsarkiv of Viborg. He was, as onemight expect in Denmark, kindly received, and access to all that he wished to see wasmade as easy for him as possible. The documents laid before him were far morenumerous and interesting than he had at all anticipated. Besides official papers, therewas a large bundle of correspondence relating to Bishop Jörgen Friis, the last RomanCatholic who held the see, and in these there cropped up many amusing and what arecalled 'intimate' details of private life and individual character. There was much talk of ahouse owned by the Bishop, but not inhabited by him, in the town. Its tenant wasapparently somewhat of a scandal and a stumbling-block to the reforming party. He wasa disgrace, they wrote, to the city; he practised secret and wicked arts, and had sold his
 soul to the enemy. It was of a piece with the gross corruption and superstition of theBabylonish Church that such a viper and blood-sucking Troldmand  should bepatronized and harboured by the Bishop. The Bishop met these reproaches boldly; heprotested his own abhorrence of all such things as secret arts, and required hisantagonists to bring the matter before the proper court—of course, the spiritual court—and sift it to the bottom. No one could be more ready and willing than himself tocondemn Mag Nicolas Francken if the evidence showed him to have been guilty of anyof the crimes informally alleged against him.
 Anderson had not time to do more than glance at the next letter of the Protestant leader,Rasmus Nielsen, before the record office was closed for the day, but he gathered itsgeneral tenor, which was to the effect that Christian men were now no longer bound bythe decisions of Bishops of Rome, and that the Bishop's Court was not, and could notbe, a fit or competent tribunal to judge so grave and weighty a cause.
 On leaving the office, Mr Anderson was accompanied by the old gentleman whopresided over it, and, as they walked, the conversation very naturally turned to thepapers of which I have just been speaking.
 Herr Scavenius, the Archivist of Viborg, though very well informed as to the generalrun of the documents under his charge, was not a specialist in those of the Reformation
 period. He was much interested in what Anderson had to tell him about them. He lookedforward with great pleasure, he said, to seeing the publication in which Mr Andersonspoke of embodying their contents. 'This house of the Bishop Friis,' he added, 'it is agreat puzzle to me where it can have stood. I have studied carefully the topography ofold Viborg, but it is most unlucky—of the old terrier of the Bishop's property which wasmade in 1560, and of which we have the greater part in the Arkiv—just the piece whichhad the list of the town property is missing. Never mind. Perhaps I shall some daysucceed to find him.'
 After taking some exercise—I forget exactly how or where—Anderson went back to theGolden Lion, his supper, his game of patience, and his bed. On the way to his room it
 occurred to him that he had forgotten to talk to the landlord about the omission of
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 Number 13 from the hotel board, and also that he might as well make sure that Number13 did actually exist before he made any reference to the matter.
 The decision was not difficult to arrive at. There was the door with its number as plainas could be, and work of some kind was evidently going on inside it, for as he neared
 the door he could hear footsteps and voices, or a voice, within. During the few secondsin which he halted to make sure of the number, the footsteps ceased, seemingly verynear the door, and he was a little startled at hearing a quick hissing breathing as of aperson in strong excitement. He went on to his own room, and again he was surprised tofind how much smaller it seemed now than it had when he selected it. It was a slightdisappointment, but only slight. If he found it really not large enough, he could veryeasily shift to another. In the meantime he wanted something—as far as I remember itwas a pocket-handkerchief—out of his portmanteau, which had been placed by theporter on a very inadequate trestle or stool against the wall at the farthest end of theroom from his bed. Here was a very curious thing: the portmanteau was not to be seen.It had been moved by officious servants; doubtless the contents had been put in the
 wardrobe. No, none of them were there. This was vexatious. The idea of a theft hedismissed at once. Such things rarely happen in Denmark, but some piece of stupidityhad certainly been performed (which is not so uncommon), and the stuepige must beseverely spoken to. Whatever it was that he wanted, it was not so necessary to hiscomfort that he could not wait till the morning for it, and he therefore settled not to ringthe bell and disturb the servants. He went to the window—the right-hand window itwas—and looked out on the quiet street. There was a tall building opposite, with largespaces of dead wall; no passers-by; a dark night; and very little to be seen of any kind.
 The light was behind him, and he could see his own shadow clearly cast on the wallopposite. Also the shadow of the bearded man in Number 11 on the left, who passed toand fro in shirtsleeves once or twice, and was seen first brushing his hair, and later on ina nightgown. Also the shadow of the occupant of Number 13 on the right. This might bemore interesting. Number 13 was, like himself, leaning on his elbows on the window-sill looking out into the street. He seemed to be a tall thin man—or was it by any chancea woman?—at least, it was someone who covered his or her head with some kind ofdrapery before going to bed, and, he thought, must be possessed of a red lamp-shade—and the lamp must be flickering very much. There was a distinct playing up and downof a dull red light on the opposite wall. He craned out a little to see if he could make anymore of the figure, but beyond a fold of some light, perhaps white, material on thewindow-sill he could see nothing.
 Now came a distant step in the street, and its approach seemed to recall Number 13 to asense of his exposed position, for very swiftly and suddenly he swept aside from thewindow, and his red light went out. Anderson, who had been smoking a cigarette, laidthe end of it on the window-sill and went to bed.
 Next morning he was woken by the stuepige with hot water, etc. He roused himself, andafter thinking out the correct Danish words, said as distinctly as he could:
 'You must not move my portmanteau. Where is it?'
 As is not uncommon, the maid laughed, and went away without making any distinctanswer.
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 indication of such a failure of eye or brain as his experiences of the morning had ledhim to fear.
 At supper he found himself next to the landlord.
 'What,' he asked him, after some indifferent conversation, 'is the reason why in most ofthe hotels one visits in this country the number thirteen is left out of the list of rooms? Isee you have none here.'
 The landlord seemed amused.
 'To think that you should have noticed a thing like that! I've thought about it once ortwice myself, to tell the truth. An educated man, I've said, has no business with thesesuperstitious notions. I was brought up myself here in the high school of Viborg, andour old master was always a man to set his face against anything of that kind. He's beendead now this many years—a fine upstanding man he was, and ready with his hands as
 well as his head. I recollect us boys, one snowy day—'
 Here he plunged into reminiscence.
 'Then you don't think there is any particular objection to having aNumber 13?' said Anderson.
 'Ah! to be sure. Well, you understand, I was brought up to the business by my poor oldfather. He kept an hotel in Aarhuus first, and then, when we were born, he moved toViborg here, which was his native place, and had the Phoenix here until he died. Thatwas in 1876. Then I started business in Silkeborg, and only the year before last I movedinto this house.'
 Then followed more details as to the state of the house and business when first takenover.
 'And when you came here, was there a Number 13?'
 'No, no. I was going to tell you about that. You see, in a place like this, the commercialclass—the travellers—are what we have to provide for in general. And put them inNumber 13? Why, they'd as soon sleep in the street, or sooner. As far as I'm concerned
 myself, it wouldn't make a penny difference to me what the number of my room was,and so I've often said to them; but they stick to it that it brings them bad luck. Quantitiesof stories they have among them of men that have slept in a Number 13 and never beenthe same again, or lost their best customers, or—one thing and another,' said thelandlord, after searching for a more graphic phrase.
 'Then what do you use your Number 13 for?' said Anderson, conscious as he said thewords of a curious anxiety quite disproportionate to the importance of the question.
 'My Number 13? Why, don't I tell you that there isn't such a thing in the house? Ithought you might have noticed that. If there was it would be next door to your own
 room.'
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 'Well, yes; only I happened to think—that is, I fancied last night that I had seen a doornumbered thirteen in that passage; and, really, I am almost certain I must have beenright, for I saw it the night before as well.'
 Of course, Herr Kristensen laughed this notion to scorn, as Anderson had expected, and
 emphasized with much iteration the fact that no Number 13 existed or had existedbefore him in that hotel.
 Anderson was in some ways relieved by his certainty, but still puzzled, and he began tothink that the best way to make sure whether he had indeed been subject to an illusionor not was to invite the landlord to his room to smoke a cigar later on in the evening.Some photographs of English towns which he had with him formed a sufficiently goodexcuse.
 Herr Kristensen was flattered by the invitation, and most willingly accepted it. At aboutten o'clock he was to make his appearance, but before that Anderson had some letters to
 write, and retired for the purpose of writing them. He almost blushed to himself atconfessing it, but he could not deny that it was the fact that he was becoming quitenervous about the question of the existence of Number 13; so much so that heapproached his room by way of Number 11, in order that he might not be obliged topass the door, or the place where the door ought to be. He looked quickly andsuspiciously about the room when he entered it, but there was nothing, beyond thatindefinable air of being smaller than usual, to warrant any misgivings. There was noquestion of the presence or absence of his portmanteau tonight. He had himself emptiedit of its contents and lodged it under his bed. With a certain effort he dismissed thethought of Number 13 from his mind, and sat down to his writing.
 His neighbours were quiet enough. Occasionally a door opened in the passage and a pairof boots was thrown out, or a bagman walked past humming to himself, and outside,from time to time, a cart thundered over the atrocious cobble-stones, or a quick stephurried along the flags.
 Anderson finished his letters, ordered in whisky and soda, and then went to the windowand studied the dead wall opposite and the shadows upon it.
 As far as he could remember, Number 14 had been occupied by the lawyer, a staid man,who said little at meals, being generally engaged in studying a small bundle of papers
 beside his plate. Apparently, however, he was in the habit of giving vent to his animalspirits when alone. Why else should he be dancing? The shadow from the next roomevidently showed that he was. Again and again his thin form crossed the window, hisarms waved, and a gaunt leg was kicked up with surprising agility. He seemed to bebarefooted, and the floor must be well laid, for no sound betrayed his movements.Sagförer Herr Anders Jensen, dancing at ten o'clock at night in a hotel bedroom, seemeda fitting subject for a historical painting in the grand style; and Anderson's thoughts, likethose of Emily in the 'Mysteries of Udolpho', began to 'arrange themselves in thefollowing lines':
 When I return to my hotel,
 At ten o'clock p.m.,The waiters think I am unwell;
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   I do not care for them.But when I've locked my chamber door,And put my boots outside,I dance all night upon the floor.
 And even if my neighbours swore,I'd go on dancing all the more,For I'm acquainted with the law,And in despite of all their jaw,Their protests I deride.
 Had not the landlord at this moment knocked at the door, it is probable that quite a longpoem might have been laid before the reader. To judge from his look of surprise whenhe found himself in the room, Herr Kristensen was struck, as Anderson had been, bysomething unusual in its aspect. But he made no remark. Anderson's photographsinterested him mightily, and formed the text of many autobiographical discourses. Nor
 is it quite clear how the conversation could have been diverted into the desired channelof Number 13, had not the lawyer at this moment begun to sing, and to sing in a mannerwhich could leave no doubt in anyone's mind that he was either exceedingly drunk orraving mad. It was a high, thin voice that they heard, and it seemed dry, as if from longdisuse. Of words or tune there was no question. It went sailing up to a surprising height,and was carried down with a despairing moan as of a winter wind in a hollow chimney,or an organ whose wind fails suddenly. It was a really horrible sound, and Anderson feltthat if he had been alone he must have fled for refuge and society to some neighbourbagman's room.
 The landlord sat open-mouthed.
 'I don't understand it,' he said at last, wiping his forehead. 'It is dreadful. I have heard itonce before, but I made sure it was a cat.'
 'Is he mad?' said Anderson.
 'He must be; and what a sad thing! Such a good customer, too, and so successful in hisbusiness, by what I hear, and a young family to bring up.'
 Just then came an impatient knock at the door, and the knocker entered, without waiting
 to be asked. It was the lawyer, in déshabille and very rough-haired; and very angry helooked.
 'I beg pardon, sir,' he said, 'but I should be much obliged if you would kindly desist—'
 Here he stopped, for it was evident that neither of the persons before him wasresponsible for the disturbance; and after a moment's lull it swelled forth again morewildly than before.
 'But what in the name of Heaven does it mean?' broke out the lawyer.'Where is it? Who is it? Am I going out of my mind?'
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 The landlord nodded, and hurried off, glad to be away from the scene of action. Jensenand Anderson remained outside looking at the door.
 'It is Number 13, you see,' said the latter.
 'Yes; there is your door, and there is mine,' said Jensen.
 'My room has three windows in the daytime,' said Anderson with difficulty, suppressinga nervous laugh.
 'By George, so has mine!' said the lawyer, turning and looking at Anderson. His backwas now to the door. In that moment the door opened, and an arm came out and clawedat his shoulder. It was clad in ragged, yellowish linen, and the bare skin, where it couldbe seen, had long grey hair upon it.
 Anderson was just in time to pull Jensen out of its reach with a cry of disgust and fright,
 when the door shut again, and a low laugh was heard.
 Jensen had seen nothing, but when Anderson hurriedly told him what a risk he had run,he fell into a great state of agitation, and suggested that they should retire from theenterprise and lock themselves up in one or other of their rooms.
 However, while he was developing this plan, the landlord and two able-bodied menarrived on the scene, all looking rather serious and alarmed. Jensen met them with atorrent of description and explanation, which did not at all tend to encourage them forthe fray.
 The men dropped the crowbars they had brought, and said flatly that they were notgoing to risk their throats in that devil's den. The landlord was miserably nervous andundecided, conscious that if the danger were not faced his hotel was ruined, and veryloth to face it himself. Luckily Anderson hit upon a way of rallying the demoralizedforce.
 'Is this,' he said, 'the Danish courage I have heard so much of? It isn't a German in there,and if it was, we are five to one.'
 The two servants and Jensen were stung into action by this, and made a dash at the door.
 'Stop!' said Anderson. 'Don't lose your heads. You stay out here with the light, landlord,and one of you two men break in the door, and don't go in when it gives way.'
 The men nodded, and the younger stepped forward, raised his crowbar, and dealt atremendous blow on the upper panel. The result was not in the least what any of themanticipated. There was no cracking or rending of wood—only a dull sound, as if thesolid wall had been struck. The man dropped his tool with a shout, and began rubbinghis elbow. His cry drew their eyes upon him for a moment; then Anderson looked at thedoor again. It was gone; the plaster wall of the passage stared him in the face, with aconsiderable gash in it where the crowbar had struck it. Number 13 had passed out of
 existence.
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 For a brief space they stood perfectly still, gazing at the blank wall. An early cock in theyard beneath was heard to crow; and as Anderson glanced in the direction of the sound,he saw through the window at the end of the long passage that the eastern sky waspaling to the dawn.
 'Perhaps,' said the landlord, with hesitation, 'you gentlemen would like another room fortonight—a double-bedded one?'
 Neither Jensen nor Anderson was averse to the suggestion. They felt inclined to hunt incouples after their late experience. It was found convenient, when each of them went tohis room to collect the articles he wanted for the night, that the other should go with himand hold the candle. They noticed that both Number 12 and Number 14 had three windows.
 * * * * *
 Next morning the same party reassembled in Number 12. The landlord was naturallyanxious to avoid engaging outside help, and yet it was imperative that the mysteryattaching to that part of the house should be cleared up. Accordingly the two servantshad been induced to take upon them the function of carpenters. The furniture wascleared away, and, at the cost of a good many irretrievably damaged planks, that portionof the floor was taken up which lay nearest to Number 14.
 You will naturally suppose that a skeleton—say that of Mag Nicolas Francken—wasdiscovered. That was not so. What they did find lying between the beams whichsupported the flooring was a small copper box. In it was a neatly-folded vellumdocument, with about twenty lines of writing. Both Anderson and Jensen (who provedto be something of a palaeographer) were much excited by this discovery, whichpromised to afford the key to these extraordinary phenomena.
 * * * * *
 I possess a copy of an astrological work which I have never read. It has, by way offrontispiece, a woodcut by Hans Sebald Beham, representing a number of sages seatedround a table. This detail may enable connoisseurs to identify the book. I cannot myselfrecollect its title, and it is not at this moment within reach; but the fly-leaves of it arecovered with writing, and, during the ten years in which I have owned the volume, I
 have not been able to determine which way up this writing ought to be read, much lessin what language it is. Not dissimilar was the position of Anderson and Jensen after theprotracted examination to which they submitted the document in the copper box.
 After two days' contemplation of it, Jensen, who was the bolder spirit of the two,hazarded the conjecture that the language was either Latin or Old Danish.
 Anderson ventured upon no surmises, and was very willing to surrender the box and theparchment to the Historical Society of Viborg to be placed in their museum.
 I had the whole story from him a few months later, as we sat in a wood near Upsala,
 after a visit to the library there, where we—or, rather, I—had laughed over the contract
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 pretty clearly that of over-inquisitiveness, possibly a good fault in a traveller, certainly afault for which this traveller paid dearly enough in the end.
 On what proved to be his last expedition, he was plotting another book. Scandinavia, aregion not widely known to Englishmen forty years ago, had struck him as an
 interesting field. He must have alighted on some old books of Swedish history ormemoirs, and the idea had struck him that there was room for a book descriptive oftravel in Sweden, interspersed with episodes from the history of some of the greatSwedish families. He procured letters of introduction, therefore, to some persons ofquality in Sweden, and set out thither in the early summer of 1863.
 Of his travels in the North there is no need to speak, nor of his residence of some weeksin Stockholm. I need only mention that some savant  resident there put him on the trackof an important collection of family papers belonging to the proprietors of an ancientmanor-house in Vestergothland, and obtained for him permission to examine them.
 The manor-house, or herrgard , in question is to be called Råbäck (pronouncedsomething like Roebeck), though that is not its name. It is one of the best buildings ofits kind in all the country, and the picture of it in Dahlenberg's Suecia antiqua et
 moderna, engraved in 1694, shows it very much as the tourist may see it today. It wasbuilt soon after 1600, and is, roughly speaking, very much like an English house of thatperiod in respect of material—red-brick with stone facings—and style. The man whobuilt it was a scion of the great house of De la Gardie, and his descendants possess itstill. De la Gardie is the name by which I will designate them when mention of thembecomes necessary.
 They received Mr Wraxall with great kindness and courtesy, and pressed him to stay inthe house as long as his researches lasted. But, preferring to be independent, andmistrusting his powers of conversing in Swedish, he settled himself at the village inn,which turned out quite sufficiently comfortable, at any rate during the summer months.This arrangement would entail a short walk daily to and from the manor-house ofsomething under a mile. The house itself stood in a park, and was protected—we shouldsay grown up—with large old timber. Near it you found the walled garden, and thenentered a close wood fringing one of the small lakes with which the whole country ispitted. Then came the wall of the demesne, and you climbed a steep knoll—a knob ofrock lightly covered with soil—and on the top of this stood the church, fenced in withtall dark trees. It was a curious building to English eyes. The nave and aisles were low,
 and filled with pews and galleries. In the western gallery stood the handsome old organ,gaily painted, and with silver pipes. The ceiling was flat, and had been adorned by aseventeenth-century artist with a strange and hideous 'Last Judgement', full of luridflames, falling cities, burning ships, crying souls, and brown and smiling demons.Handsome brass coronae hung from the roof; the pulpit was like a doll's-house coveredwith little painted wooden cherubs and saints; a stand with three hour-glasses washinged to the preacher's desk. Such sights as these may be seen in many a church inSweden now, but what distinguished this one was an addition to the original building.At the eastern end of the north aisle the builder of the manor-house had erected amausoleum for himself and his family. It was a largish eight-sided building, lighted by aseries of oval windows, and it had a domed roof, topped by a kind of pumpkin-shaped
 object rising into a spire, a form in which Swedish architects greatly delighted. The roofwas of copper externally, and was painted black, while the walls, in common with those
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 of the church, were staringly white. To this mausoleum there was no access from thechurch. It had a portal and steps of its own on the northern side.
 Past the churchyard the path to the village goes, and not more than three or four minutesbring you to the inn door.
 On the first day of his stay at Råbäck Mr Wraxall found the church door open, andmade these notes of the interior which I have epitomized. Into the mausoleum, however,he could not make his way. He could by looking through the keyhole just descry thatthere were fine marble effigies and sarcophagi of copper, and a wealth of armorialornament, which made him very anxious to spend some time in investigation.
 The papers he had come to examine at the manor-house proved to be of just the kind hewanted for his book. There were family correspondence, journals, and account-books ofthe earliest owners of the estate, very carefully kept and clearly written, full of amusingand picturesque detail. The first De la Gardie appeared in them as a strong and capable
 man. Shortly after the building of the mansion there had been a period of distress in thedistrict, and the peasants had risen and attacked several châteaux and done somedamage. The owner of Råbäck took a leading part in supressing trouble, and there wasreference to executions of ring-leaders and severe punishments inflicted with no sparinghand.
 The portrait of this Magnus de la Gardie was one of the best in the house, and MrWraxall studied it with no little interest after his day's work. He gives no detaileddescription of it, but I gather that the face impressed him rather by its power than by itsbeauty or goodness; in fact, he writes that Count Magnus was an almost phenomenallyugly man.
 On this day Mr Wraxall took his supper with the family, and walked back in the late butstill bright evening.
 'I must remember,' he writes, 'to ask the sexton if he can let me into the mausoleum atthe church. He evidently has access to it himself, for I saw him tonight standing on thesteps, and, as I thought, locking or unlocking the door.'
 I find that early on the following day Mr Wraxall had some conversation with hislandlord. His setting it down at such length as he does surprised me at first; but I soon
 realized that the papers I was reading were, at least in their beginning, the materials forthe book he was meditating, and that it was to have been one of those quasi-journalisticproductions which admit of the introduction of an admixture of conversational matter.
 His object, he says, was to find out whether any traditions of Count Magnus de laGardie lingered on in the scenes of that gentleman's activity, and whether the popularestimate of him were favourable or not. He found that the Count was decidedly not afavourite. If his tenants came late to their work on the days which they owed to him asLord of the Manor, they were set on the wooden horse, or flogged and branded in themanor-house yard. One or two cases there were of men who had occupied lands whichencroached on the lord's domain, and whose houses had been mysteriously burnt on a
 winter's night, with the whole family inside. But what seemed to dwell on theinnkeeper's mind most—for he returned to the subject more than once—was that the
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 Count had been on the Black Pilgrimage, and had brought something or someone backwith him.
 You will naturally inquire, as Mr Wraxall did, what the Black Pilgrimage may havebeen. But your curiosity on the point must remain unsatisfied for the time being, just as
 his did. The landlord was evidently unwilling to give a full answer, or indeed anyanswer, on the point, and, being called out for a moment, trotted out with obviousalacrity, only putting his head in at the door a few minutes afterwards to say that he wascalled away to Skara, and should not be back till evening.
 So Mr Wraxall had to go unsatisfied to his day's work at the manor-house. The paperson which he was just then engaged soon put his thoughts into another channel, for hehad to occupy himself with glancing over the correspondence between Sophia Albertinain Stockholm and her married cousin Ulrica Leonora at Råbäck in the years 1705-10.The letters were of exceptional interest from the light they threw upon the culture of thatperiod in Sweden, as anyone can testify who has read the full edition of them in the
 publications of the Swedish Historical Manuscripts Commission.
 In the afternoon he had done with these, and after returning the boxes in which theywere kept to their places on the shelf, he proceeded, very naturally, to take down someof the volumes nearest to them, in order to determine which of them had best be hisprincipal subject of investigation next day. The shelf he had hit upon was occupiedmostly by a collection of account-books in the writing of the first Count Magnus. Butone among them was not an account-book, but a book of alchemical and other tracts inanother sixteenth-century hand. Not being very familiar with alchemical literature, MrWraxall spends much space which he might have spared in setting out the names andbeginnings of the various treatises: The book of the Phoenix, book of the Thirty Words,book of the Toad, book of Miriam, Turba philosophorum, and so forth; and then heannounces with a good deal of circumstance his delight at finding, on a leaf originallyleft blank near the middle of the book, some writing of Count Magnus himself headed'Liber nigrae peregrinationis'. It is true that only a few lines were written, but there wasquite enough to show that the landlord had that morning been referring to a belief atleast as old as the time of Count Magnus, and probably shared by him. This is theEnglish of what was written:
 'If any man desires to obtain a long life, if he would obtain a faithful messenger and seethe blood of his enemies, it is necessary that he should first go into the city of Chorazin,
 and there salute the prince….' Here there was an erasure of one word, not verythoroughly done, so that Mr Wraxall felt pretty sure that he was right in reading it asaeris ('of the air'). But there was no more of the text copied, only a line in Latin: Quaere
 reliqua hujus materiei inter secretiora. (See the rest of this matter among the moreprivate things.)
 It could not be denied that this threw a rather lurid light upon the tastes and beliefs ofthe Count; but to Mr Wraxall, separated from him by nearly three centuries, the thoughtthat he might have added to his general forcefulness alchemy, and to alchemysomething like magic, only made him a more picturesque figure, and when, after arather prolonged contemplation of his picture in the hall, Mr Wraxall set out on his
 homeward way, his mind was full of the thought of Count Magnus. He had no eyes forhis surroundings, no perception of the evening scents of the woods or the evening light
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 on the lake; and when all of a sudden he pulled up short, he was astonished to findhimself already at the gate of the churchyard, and within a few minutes of his dinner.His eyes fell on the mausoleum.
 'Ah,' he said, 'Count Magnus, there you are. I should dearly like to see you.'
 'Like many solitary men,' he writes, 'I have a habit of talking to myself aloud; and,unlike some of the Greek and Latin particles, I do not expect an answer. Certainly, andperhaps fortunately in this case, there was neither voice nor any that regarded: only thewoman who, I suppose, was cleaning up the church, dropped some metallic object onthe floor, whose clang startled me. Count Magnus, I think, sleeps sound enough.'
 That same evening the landlord of the inn, who had heard Mr Wraxall say that hewished to see the clerk or deacon (as he would be called in Sweden) of the parish,introduced him to that official in the inn parlour. A visit to the De la Gardie tomb-housewas soon arranged for the next day, and a little general conversation ensued.
 Mr Wraxall, remembering that one function of Scandinavian deacons is to teachcandidates for Confirmation, thought he would refresh his own memory on a Biblicalpoint.
 'Can you tell me,' he said, 'anything about Chorazin?'
 The deacon seemed startled, but readily reminded him how that village had once beendenounced.
 'To be sure,' said Mr Wraxall; 'it is, I suppose, quite a ruin now?'
 'So I expect,' replied the deacon. 'I have heard some of our old priests say that Antichristis to be born there; and there are tales—'
 'Ah! what tales are those?' Mr Wraxall put in.
 'Tales, I was going to say, which I have forgotten,' said the deacon; and soon after thathe said good night.
 The landlord was now alone, and at Mr Wraxall's mercy; and that inquirer was not
 inclined to spare him.
 'Herr Nielsen,' he said, 'I have found out something about the Black Pilgrimage. Youmay as well tell me what you know. What did the Count bring back with him?'
 Swedes are habitually slow, perhaps, in answering, or perhaps the landlord was anexception. I am not sure; but Mr Wraxall notes that the landlord spent at least oneminute in looking at him before he said anything at all. Then he came close up to hisguest, and with a good deal of effort he spoke:
 'Mr Wraxall, I can tell you this one little tale, and no more—not any more. You must
 not ask anything when I have done. In my grandfather's time—that is, ninety-two yearsago—there were two men who said: "The Count is dead; we do not care for him. We
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 will go tonight and have a free hunt in his wood"—the long wood on the hill that youhave seen behind Råbäck. Well, those that heard them say this, they said: "No, do notgo; we are sure you will meet with persons walking who should not be walking. Theyshould be resting, not walking." These men laughed. There were no forestmen to keepthe wood, because no one wished to live there. The family were not here at the house.
 These men could do what they wished.
 'Very well, they go to the wood that night. My grandfather was sitting here in this room.It was the summer, and a light night. With the window open, he could see out to thewood, and hear.
 'So he sat there, and two or three men with him, and they listened. At first they hearnothing at all; then they hear someone—you know how far away it is—they hearsomeone scream, just as if the most inside part of his soul was twisted out of him. All ofthem in the room caught hold of each other, and they sat so for three-quarters of anhour. Then they hear someone else, only about three hundred ells off. They hear him
 laugh out loud: it was not one of those two men that laughed, and, indeed, they have allof them said that it was not any man at all. After that they hear a great door shut.
 'Then, when it was just light with the sun, they all went to the priest.They said to him:
 '"Father, put on your gown and your ruff, and come to bury these men,Anders Bjornsen and Hans Thorbjorn."
 'You understand that they were sure these men were dead. So they went to the wood—my grandfather never forgot this. He said they were all like so many dead menthemselves. The priest, too, he was in a white fear. He said when they came to him:
 '"I heard one cry in the night, and I heard one laugh afterwards. If I cannot forget that, Ishall not be able to sleep again."
 'So they went to the wood, and they found these men on the edge of the wood. HansThorbjorn was standing with his back against a tree, and all the time he was pushingwith his hands—pushing something away from him which was not there. So he was notdead. And they led him away, and took him to the house at Nykjoping, and he diedbefore the winter; but he went on pushing with his hands. Also Anders Bjornsen was
 there; but he was dead. And I tell you this about Anders Bjornsen, that he was once abeautiful man, but now his face was not there, because the flesh of it was sucked awayoff the bones. You understand that? My grandfather did not forget that. And they laidhim on the bier which they brought, and they put a cloth over his head, and the priestwalked before; and they began to sing the psalm for the dead as well as they could. So,as they were singing the end of the first verse, one fell down, who was carrying the headof the bier, and the others looked back, and they saw that the cloth had fallen off, andthe eyes of Anders Bjornsen were looking up, because there was nothing to close overthem. And this they could not bear. Therefore the priest laid the cloth upon him, andsent for a spade, and they buried him in that place.'
 The next day Mr Wraxall records that the deacon called for him soon after his breakfast,and took him to the church and mausoleum. He noticed that the key of the latter was
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 hung on a nail just by the pulpit, and it occurred to him that, as the church door seemedto be left unlocked as a rule, it would not be difficult for him to pay a second and moreprivate visit to the monuments if there proved to be more of interest among them thancould be digested at first. The building, when he entered it, he found not unimposing.The monuments, mostly large erections of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries,
 were dignified if luxuriant, and the epitaphs and heraldry were copious. The centralspace of the domed room was occupied by three copper sarcophagi, covered with finely-engraved ornament. Two of them had, as is commonly the case in Denmark andSweden, a large metal crucifix on the lid. The third, that of Count Magnus, as itappeared, had, instead of that, a full-length effigy engraved upon it, and round the edgewere several bands of similar ornament representing various scenes. One was a battle,with cannon belching out smoke, and walled towns, and troops of pikemen. Anothershowed an execution. In a third, among trees, was a man running at full speed, withflying hair and outstretched hands. After him followed a strange form; it would be hardto say whether the artist had intended it for a man, and was unable to give the requisitesimilitude, or whether it was intentionally made as monstrous as it looked. In view of
 the skill with which the rest of the drawing was done, Mr Wraxall felt inclined to adoptthe latter idea. The figure was unduly short, and was for the most part muffled in ahooded garment which swept the ground. The only part of the form which projectedfrom that shelter was not shaped like any hand or arm. Mr Wraxall compares it to thetentacle of a devil-fish, and continues: 'On seeing this, I said to myself, "This, then,which is evidently an allegorical representation of some kind—a fiend pursuing ahunted soul—may be the origin of the story of Count Magnus and his mysteriouscompanion. Let us see how the huntsman is pictured: doubtless it will be a demonblowing his horn.'" But, as it turned out, there was no such sensational figure, only thesemblance of a cloaked man on a hillock, who stood leaning on a stick, and watchingthe hunt with an interest which the engraver had tried to express in his attitude.
 Mr Wraxall noted the finely-worked and massive steel padlocks—three in number—which secured the sarcophagus. One of them, he saw, was detached, and lay on thepavement. And then, unwilling to delay the deacon longer or to waste his own working-time, he made his way onward to the manor-house.
 'It is curious,' he notes, 'how, on retracing a familiar path, one's thoughts engross one tothe absolute exclusion of surrounding objects. Tonight, for the second time, I hadentirely failed to notice where I was going (I had planned a private visit to the tomb-house to copy the epitaphs), when I suddenly, as it were, awoke to consciousness, and
 found myself (as before) turning in at the churchyard gate, and, I believe, singing orchanting some such words as, "Are you awake, Count Magnus? Are you asleep, CountMagnus?" and then something more which I have failed to recollect. It seemed to methat I must have been behaving in this nonsensical way for some time.'
 He found the key of the mausoleum where he had expected to find it, and copied thegreater part of what he wanted; in fact, he stayed until the light began to fail him.
 'I must have been wrong,' he writes, 'in saying that one of the padlocks of my Countssarcophagus was unfastened; I see tonight that two are loose. I picked both up, and laidthem carefully on the window-ledge, after trying unsuccessfully to close them. The
 remaining one is still firm, and, though I take it to be a spring lock, I cannot guess howit is opened. Had I succeeded in undoing it, I am almost afraid I should have taken the
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 liberty of opening the sarcophagus. It is strange, the interest I feel in the personality ofthis, I fear, somewhat ferocious and grim old noble.'
 The day following was, as it turned out, the last of Mr Wraxall's stay at Råbäck. Hereceived letters connected with certain investments which made it desirable that he
 should return to England; his work among the papers was practically done, andtravelling was slow. He decided, therefore, to make his farewells, put some finishingtouches to his notes, and be off.
 These finishing touches and farewells, as it turned out, took more time than he hadexpected. The hospitable family insisted on his staying to dine with them—they dined atthree—and it was verging on half past six before he was outside the iron gates ofRåbäck. He dwelt on every step of his walk by the lake, determined to saturate himself,now that he trod it for the last time, in the sentiment of the place and hour. And when hereached the summit of the churchyard knoll, he lingered for many minutes, gazing at thelimitless prospect of woods near and distant, all dark beneath a sky of liquid green.
 When at last he turned to go, the thought struck him that surely he must bid farewell toCount Magnus as well as the rest of the De la Gardies. The church was but twenty yardsaway, and he knew where the key of the mausoleum hung. It was not long before hewas standing over the great copper coffin, and, as usual, talking to himself aloud: 'Youmay have been a bit of a rascal in your time, Magnus,' he was saying, 'but for all that Ishould like to see you, or, rather—'
 'Just at that instant,' he says, 'I felt a blow on my foot. Hastily enough I drew it back,and something fell on the pavement with a clash. It was the third, the last of the threepadlocks which had fastened the sarcophagus. I stooped to pick it up, and—Heaven ismy witness that I am writing only the bare truth—before I had raised myself there was asound of metal hinges creaking, and I distinctly saw the lid shifting upwards. I mayhave behaved like a coward, but I could not for my life stay for one moment. I wasoutside that dreadful building in less time than I can write—almost as quickly as I couldhave said—the words; and what frightens me yet more, I could not turn the key in thelock. As I sit here in my room noting these facts, I ask myself (it was not twentyminutes ago) whether that noise of creaking metal continued, and I cannot tell whetherit did or not. I only know that there was something more than I have written thatalarmed me, but whether it was sound or sight I am not able to remember. What is thisthat I have done?'
 * * * * *
 Poor Mr Wraxall! He set out on his journey to England on the next day, as he hadplanned, and he reached England in safety; and yet, as I gather from his changed handand inconsequent jottings, a broken man. One of the several small note-books that havecome to me with his papers gives, not a key to, but a kind of inkling of, his experiences.Much of his journey was made by canal-boat, and I find not less than six painfulattempts to enumerate and describe his fellow-passengers. The entries are of this kind:
 24. Pastor of village in Skane. Usual black coat and soft black hat.
 25. Commercial traveller from Stockholm going to Trollhättan. Blackcloak, brown hat.
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 26. Man in long black cloak, broad-leafed hat, very old-fashioned.
 This entry is lined out, and a note added: 'Perhaps identical with No. 13. Have not yetseen his face.' On referring to No. 13, I find that he is a Roman priest in a cassock.
 The net result of the reckoning is always the same. Twenty-eight people appear in theenumeration, one being always a man in a long black cloak and broad hat, and another a'short figure in dark cloak and hood'. On the other hand, it is always noted that onlytwenty-six passengers appear at meals, and that the man in the cloak is perhaps absent,and the short figure is certainly absent.
 On reaching England, it appears that Mr Wraxall landed at Harwich, and that heresolved at once to put himself out of the reach of some person or persons whom henever specifies, but whom he had evidently come to regard as his pursuers. Accordinglyhe took a vehicle—it was a closed fly—not trusting the railway and drove acrosscountry to the village of Belchamp St Paul. It was about nine o'clock on a moonlight
 August night when he neared the place. He was sitting forward, and looking out of thewindow at the fields and thickets—there was little else to be seen—racing past him.Suddenly he came to a cross-road. At the corner two figures were standing motionless;both were in dark cloaks; the taller one wore a hat, the shorter a hood. He had no time tosee their faces, nor did they make any motion that he could discern. Yet the horse shiedviolently and broke into a gallop, and Mr Wraxall sank back into his seat in somethinglike desperation. He had seen them before.
 Arrived at Belchamp St Paul, he was fortunate enough to find a decent furnishedlodging, and for the next twenty-four hours he lived, comparatively speaking, in peace.His last notes were written on this day. They are too disjointed and ejaculatory to begiven here in full, but the substance of them is clear enough. He is expecting a visitfrom his pursuers—how or when he knows not—and his constant cry is 'What has hedone?' and 'Is there no hope?' Doctors, he knows, would call him mad, policemen wouldlaugh at him. The parson is away. What can he do but lock his door and cry to God?
 People still remember last year at Belchamp St Paul how a strange gentleman came oneevening in August years back; and how the next morning but one he was found dead,and there was an inquest; and the jury that viewed the body fainted, seven of 'em did,and none of 'em wouldn't speak to what they see, and the verdict was visitation of God;and how the people as kep' the 'ouse moved out that same week, and went away from
 that part. But they do not, I think, know that any glimmer of light has ever been thrown,or could be thrown, on the mystery. It so happened that last year the little house cameinto my hands as part of a legacy. It had stood empty since 1863, and there seemed noprospect of letting it; so I had it pulled down, and the papers of which I have given youan abstract were found in a forgotten cupboard under the window in the best bedroom.
 'OH, WHISTLE, AND I'LL COME TO YOU, MY
 LAD'

Page 55
                        

8/10/2019 ghosdt stories.pdf
 http://slidepdf.com/reader/full/ghosdt-storiespdf 55/208
 'I suppose you will be getting away pretty soon, now Full Term is over,Professor,' said a person not in the story to the Professor ofOntography, soon after they had sat down next to each other at a feast inthe hospitable hall of St James's College.
 The Professor was young, neat, and precise in speech.
 'Yes,' he said; 'my friends have been making me take up golf this term, and I mean to goto the East Coast—in point of fact to Burnstow—(I dare say you know it) for a week orten days, to improve my game. I hope to get off tomorrow.'
 'Oh, Parkins,' said his neighbour on the other side, 'if you are going to Burnstow, I wishyou would look at the site of the Templars' preceptory, and let me know if you think itwould be any good to have a dig there in the summer.'
 It was, as you might suppose, a person of antiquarian pursuits who said this, but, since
 he merely appears in this prologue, there is no need to give his entitlements.
 'Certainly,' said Parkins, the Professor: 'if you will describe to me whereabouts the siteis, I will do my best to give you an idea of the lie of the land when I get back; or I couldwrite to you about it, if you would tell me where you are likely to be.'
 'Don't trouble to do that, thanks. It's only that I'm thinking of taking my family in thatdirection in the Long, and it occurred to me that, as very few of the English preceptorieshave ever been properly planned, I might have an opportunity of doing somethinguseful on off-days.'
 The Professor rather sniffed at the idea that planning out a preceptory could bedescribed as useful. His neighbour continued:
 'The site—I doubt if there is anything showing above ground—must be down quiteclose to the beach now. The sea has encroached tremendously, as you know, all alongthat bit of coast. I should think, from the map, that it must be about three-quarters of amile from the Globe Inn, at the north end of the town. Where are you going to stay?'
 'Well, at  the Globe Inn, as a matter of fact,' said Parkins; 'I have engaged a room there. Icouldn't get in anywhere else; most of the lodging-houses are shut up in winter, it
 seems; and, as it is, they tell me that the only room of any size I can have is really adouble-bedded one, and that they haven't a corner in which to store the other bed, and soon. But I must have a fairly large room, for I am taking some books down, and mean todo a bit of work; and though I don't quite fancy having an empty bed—not to speak oftwo—in what I may call for the time being my study, I suppose I can manage to rough itfor the short time I shall be there.'
 'Do you call having an extra bed in your room roughing it, Parkins?' said a bluff personopposite. 'Look here, I shall come down and occupy it for a bit; it'll be company foryou.'
 The Professor quivered, but managed to laugh in a courteous manner.
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 'By all means, Rogers; there's nothing I should like better. But I'm afraid you would findit rather dull; you don't play golf, do you?'
 'No, thank Heaven!' said rude Mr Rogers.
 'Well, you see, when I'm not writing I shall most likely be out on the links, and that, as Isay, would be rather dull for you, I'm afraid.'
 'Oh, I don't know! There's certain to be somebody I know in the place; but, of course, ifyou don't want me, speak the word, Parkins; I shan't be offended. Truth, as you alwaystell us, is never offensive.'
 Parkins was, indeed, scrupulously polite and strictly truthful. It is to be feared that MrRogers sometimes practised upon his knowledge of these characteristics. In Parkins'sbreast there was a conflict now raging, which for a moment or two did not allow him toanswer. That interval being over, he said:
 'Well, if you want the exact truth, Rogers, I was considering whether the room I speakof would really be large enough to accommodate us both comfortably; and also whether(mind, I shouldn't have said this if you hadn't pressed me) you would not constitutesomething in the nature of a hindrance to my work.'
 Rogers laughed loudly.
 'Well done, Parkins!' he said. 'It's all right. I promise not to interrupt your work; don'tyou disturb yourself about that. No, I won't come if you don't want me; but I thought Ishould do so nicely to keep the ghosts off.' Here he might have been seen to wink and tonudge his next neighbour. Parkins might also have been seen to become pink. 'I begpardon, Parkins,' Rogers continued; 'I oughtn't to have said that. I forgot you didn't likelevity on these topics.'
 'Well,' Parkins said, 'as you have mentioned the matter, I freely own that I do not  likecareless talk about what you call ghosts. A man in my position,' he went on, raising hisvoice a little, 'cannot, I find, be too careful about appearing to sanction the currentbeliefs on such subjects. As you know, Rogers, or as you ought to know; for I think Ihave never concealed my views—'
 'No, you certainly have not, old man,' put in Rogers sotto voce. 
 '—I hold that any semblance, any appearance of concession to the view that such thingsmight exist is equivalent to a renunciation of all that I hold most sacred. But I'm afraid Ihave not succeeded in securing your attention.'
 'Your undivided  attention, was what Dr Blimber actually said ,'[4] Rogers interrupted,with every appearance of an earnest desire for accuracy. 'But I beg your pardon,Parkins: I'm stopping you.'
 [4] Mr Rogers was wrong, vide Dombey and Son, chapter xii.
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 'No, not at all,' said Parkins. 'I don't remember Blimber; perhaps he was before my time.But I needn't go on. I'm sure you know what I mean.'
 'Yes, yes,' said Rogers, rather hastily—'just so. We'll go into it fully at Burnstow, orsomewhere.'
 In repeating the above dialogue I have tried to give the impression which it made on me,that Parkins was something of an old woman—rather henlike, perhaps, in his littleways; totally destitute, alas! of the sense of humour, but at the same time dauntless andsincere in his convictions, and a man deserving of the greatest respect. Whether or notthe reader has gathered so much, that was the character which Parkins had.
 * * * * *
 On the following day Parkins did, as he had hoped, succeed in getting away from hiscollege, and in arriving at Burnstow. He was made welcome at the Globe Inn, was
 safely installed in the large double-bedded room of which we have heard, and was ablebefore retiring to rest to arrange his materials for work in apple-pie order upon acommodious table which occupied the outer end of the room, and was surrounded onthree sides by windows looking out seaward; that is to say, the central window lookedstraight out to sea, and those on the left and right commanded prospects along the shoreto the north and south respectively. On the south you saw the village of Burnstow. Onthe north no houses were to be seen, but only the beach and the low cliff backing it.Immediately in front was a strip—not considerable—of rough grass, dotted with oldanchors, capstans, and so forth; then a broad path; then the beach. Whatever may havebeen the original distance between the Globe Inn and the sea, not more than sixty yardsnow separated them.
 The rest of the population of the inn was, of course, a golfing one, and included fewelements that call for a special description. The most conspicuous figure was, perhaps,that of an ancien militaire, secretary of a London club, and possessed of a voice ofincredible strength, and of views of a pronouncedly Protestant type. These were apt tofind utterance after his attendance upon the ministrations of the Vicar, an estimable manwith inclinations towards a picturesque ritual, which he gallantly kept down as far as hecould out of deference to East Anglian tradition.
 Professor Parkins, one of whose principal characteristics was pluck, spent the greater
 part of the day following his arrival at Burnstow in what he had called improving hisgame, in company with this Colonel Wilson: and during the afternoon—whether theprocess of improvement were to blame or not, I am not sure—the Colonel's demeanourassumed a colouring so lurid that even Parkins jibbed at the thought of walking homewith him from the links. He determined, after a short and furtive look at that bristlingmoustache and those incarnadined features, that it would be wiser to allow theinfluences of tea and tobacco to do what they could with the Colonel before the dinner-hour should render a meeting inevitable.
 'I might walk home tonight along the beach,' he reflected—'yes, and take a look—therewill be light enough for that—at the ruins of which Disney was talking. I don't exactly
 know where they are, by the way; but I expect I can hardly help stumbling on them.'
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 This he accomplished, I may say, in the most literal sense, for in picking his way fromthe links to the shingle beach his foot caught, partly in a gorse-root and partly in abiggish stone, and over he went. When he got up and surveyed his surroundings, hefound himself in a patch of somewhat broken ground covered with small depressionsand mounds. These latter, when he came to examine them, proved to be simply masses
 of flints embedded in mortar and grown over with turf. He must, he quite rightlyconcluded, be on the site of the preceptory he had promised to look at. It seemed notunlikely to reward the spade of the explorer; enough of the foundations was probablyleft at no great depth to throw a good deal of light on the general plan. He rememberedvaguely that the Templars, to whom this site had belonged, were in the habit of buildinground churches, and he thought a particular series of the humps or mounds near him didappear to be arranged in something of a circular form. Few people can resist thetemptation to try a little amateur research in a department quite outside their own, ifonly for the satisfaction of showing how successful they would have been had they onlytaken it up seriously. Our Professor, however, if he felt something of this mean desire,was also truly anxious to oblige Mr Disney. So he paced with care the circular area he
 had noticed, and wrote down its rough dimensions in his pocket-book. Then heproceeded to examine an oblong eminence which lay east of the centre of the circle, andseemed to his thinking likely to be the base of a platform or altar. At one end of it, thenorthern, a patch of the turf was gone—removed by some boy or other creature ferae
 naturae. It might, he thought, be as well to probe the soil here for evidences of masonry,and he took out his knife and began scraping away the earth. And now followed anotherlittle discovery: a portion of soil fell inward as he scraped, and disclosed a small cavity.He lighted one match after another to help him to see of what nature the hole was, butthe wind was too strong for them all. By tapping and scratching the sides with his knife,however, he was able to make out that it must be an artificial hole in masonry. It wasrectangular, and the sides, top, and bottom, if not actually plastered, were smooth andregular. Of course it was empty. No! As he withdrew the knife he heard a metallic clink,and when he introduced his hand it met with a cylindrical object lying on the floor ofthe hole. Naturally enough, he picked it up, and when he brought it into the light, nowfast fading, he could see that it, too, was of man's making—a metal tube about fourinches long, and evidently of some considerable age.
 By the time Parkins had made sure that there was nothing else in this odd receptacle, itwas too late and too dark for him to think of undertaking any further search. What hehad done had proved so unexpectedly interesting that he determined to sacrifice a littlemore of the daylight on the morrow to archaeology. The object which he now had safe
 in his pocket was bound to be of some slight value at least, he felt sure.
 Bleak and solemn was the view on which he took a last look before starting homeward.A faint yellow light in the west showed the links, on which a few figures movingtowards the club-house were still visible, the squat martello tower, the lights of Aldseyvillage, the pale ribbon of sands intersected at intervals by black wooden groynings, thedim and murmuring sea. The wind was bitter from the north, but was at his back whenhe set out for the Globe. He quickly rattled and clashed through the shingle and gainedthe sand, upon which, but for the groynings which had to be got over every few yards,the going was both good and quiet. One last look behind, to measure the distance he hadmade since leaving the ruined Templars' church, showed him a prospect of company on
 his walk, in the shape of a rather indistinct personage, who seemed to be making greatefforts to catch up with him, but made little, if any, progress. I mean that there was an
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 appearance of running about his movements, but that the distance between him andParkins did not seem materially to lessen. So, at least, Parkins thought, and decided thathe almost certainly did not know him, and that it would be absurd to wait until he cameup. For all that, company, he began to think, would really be very welcome on thatlonely shore, if only you could choose your companion. In his unenlightened days he
 had read of meetings in such places which even now would hardly bear thinking of. Hewent on thinking of them, however, until he reached home, and particularly of onewhich catches most people's fancy at some time of their childhood. 'Now I saw in mydream that Christian had gone but a very little way when he saw a foul fiend comingover the field to meet him.' 'What should I do now,' he thought, 'if I looked back andcaught sight of a black figure sharply defined against the yellow sky, and saw that it hadhorns and wings? I wonder whether I should stand or run for it. Luckily, the gentlemanbehind is not of that kind, and he seems to be about as far off now as when I saw himfirst. Well, at this rate, he won't get his dinner as soon as I shall; and, dear me! it'swithin a quarter of an hour of the time now. I must run!'
 Parkins had, in fact, very little time for dressing. When he met the Colonel at dinner,Peace—or as much of her as that gentleman could manage—reigned once more in themilitary bosom; nor was she put to flight in the hours of bridge that followed dinner, forParkins was a more than respectable player. When, therefore, he retired towards twelveo'clock, he felt that he had spent his evening in quite a satisfactory way, and that, evenfor so long as a fortnight or three weeks, life at the Globe would be supportable undersimilar conditions—'especially,' thought he, 'if I go on improving my game.'
 As he went along the passages he met the boots of the Globe, who stopped and said:
 'Beg your pardon, sir, but as I was abrushing your coat just now there was somethingfell out of the pocket. I put it on your chest of drawers, sir, in your room, sir—a piece ofa pipe or somethink of that, sir. Thank you, sir. You'll find it on your chest of drawers,sir—yes, sir. Good night, sir.'
 The speech served to remind Parkins of his little discovery of that afternoon. It was withsome considerable curiosity that he turned it over by the light of his candles. It was ofbronze, he now saw, and was shaped very much after the manner of the modern dog-whistle; in fact it was—yes, certainly it was—actually no more nor less than a whistle.He put it to his lips, but it was quite full of a fine, caked-up sand or earth, which wouldnot yield to knocking, but must be loosened with a knife. Tidy as ever in his habits,
 Parkins cleared out the earth on to a piece of paper, and took the latter to the window toempty it out. The night was clear and bright, as he saw when he had opened thecasement, and he stopped for an instant to look at the sea and note a belated wandererstationed on the shore in front of the inn. Then he shut the window, a little surprised atthe late hours people kept at Burnstow, and took his whistle to the light again. Why,surely there were marks on it, and not merely marks, but letters! A very little rubbingrendered the deeply-cut inscription quite legible, but the Professor had to confess, aftersome earnest thought, that the meaning of it was as obscure to him as the writing on thewall to Belshazzar. There were legends both on the front and on the back of the whistle.The one read thus:
 FLA FUR BIS FLE
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 sleep of a wholesome kind came upon him, and that in no long space. For about the firsttime in his orderly and prudent life he forgot to blow out the candle, and when he wascalled next morning at eight there was still a flicker in the socket and a sad mess ofguttered grease on the top of the little table.
 After breakfast he was in his room, putting the finishing touches to his golfingcostume—fortune had again allotted the Colonel to him for a partner—when one of themaids came in.
 'Oh, if you please,' she said, 'would you like any extra blankets on your bed, sir?'
 'Ah! thank you,' said Parkins. 'Yes, I think I should like one. It seems likely to turnrather colder.'
 In a very short time the maid was back with the blanket.
 'Which bed should I put it on, sir?' she asked.
 'What? Why, that one—the one I slept in last night,' he said, pointing to it.
 'Oh yes! I beg your pardon, sir, but you seemed to have tried both of 'em; leastways, wehad to make 'em both up this morning.'
 'Really? How very absurd!' said Parkins. 'I certainly never touched the other, except tolay some things on it. Did it actually seem to have been slept in?'
 'Oh yes, sir!' said the maid. 'Why, all the things was crumpled and throwed about allways, if you'll excuse me, sir—quite as if anyone 'adn't passed but a very poor night,sir.'
 'Dear me,' said Parkins. 'Well, I may have disordered it more than I thought when Iunpacked my things. I'm very sorry to have given you the extra trouble, I'm sure. Iexpect a friend of mine soon, by the way—a gentleman from Cambridge—to come andoccupy it for a night or two. That will be all right, I suppose, won't it?'
 'Oh yes, to be sure, sir. Thank you, sir. It's no trouble, I'm sure,' said the maid, anddeparted to giggle with her colleagues.
 Parkins set forth, with a stern determination to improve his game.
 I am glad to be able to report that he succeeded so far in this enterprise that the Colonel,who had been rather repining at the prospect of a second day's play in his company,became quite chatty as the morning advanced; and his voice boomed out over the flats,as certain also of our own minor poets have said, 'like some great bourdon in a minstertower'.
 'Extraordinary wind, that, we had last night,' he said. 'In my old home we should havesaid someone had been whistling for it.'
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 'Should you, indeed!' said Perkins. 'Is there a superstition of that kind still current inyour part of the country?'
 'I don't know about superstition,' said the Colonel. 'They believe in it all over Denmarkand Norway, as well as on the Yorkshire coast; and my experience is, mind you, that
 there's generally something at the bottom of what these country-folk hold to, and haveheld to for generations. But it's your drive' (or whatever it might have been: the golfingreader will have to imagine appropriate digressions at the proper intervals).
 When conversation was resumed, Parkins said, with a slight hesitancy:
 'A propos of what you were saying just now, Colonel, I think I ought to tell you that myown views on such subjects are very strong. I am, in fact, a convinced disbeliever inwhat is called the "supernatural".'
 'What!' said the Colonel,'do you mean to tell me you don't believe in second-sight, or
 ghosts, or anything of that kind?'
 'In nothing whatever of that kind,' returned Parkins firmly.
 'Well,' said the Colonel, 'but it appears to me at that rate, sir, that you must be littlebetter than a Sadducee.'
 Parkins was on the point of answering that, in his opinion, the Sadducees were the mostsensible persons he had ever read of in the Old Testament; but feeling some doubt as towhether much mention of them was to be found in that work, he preferred to laugh theaccusation off.
 'Perhaps I am,' he said; 'but—Here, give me my cleek, boy!—Excuse me one moment,Colonel.' A short interval. 'Now, as to whistling for the wind, let me give you my theoryabout it. The laws which govern winds are really not at all perfectly known—tofisherfolk and such, of course, not known at all. A man or woman of eccentric habits,perhaps, or a stranger, is seen repeatedly on the beach at some unusual hour, and isheard whistling. Soon afterwards a violent wind rises; a man who could read the skyperfectly or who possessed a barometer could have foretold that it would. The simplepeople of a fishing-village have no barometers, and only a few rough rules forprophesying weather. What more natural than that the eccentric personage I postulated
 should be regarded as having raised the wind, or that he or she should clutch eagerly atthe reputation of being able to do so? Now, take last night's wind: as it happens, Imyself was whistling. I blew a whistle twice, and the wind seemed to come absolutelyin answer to my call. If anyone had seen me—'
 The audience had been a little restive under this harangue, and Parkins had, I fear, fallensomewhat into the tone of a lecturer; but at the last sentence the Colonel stopped.
 'Whistling, were you?' he said. 'And what sort of whistle did you use?Play this stroke first.' Interval.
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 'About that whistle you were asking, Colonel. It's rather a curious one.I have it in my—No; I see I've left it in my room. As a matter of fact,I found it yesterday.'
 And then Parkins narrated the manner of his discovery of the whistle, upon hearing
 which the Colonel grunted, and opined that, in Parkins's place, he should himself becareful about using a thing that had belonged to a set of Papists, of whom, speakinggenerally, it might be affirmed that you never knew what they might not have been upto. From this topic he diverged to the enormities of the Vicar, who had given notice onthe previous Sunday that Friday would be the Feast of St Thomas the Apostle, and thatthere would be service at eleven o'clock in the church. This and other similarproceedings constituted in the Colonel's view a strong presumption that the Vicar was aconcealed Papist, if not a Jesuit; and Parkins, who could not very readily follow theColonel in this region, did not disagree with him. In fact, they got on so well together inthe morning that there was not talk on either side of their separating after lunch.
 Both continued to play well during the afternoon, or at least, well enough to make themforget everything else until the light began to fail them. Not until then did Parkinsremember that he had meant to do some more investigating at the preceptory; but it wasof no great importance, he reflected. One day was as good as another; he might as wellgo home with the Colonel.
 As they turned the corner of the house, the Colonel was almost knocked down by a boywho rushed into him at the very top of his speed, and then, instead of running away,remained hanging on to him and panting. The first words of the warrior were naturallythose of reproof and objurgation, but he very quickly discerned that the boy was almostspeechless with fright. Inquiries were useless at first. When the boy got his breath hebegan to howl, and still clung to the Colonel's legs. He was at last detached, butcontinued to howl.
 'What in the world is the matter with you? What have you been up to? What have youseen?' said the two men.
 'Ow, I seen it wive at me out of the winder,' wailed the boy, 'and I don't like it.'
 'What window?' said the irritated Colonel. 'Come pull yourself together, my boy.'
 'The front winder it was, at the 'otel,' said the boy.
 At this point Parkins was in favour of sending the boy home, but the Colonel refused; hewanted to get to the bottom of it, he said; it was most dangerous to give a boy such afright as this one had had, and if it turned out that people had been playing jokes, theyshould suffer for it in some way. And by a series of questions he made out this story:The boy had been playing about on the grass in front of the Globe with some others;then they had gone home to their teas, and he was just going, when he happened to lookup at the front winder and see it a-wiving at him. It  seemed to be a figure of some sort,in white as far as he knew—couldn't see its face; but it wived at him, and it warn't aright thing—not to say not a right person. Was there a light in the room? No, he didn't
 think to look if there was a light. Which was the window? Was it the top one or thesecond one? The seckind one it was—the big winder what got two little uns at the sides.
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 'Very well, my boy,' said the Colonel, after a few more questions. 'You run away homenow. I expect it was some person trying to give you a start. Another time, like a braveEnglish boy, you just throw a stone—well, no, not that exactly, but you go and speak tothe waiter, or to Mr Simpson, the landlord, and—yes—and say that I advised you to doso.'
 The boy's face expressed some of the doubt he felt as to the likelihood of Mr Simpson'slending a favourable ear to his complaint, but the Colonel did not appear to perceivethis, and went on:
 'And here's a sixpence—no, I see it's a shilling—and you be off home, and don't thinkany more about it.'
 The youth hurried off with agitated thanks, and the Colonel and Parkins went round tothe front of the Globe and reconnoitred. There was only one window answering to thedescription they had been hearing.
 'Well, that's curious,' said Parkins; 'it's evidently my window the lad was talking about.Will you come up for a moment, Colonel Wilson? We ought to be able to see if anyonehas been taking liberties in my room.'
 They were soon in the passage, and Parkins made as if to open the door.Then he stopped and felt in his pockets.
 'This is more serious than I thought,' was his next remark. 'I remember now that before Istarted this morning I locked the door. It is locked now, and, what is more, here is thekey.' And he held it up. 'Now,' he went on, 'if the servants are in the habit of going intoone's room during the day when one is away, I can only say that—well, that I don'tapprove of it at all.' Conscious of a somewhat weak climax, he busied himself inopening the door (which was indeed locked) and in lighting candles. 'No,' he said,'nothing seems disturbed.'
 'Except your bed,' put in the Colonel.
 'Excuse me, that isn't my bed,' said Parkins. 'I don't use that one. But it does look as ifsomeone had been playing tricks with it.'
 It certainly did: the clothes were bundled up and twisted together in a most tortuousconfusion. Parkins pondered.
 'That must be it,' he said at last. 'I disordered the clothes last night in unpacking, andthey haven't made it since. Perhaps they came in to make it, and that boy saw themthrough the window; and then they were called away and locked the door after them.Yes, I think that must be it.'
 'Well, ring and ask,' said the Colonel, and this appealed to Parkins as practical.
 The maid appeared, and, to make a long story short, deposed that she had made the bed
 in the morning when the gentleman was in the room, and hadn't been there since. No,
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 she hadn't no other key. Mr Simpson, he kep' the keys; he'd be able to tell the gentlemanif anyone had been up.
 This was a puzzle. Investigation showed that nothing of value had been taken, andParkins remembered the disposition of the small objects on tables and so forth well
 enough to be pretty sure that no pranks had been played with them. Mr and MrsSimpson furthermore agreed that neither of them had given the duplicate key of theroom to any person whatever during the day. Nor could Parkins, fair-minded man as hewas, detect anything in the demeanour of master, mistress, or maid that indicated guilt.He was much more inclined to think that the boy had been imposing on the Colonel.
 The latter was unwontedly silent and pensive at dinner and throughout the evening.When he bade goodnight to Parkins, he murmured in a gruff undertone:
 'You know where I am if you want me during the night.'
 'Why, yes, thank you, Colonel Wilson, I think I do; but there isn't much prospect of mydisturbing you, I hope. By the way,' he added, 'did I show you that old whistle I spokeof? I think not. Well, here it is.'
 The Colonel turned it over gingerly in the light of the candle.
 'Can you make anything of the inscription?' asked Parkins, as he took it back.
 'No, not in this light. What do you mean to do with it?'
 'Oh, well, when I get back to Cambridge I shall submit it to some of the archaeologiststhere, and see what they think of it; and very likely, if they consider it worth having, Imay present it to one of the museums.'
 'M!' said the Colonel. 'Well, you may be right. All I know is that, if itwere mine, I should chuck it straight into the sea. It's no use talking,I'm well aware, but I expect that with you it's a case of live and learn.I hope so, I'm sure, and I wish you a good night.'
 He turned away, leaving Parkins in act to speak at the bottom of the stair, and soon eachwas in his own bedroom.
 By some unfortunate accident, there were neither blinds nor curtains to the windows ofthe Professor's room. The previous night he had thought little of this, but tonight thereseemed every prospect of a bright moon rising to shine directly on his bed, and probablywake him later on. When he noticed this he was a good deal annoyed, but, with aningenuity which I can only envy, he succeeded in rigging up, with the help of a railway-rug, some safety-pins, and a stick and umbrella, a screen which, if it only held together,would completely keep the moonlight off his bed. And shortly afterwards he wascomfortably in that bed. When he had read a somewhat solid work long enough toproduce a decided wish to sleep, he cast a drowsy glance round the room, blew out thecandle, and fell back upon the pillow.

Page 67
                        

8/10/2019 ghosdt stories.pdf
 http://slidepdf.com/reader/full/ghosdt-storiespdf 67/208
 He must have slept soundly for an hour or more, when a sudden clatter shook him up ina most unwelcome manner. In a moment he realized what had happened: his carefully-constructed screen had given way, and a very bright frosty moon was shining directlyon his face. This was highly annoying. Could he possibly get up and reconstruct thescreen? or could he manage to sleep if he did not?
 For some minutes he lay and pondered over all the possibilities; then he turned oversharply, and with his eyes open lay breathlessly listening. There had been a movement,he was sure, in the empty bed on the opposite side of the room. Tomorrow he wouldhave it moved, for there must be rats or something playing about in it. It was quiet now.No! the commotion began again. There was a rustling and shaking: surely more thanany rat could cause.
 I can figure to myself something of the Professor's bewilderment and horror, for I havein a dream thirty years back seen the same thing happen; but the reader will hardly,perhaps, imagine how dreadful it was to him to see a figure suddenly sit up in what he
 had known was an empty bed. He was out of his own bed in one bound, and made adash towards the window, where lay his only weapon, the stick with which he hadpropped his screen. This was, as it turned out, the worst thing he could have done,because the personage in the empty bed, with a sudden smooth motion, slipped from thebed and took up a position, with outspread arms, between the two beds, and in front ofthe door. Parkins watched it in a horrid perplexity. Somehow, the idea of getting past itand escaping through the door was intolerable to him; he could not have borne—hedidn't know why—to touch it; and as for its touching him, he would sooner dash himselfthrough the window than have that happen. It stood for the moment in a band of darkshadow, and he had not seen what its face was like. Now it began to move, in a stoopingposture, and all at once the spectator realized, with some horror and some relief, that itmust be blind, for it seemed to feel about it with its muffled arms in a groping andrandom fashion. Turning half away from him, it became suddenly conscious of the bedhe had just left, and darted towards it, and bent and felt over the pillows in a way whichmade Parkins shudder as he had never in his life thought it possible. In a very fewmoments it seemed to know that the bed was empty, and then, moving forward into thearea of light and facing the window, it showed for the first time what manner of thing itwas.
 Parkins, who very much dislikes being questioned about it, did once describe somethingof it in my hearing, and I gathered that what he chiefly remembers about it is a horrible,
 an intensely horrible, face of crumpled linen. What expression he read upon it he couldnot or would not tell, but that the fear of it went nigh to maddening him is certain.
 But he was not at leisure to watch it for long. With formidable quickness it moved intothe middle of the room, and, as it groped and waved, one corner of its draperies sweptacross Parkins's face. He could not, though he knew how perilous a sound was—hecould not keep back a cry of disgust, and this gave the searcher an instant clue. It leapttowards him upon the instant, and the next moment he was half-way through thewindow backwards, uttering cry upon cry at the utmost pitch of his voice, and the linenface was thrust close into his own. At this, almost the last possible second, deliverancecame, as you will have guessed: the Colonel burst the door open, and was just in time to
 see the dreadful group at the window. When he reached the figures only one was left.
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 Parkins sank forward into the room in a faint, and before him on the floor lay a tumbledheap of bed-clothes.
 Colonel Wilson asked no questions, but busied himself in keeping everyone else out ofthe room and in getting Parkins back to his bed; and himself, wrapped in a rug,
 occupied the other bed, for the rest of the night. Early on the next day Rogers arrived,more welcome than he would have been a day before, and the three of them held a verylong consultation in the Professor's room. At the end of it the Colonel left the hotel doorcarrying a small object between his finger and thumb, which he cast as far into the seaas a very brawny arm could send it. Later on the smoke of a burning ascended from theback premises of the Globe.
 Exactly what explanation was patched up for the staff and visitors at the hotel I mustconfess I do not recollect. The Professor was somehow cleared of the ready suspicion ofdelirium tremens, and the hotel of the reputation of a troubled house.
 There is not much question as to what would have happened to Parkins if the Colonelhad not intervened when he did. He would either have fallen out of the window or elselost his wits. But it is not so evident what more the creature that came in answer to thewhistle could have done than frighten. There seemed to be absolutely nothing materialabout it save the bedclothes of which it had made itself a body. The Colonel, whoremembered a not very dissimilar occurrence in India, was of the opinion that if Parkinshad closed with it it could really have done very little, and that its one power was that offrightening. The whole thing, he said, served to confirm his opinion of the Church ofRome.
 There is really nothing more to tell, but, as you may imagine, the Professor's views oncertain points are less clear cut than they used to be. His nerves, too, have suffered: hecannot even now see a surplice hanging on a door quite unmoved, and the spectacle of ascarecrow in a field late on a winter afternoon has cost him more than one sleeplessnight.
 THE TREASURE OF ABBOT THOMAS
 I
 Verum usque in praesentem diem multa garriunt inter se Canonici de
 abscondito quodam istius Abbatis Thomae thesauro, quem saepe,
 quanquam ahduc incassum, quaesiverunt Steinfeldenses. Ipsum enim
 Thomam adhuc florida in aetate existentem ingentem auri massam circa
 monasterium defodisse perhibent; de quo multoties interrogatus ubi esset,
 cum risu respondere solitus erat: 'Job, Johannes, et Zacharias vel vobis vel
  posteris indicabunt'; idemque aliquando adiicere se inventuris minime
 invisurum. Inter alia huius Abbatis opera, hoc memoria praecipue dignum
 indico quod fenestram magnam in orientali parte alae australis in ecclesia
 sua imaginibus optime in vitro depictis impleverit: id quod et ipsius effigieset insignia ibidem posita demonstrant. Domum quoque Abbatialem fere
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 totam restauravit: puteo in atrio ipsius effosso et lapidibus marmoreis
  pulchre caelatis exornato. Decessit autem, morte aliquantulum subitanea
  perculsus, aetatis suae anno lxxii(do), incarnationis vero Dominicae
 mdxxix(o). 
 'I suppose I shall have to translate this,' said the antiquary to himself, as he finishedcopying the above lines from that rather rare and exceedingly diffuse book, the Sertum
 Steinfeldense Norbertinum.[5] 'Well, it may as well be done first as last,' andaccordingly the following rendering was very quickly produced:
 Up to the present day there is much gossip among the Canons about acertain hidden treasure of this Abbot Thomas, for which those of Steinfeldhave often made search, though hitherto in vain. The story is that Thomas,while yet in the vigour of life, concealed a very large quantity of goldsomewhere in the monastery. He was often asked where it was, and alwaysanswered, with a laugh: 'Job, John, and Zechariah will tell either you or
 your successors.' He sometimes added that he should feel no grudge againstthose who might find it. Among other works carried out by this Abbot Imay specially mention his filling the great window at the east end of thesouth aisle of the church with figures admirably painted on glass, as hiseffigy and arms in the window attest. He also restored almost the whole ofthe Abbot's lodging, and dug a well in the court of it, which he adornedwith beautiful carvings in marble. He died rather suddenly in the seventy-second year of his age, A.D. 1529.
 [5] An account of the Premonstratensian abbey of Steinfeld, in the Eiffel,with lives of the Abbots, published at Cologne in 1712 by Christian AlbertErhard, a resident in the district. The epithet Norbertinum is due to the factthat St Norbert was founder of the Premonstratensian Order.
 The object which the antiquary had before him at the moment was that of tracing thewhereabouts of the painted windows of the Abbey Church at Steinfeld. Shortly after theRevolution, a very large quantity of painted glass made its way from the dissolvedabbeys of Germany and Belgium to this country, and may now be seen adorning variousof our parish churches, cathedrals, and private chapels. Steinfeld Abbey was among themost considerable of these involuntary contributors to our artistic possession (I amquoting the somewhat ponderous preamble of the book which the antiquary wrote), and
 the greater part of the glass from that institution can be identified without muchdifficulty by the help, either of the numerous inscriptions in which the place ismentioned, or of the subjects of the windows, in which several well-defined cycles ornarratives were represented.
 The passage with which I began my story had set the antiquary on the track of anotheridentification. In a private chapel—no matter where—he had seen three large figures,each occupying a whole light in a window, and evidently the work of one artist. Theirstyle made it plain that that artist had been a German of the sixteenth century; buthitherto the more exact localizing of them had been a puzzle. They represented—willyou be surprised to hear it?—JOB PATRIARCHA, JOHANNES EVANGELISTA,
 ZACHARIAS PROPHETA, and each of them held a book or scroll, inscribed with asentence from his writings. These, as a matter of course, the antiquary had noted, and
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 had been struck by the curious way in which they differed from any text of the Vulgatethat he had been able to examine. Thus the scroll in Job's hand was inscribed: Auro est
 locus in quo absconditur  (for conflatur )[6]; on the book of John was: Habent in
 vestimentis suis scripturam quam nemo novit [7] (for in vestimento scriptum, thefollowing words being taken from another verse); and Zacharias had: Super lapidem
 unum septem oculi sunt [8] (which alone of the three presents an unaltered text).
 [6] There is a place for gold where it is hidden.
 [7] They have on their raiment a writing which no man knoweth.
 [8] Upon one stone are seven eyes.
 A sad perplexity it had been to our investigator to think why these three personagesshould have been placed together in one window. There was no bond of connexionbetween them, either historic, symbolic, or doctrinal, and he could only suppose that
 they must have formed part of a very large series of Prophets and Apostles, which mighthave filled, say, all the clerestory windows of some capacious church. But the passagefrom the Sertum had altered the situation by showing that the names of the actualpersonages represented in the glass now in Lord D——'s chapel had been constantly onthe lips of Abbot Thomas von Eschenhausen of Steinfeld, and that this Abbot had putup a painted window, probably about the year 1520, in the south aisle of his abbeychurch. It was no very wild conjecture that the three figures might have formed part ofAbbot Thomas's offering; it was one which, moreover, could probably be confirmed orset aside by another careful examination of the glass. And, as Mr. Somerton was a manof leisure, he set out on pilgrimage to the private chapel with very little delay. Hisconjecture was confirmed to the full. Not only did the style and technique of the glasssuit perfectly with the date and place required, but in another window of the chapel hefound some glass, known to have been bought along with the figures, which containedthe arms of Abbot Thomas von Eschenhausen.
 At intervals during his researches Mr. Somerton had been haunted by the recollection ofthe gossip about the hidden treasure, and, as he thought the matter over, it became moreand more obvious to him that if the Abbot meant anything by the enigmatical answerwhich he gave to his questioners, he must have meant that the secret was to be foundsomewhere in the window he had placed in the abbey church. It was undeniable,furthermore, that the first of the curiously-selected texts on the scrolls in the window
 might be taken to have a reference to hidden treasure.
 Every feature, therefore, or mark which could possibly assist in elucidating the riddlewhich, he felt sure, the Abbot had set to posterity he noted with scrupulous care, and,returning to his Berkshire manor-house, consumed many a pint of the midnight oil overhis tracings and sketches. After two or three weeks, a day came when Mr Somertonannounced to his man that he must pack his own and his master's things for a short
  journey abroad, whither for the moment we will not follow him.
 II
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 Mr Gregory, the Rector of Parsbury, had strolled out before breakfast, it being a fineautumn morning, as far as the gate of his carriage-drive, with intent to meet the postmanand sniff the cool air. Nor was he disappointed of either purpose. Before he had hadtime to answer more than ten or eleven of the miscellaneous questions propounded tohim in the lightness of their hearts by his young offspring, who had accompanied him,
 the postman was seen approaching; and among the morning's budget was one letterbearing a foreign postmark and stamp (which became at once the objects of an eagercompetition among the youthful Gregorys), and addressed in an uneducated, but plainlyan English hand.
 When the Rector opened it, and turned to the signature, he realized that it came from theconfidential valet of his friend and squire, Mr. Somerton. Thus it ran:
 Honoured Sir,
 Has I am in a great anxiety about Master I write at is Wish to beg you Sir if
 you could be so good as Step over. Master Has add a Nastey Shock andkeeps His Bedd. I never Have known Him like this but No wonder andNothing will serve but you Sir. Master says would I mintion the Short WayHere is Drive to Cobblince and take a Trap. Hopeing I Have maid all Plain,but am much Confused in Myself what with Anxiatey and Weakfulness atNight. If I might be so Bold Sir it will be a Pleasure to see a Honnest BrishFace among all These Forig ones.
 I am Sir
 Your obed't Serv't
 William Brown.
 P.S.—The Village for Town I will not Turm It is name Steenfeld.
 The reader must be left to picture to himself in detail the surprise, confusion, and hurryof preparation into which the receipt of such a letter would be likely to plunge a quietBerkshire parsonage in the year of grace 1859. It is enough for me to say that a train totown was caught in the course of the day, and that Mr Gregory was able to secure acabin in the Antwerp boat and a place in the Coblenz train. Nor was it difficult to
 manage the transit from that centre to Steinfeld.
 I labour under a grave disadvantage as narrator of this story in that I have never visitedSteinfeld myself, and that neither of the principal actors in the episode (from whom Iderive my information) was able to give me anything but a vague and rather dismal ideaof its appearance. I gather that it is a small place, with a large church despoiled of itsancient fittings; a number of rather ruinous great buildings, mostly of the seventeenthcentury, surround this church; for the abbey, in common with most of those on theContinent, was rebuilt in a luxurious fashion by its inhabitants at that period. It has notseemed to me worth while to lavish money on a visit to the place, for though it isprobably far more attractive than either Mr Somerton or Mr Gregory thought it, there is
 evidently little, if anything, of first-rate interest to be seen—except, perhaps, one thing,which I should not care to see.
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 The inn where the English gentleman and his servant were lodged is, or was, the only'possible' one in the village. Mr Gregory was taken to it at once by his driver, and foundMr Brown waiting at the door. Mr Brown, a model when in his Berkshire home of theimpassive whiskered race who are known as confidential valets, was now egregiouslyout of his element, in a light tweed suit, anxious, almost irritable, and plainly anything
 but master of the situation. His relief at the sight of the 'honest British face' of his Rectorwas unmeasured, but words to describe it were denied him. He could only say:
 'Well, I ham pleased, I'm sure, sir, to see you. And so I'm sure, sir, will master.'
 'How is your master, Brown?' Mr Gregory eagerly put in.
 'I think he's better, sir, thank you; but he's had a dreadful time of it.I 'ope he's gettin' some sleep now, but—'
 'What has been the matter—I couldn't make out from your letter? Was it an accident of
 any kind?'
 'Well, sir, I 'ardly know whether I'd better speak about it. Master was very partickler heshould be the one to tell you. But there's no bones broke—that's one thing I'm sure weought to be thankful—'
 'What does the doctor say?' asked Mr Gregory.
 They were by this time outside Mr Somerton's bedroom door, and speaking in lowtones. Mr Gregory, who happened to be in front, was feeling for the handle, andchanced to run his fingers over the panels. Before Brown could answer, there was aterrible cry from within the room.
 'In God's name, who is that?' were the first words they heard. 'Brown, is it?'
 'Yes, sir—me, sir, and Mr Gregory,' Brown hastened to answer, and there was anaudible groan of relief in reply.
 They entered the room, which was darkened against the afternoon sun, and Mr Gregorysaw, with a shock of pity, how drawn, how damp with drops of fear, was the usuallycalm face of his friend, who, sitting up in the curtained bed, stretched out a shaking
 hand to welcome him.
 'Better for seeing you, my dear Gregory,' was the reply to the Rector's first question, andit was palpably true.
 After five minutes of conversation Mr Somerton was more his own man, Brownafterwards reported, than he had been for days. He was able to eat a more thanrespectable dinner, and talked confidently of being fit to stand a journey to Coblenzwithin twenty-four hours.
 'But there's one thing,' he said, with a return of agitation which Mr Gregory did not like
 to see, 'which I must beg you to do for me, my dear Gregory. Don't,' he went on, layinghis hand on Gregory's to forestall any interruption—'don't ask me what it is, or why I
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 want it done. I'm not up to explaining it yet; it would throw me back—undo all the goodyou have done me by coming. The only word I will say about it is that you run no riskwhatever by doing it, and that Brown can and will show you tomorrow what it is. It'smerely to put back—to keep—something—No; I can't speak of it yet. Do you mindcalling Brown?'
 'Well, Somerton,' said Mr Gregory, as he crossed the room to the door. 'I won't ask forany explanations till you see fit to give them. And if this bit of business is as easy asyou represent it to be, I will very gladly undertake it for you the first thing in themorning.'
 'Ah, I was sure you would, my dear Gregory; I was certain I could rely on you. I shallowe you more thanks than I can tell. Now, here is Brown. Brown, one word with you.'
 'Shall I go?' interjected Mr Gregory.
 'Not at all. Dear me, no. Brown, the first thing tomorrow morning—(you don't mindearly hours, I know, Gregory)—you must take the Rector to—there, you know' (a nodfrom Brown, who looked grave and anxious), 'and he and you will put that back. Youneedn't be in the least alarmed; it's perfectly safe in the daytime. You know what Imean. It lies on the step, you know, where—where we put it.' (Brown swallowed drylyonce or twice, and, failing to speak, bowed.) 'And—yes, that's all. Only this one otherword, my dear Gregory. If you can manage to keep from questioning Brown about thismatter, I shall be still more bound to you. Tomorrow evening, at latest, if all goes well, Ishall be able, I believe, to tell you the whole story from start to finish. And now I'll wishyou good night. Brown will be with me—he sleeps here—and if I were you, I shouldlock my door. Yes, be particular to do that. They—they like it, the people here, and it'sbetter. Good night, good night.'
 They parted upon this, and if Mr Gregory woke once or twice in the small hours andfancied he heard a fumbling about the lower part of his locked door, it was, perhaps, nomore than what a quiet man, suddenly plunged into a strange bed and the heart of amystery, might reasonably expect. Certainly he thought, to the end of his days, that hehad heard such a sound twice or three times between midnight and dawn.
 He was up with the sun, and out in company with Brown soon after. Perplexing as wasthe service he had been asked to perform for Mr Somerton, it was not a difficult or an
 alarming one, and within half an hour from his leaving the inn it was over. What it was Ishall not as yet divulge.
 Later in the morning Mr Somerton, now almost himself again, was able to make a startfrom Steinfeld; and that same evening, whether at Coblenz or at some intermediatestage on the journey I am not certain, he settled down to the promised explanation.Brown was present, but how much of the matter was ever really made plain to hiscomprehension he would never say, and I am unable to conjecture.
 III
 This was Mr Somerton's story:
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 'You know roughly, both of you, that this expedition of mine was undertaken with theobject of tracing something in connexion with some old painted glass in Lord D——'sprivate chapel. Well, the starting-point of the whole matter lies in this passage from anold printed book, to which I will ask your attention.'
 And at this point Mr Somerton went carefully over some ground with which we arealready familiar.
 'On my second visit to the chapel,' he went on, 'my purpose was to take every note Icould of figures, lettering, diamond-scratchings on the glass, and even apparentlyaccidental markings. The first point which I tackled was that of the inscribed scrolls. Icould not doubt that the first of these, that of Job—"There is a place for the gold whereit is hidden"—with its intentional alteration, must refer to the treasure; so I appliedmyself with some confidence to the next, that of St John—"They have on their vesturesa writing which no man knoweth." The natural question will have occurred to you: Wasthere an inscription on the robes of the figures? I could see none; each of the three had a
 broad black border to his mantle, which made a conspicuous and rather ugly feature inthe window. I was nonplussed, I will own, and, but for a curious bit of luck, I think Ishould have left the search where the Canons of Steinfeld had left it before me. But it sohappened that there was a good deal of dust on the surface of the glass, and Lord D——, happening to come in, noticed my blackened hands, and kindly insisted on sending fora Turk's head broom to clean down the window. There must, I suppose, have been arough piece in the broom; anyhow, as it passed over the border of one of the mantles, Inoticed that it left a long scratch, and that some yellow stain instantly showed up. Iasked the man to stop his work for a moment, and ran up the ladder to examine theplace. The yellow stain was there, sure enough, and what had come away was a thickblack pigment, which had evidently been laid on with the brush after the glass had beenburnt, and could therefore be easily scraped off without doing any harm. I scraped,accordingly, and you will hardly believe—no, I do you an injustice; you will haveguessed already—that I found under this black pigment two or three clearly-formedcapital letters in yellow stain on a clear ground. Of course, I could hardly contain mydelight.
 'I told Lord D—— that I had detected an inscription which I thought might be veryinteresting, and begged to be allowed to uncover the whole of it. He made no difficultyabout it whatever, told me to do exactly as I pleased, and then, having an engagement,was obliged—rather to my relief, I must say—to leave me. I set to work at once, and
 found the task a fairly easy one. The pigment, disintegrated, of course, by time, cameoff almost at a touch, and I don't think that it took me a couple of hours, all told, to cleanthe whole of the black borders in all three lights. Each of the figures had, as theinscription said, "a writing on their vestures which nobody knew".
 'This discovery, of course, made it absolutely certain to my mind that I was on the righttrack. And, now, what was the inscription? While I was cleaning the glass I almost tookpains not to read the lettering, saving up the treat until I had got the whole thing clear.And when that was done, my dear Gregory, I assure you I could almost have cried fromsheer disappointment. What I read was only the most hopeless jumble of letters that wasever shaken up in a hat. Here it is:
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 [D]R[E]VI[C]IOP[E]D[M]OO[M]SMV[I]V[L]IS[L]CAV [I]B[A]SB[A]TAO[V]T
 [R]DI[I]EAM[R]L[E]SI[P]VSP[O]D[S]EE[I]RSE[T]T[A] AE[S]GIA[V]N[N]R
 F[T]EEA[I]L[N]QD[P]VAI[V]M[T]LE[E]ATT[O]H[I]OO [N]VMC[A]A[T].H.Q.E.
 'Do you see it? " Decem millia auri reposita sunt in puteo in at  …" (Ten thousand[pieces] of gold are laid up in a well in …), followed by an incomplete word beginningat . So far so good. I tried the same plan with the remaining letters; but it wouldn't work,and I fancied that perhaps the placing of dots after the three last letters might indicatesome difference of procedure. Then I thought to myself, "Wasn't there some allusion toa well in the account of Abbot Thomas in that book the 'Sertum'?" Yes, there was; hebuilt a puteus in atrio; (a well in the court). There, of course, was my word atrio. Thenext step was to copy out the remaining letters of the inscription, omitting those I hadalready used. That gave what you will see on this slip:
 RVIIOPDOOSMVVISCAVBSBTAOTDIE AMLSIVSPDEERSETAEGIANRFEEALQD
 VAIMLEATTHOOVMCA.H.Q.E.
 'Now, I knew what the three first letters I wanted were—namely, rio—to complete theword atrio; and, as you will see, these are all to be found in the first five letters. I was alittle confused at first by the occurrence of two i's, but very soon I saw that everyalternate letter must be taken in the remainder of the inscription. You can work it out foryourself; the result, continuing where the first "round" left off, thus:
 rio domus abbatialis de Steinfeld a me, Thoma, qui posui custodem super
 ea. Gare à qui la touche.
 'So the whole secret was out:
 "Ten thousand pieces of gold are laid up in the well in the court of theAbbot's house of Steinfeld by me, Thomas, who have set a guardian overthem. Gare à qui la louche."
 'The last words, I ought to say, are a device which Abbot Thomas had adopted. I foundit with his arms in another piece of glass at Lord D——'s, and he drafted it bodily intohis cipher, though it doesn't quite fit in point of grammar.
 'Well, what would any human being have been tempted to do, my dear Gregory, in myplace? Could he have helped setting off, as I did, to Steinfeld, and tracing the secret
 literally to the fountain-head? I don't believe he could. Anyhow, I couldn't, and, as Ineedn't tell you, I found myself at Steinfeld as soon as the resources of civilizationcould put me there, and installed myself in the inn you saw. I must tell you that I wasnot altogether free from forebodings—on one hand of disappointment, on the other ofdanger. There was always the possibility that Abbot Thomas's well might have beenwholly obliterated, or else that someone, ignorant of cryptograms, and guided only byluck, might have stumbled on the treasure before me. And then'—there was a veryperceptible shaking of the voice here—'I was not entirely easy, I need not mindconfessing, as to the meaning of the words about the guardian of the treasure. But, ifyou don't mind, I'll say no more about that until—until it becomes necessary.
 'At the first possible opportunity Brown and I began exploring the place. I had naturallyrepresented myself as being interested in the remains of the abbey, and we could not
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 avoid paying a visit to the church, impatient as I was to be elsewhere. Still, it didinterest me to see the windows where the glass had been, and especially that at the eastend of the south aisle. In the tracery lights of that I was startled to see some fragmentsand coats-of-arms remaining—Abbot Thomas's shield was there, and a small figurewith a scroll inscribed Oculos habent, et non videbunt  (They have eyes, and shall not
 see), which, I take it, was a hit of the Abbot at his Canons.
 'But, of course, the principal object was to find the Abbot's house. There is noprescribed place for this, so far as I know, in the plan of a monastery; you can't predictof it, as you can of the chapter-house, that it will be on the eastern side of the cloister,or, as of the dormitory, that it will communicate with a transept of the church. I felt thatif I asked many questions I might awaken lingering memories of the treasure, and Ithought it best to try first to discover it for myself. It was not a very long or difficultsearch. That three-sided court south-east of the church, with deserted piles of buildinground it, and grass-grown pavement, which you saw this morning, was the place. Andglad enough I was to see that it was put to no use, and was neither very far from our inn
 nor overlooked by any inhabited building; there were only orchards and paddocks onthe slopes east of the church. I can tell you that fine stone glowed wonderfully in therather watery yellow sunset that we had on the Tuesday afternoon.
 'Next, what about the well? There was not much doubt about that, as you can testify. Itis really a very remarkable thing. That curb is, I think, of Italian marble, and the carvingI thought must be Italian also. There were reliefs, you will perhaps remember, of Eliezerand Rebekah, and of Jacob opening the well for Rachel, and similar subjects; but, byway of disarming suspicion, I suppose, the Abbot had carefully abstained from any ofhis cynical and allusive inscriptions.
 'I examined the whole structure with the keenest interest, of course—a square well-headwith an opening in one side; an arch over it, with a wheel for the rope to pass over,evidently in very good condition still, for it had been used within sixty years, or perhapseven later though not quite recently. Then there was the question of depth and access tothe interior. I suppose the depth was about sixty to seventy feet; and as to the otherpoint, it really seemed as if the Abbot had wished to lead searchers up to the very doorof his treasure-house, for, as you tested for yourself, there were big blocks of stonebonded into the masonry, and leading down in a regular staircase round and round theinside of the well.
 'It seemed almost too good to be true. I wondered if there was a trap—if the stones wereso contrived as to tip over when a weight was placed on them; but I tried a good manywith my own weight and with my stick, and all seemed, and actually were, perfectlyfirm. Of course, I resolved that Brown and I would make an experiment that very night.
 'I was well prepared. Knowing the sort of place I should have to explore, I had brought asufficiency of good rope and bands of webbing to surround my body, and cross-bars tohold to, as well as lanterns and candles and crowbars, all of which would go into asingle carpet-bag and excite no suspicion. I satisfied myself that my rope would be longenough, and that the wheel for the bucket was in good working order, and then we wenthome to dinner.
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 'I had a little cautious conversation with the landlord, and made out that he would not beovermuch surprised if I went out for a stroll with my man about nine o'clock, to make(Heaven forgive me!) a sketch of the abbey by moonlight. I asked no questions aboutthe well, and am not likely to do so now. I fancy I know as much about it as anyone inSteinfeld: at least'—with a strong shudder—'I don't want to know any more.
 'Now we come to the crisis, and, though I hate to think of it, I feel sure, Gregory, that itwill be better for me in all ways to recall it just as it happened. We started, Brown and I,at about nine with our bag, and attracted no attention; for we managed to slip out at thehinder end of the inn-yard into an alley which brought us quite to the edge of thevillage. In five minutes we were at the well, and for some little time we sat on the edgeof the well-head to make sure that no one was stirring or spying on us. All we heard wassome horses cropping grass out of sight farther down the eastern slope. We wereperfectly unobserved, and had plenty of light from the gorgeous full moon to allow us toget the rope properly fitted over the wheel. Then I secured the band round my bodybeneath the arms. We attached the end of the rope very securely to a ring in the
 stonework. Brown took the lighted lantern and followed me; I had a crowbar. And sowe began to descend cautiously, feeling every step before we set foot on it, andscanning the walls in search of any marked stone.
 'Half aloud I counted the steps as we went down, and we got as far as the thirty-eighthbefore I noted anything at all irregular in the surface of the masonry. Even here therewas no mark, and I began to feel very blank, and to wonder if the Abbot's cryptogramcould possibly be an elaborate hoax. At the forty-ninth step the staircase ceased. It waswith a very sinking heart that I began retracing my steps, and when I was back on thethirty-eighth—Brown, with the lantern, being a step or two above me—I scrutinized thelittle bit of irregularity in the stonework with all my might; but there was no vestige of amark.
 'Then it struck me that the texture of the surface looked just a little smoother than therest, or, at least, in some way different. It might possibly be cement and not stone. Igave it a good blow with my iron bar. There was a decidedly hollow sound, though thatmight be the result of our being in a well. But there was more. A great flake of cementdropped on to my feet, and I saw marks on the stone underneath. I had tracked theAbbot down, my dear Gregory; even now I think of it with a certain pride. It took but avery few more taps to clear the whole of the cement away, and I saw a slab of stoneabout two feet square, upon which was engraven a cross. Disappointment again, but
 only for a moment. It was you, Brown, who reassured me by a casual remark. You said,if I remember right:
 "'It's a funny cross: looks like a lot of eyes."
 'I snatched the lantern out of your hand, and saw with inexpressible pleasure that thecross was composed of seven eyes, four in a vertical line, three horizontal. The last ofthe scrolls in the window was explained in the way I had anticipated. Here was my"stone with the seven eyes". So far the Abbot's data had been exact, and as I thought ofthis, the anxiety about the "guardian" returned upon me with increased force. Still Iwasn't going to retreat now.
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 'Without giving myself time to think, I knocked away the cement all round the markedstone, and then gave it a prise on the right side with my crowbar. It moved at once, and Isaw that it was but a thin light slab, such as I could easily lift out myself, and that itstopped the entrance to a cavity. I did lift it out unbroken, and set it on the step, for itmight be very important to us to be able to replace it. Then I waited for several minutes
 on the step just above. I don't know why, but I think to see if any dreadful thing wouldrush out. Nothing happened. Next I lit a candle, and very cautiously I placed it insidethe cavity, with some idea of seeing whether there were foul air, and of getting aglimpse of what was inside. There was some foulness of air which nearly extinguishedthe flame, but in no long time it burned quite steadily. The hole went some little wayback, and also on the right and left of the entrance, and I could see some rounded light-coloured objects within which might be bags. There was no use in waiting. I faced thecavity, and looked in. There was nothing immediately in the front of the hole. I put myarm in and felt to the right, very gingerly….
 'Just give me a glass of cognac, Brown. I'll go on in a moment,
 Gregory….
 'Well, I felt to the right, and my fingers touched something curved, that felt—yes—more or less like leather; dampish it was, and evidently part of a heavy, full thing. Therewas nothing, I must say, to alarm one. I grew bolder, and putting both hands in as wellas I could, I pulled it to me, and it came. It was heavy, but moved more easily than I hadexpected. As I pulled it towards the entrance, my left elbow knocked over andextinguished the candle. I got the thing fairly in front of the mouth and began drawing itout. Just then Brown gave a sharp ejaculation and ran quickly up the steps with thelantern. He will tell you why in a moment. Startled as I was, I looked round after him,and saw him stand for a minute at the top and then walk away a few yards. Then I heardhim call softly, "All right, sir," and went on pulling out the great bag, in completedarkness. It hung for an instant on the edge of the hole, then slipped forward on to mychest, and put its arms round my neck .
 'My dear Gregory, I am telling you the exact truth. I believe I am now acquainted withthe extremity of terror and repulsion which a man can endure without losing his mind. Ican only just manage to tell you now the bare outline of the experience. I was consciousof a most horrible smell of mould, and of a cold kind of face pressed against my own,and moving slowly over it, and of several—I don't know how many—legs or arms ortentacles or something clinging to my body. I screamed out, Brown says, like a beast,
 and fell away backward from the step on which I stood, and the creature slippeddownwards, I suppose, on to that same step. Providentially the band round me heldfirm. Brown did not lose his head, and was strong enough to pull me up to the top andget me over the edge quite promptly. How he managed it exactly I don't know, and Ithink he would find it hard to tell you. I believe he contrived to hide our implements inthe deserted building near by, and with very great difficulty he got me back to the inn. Iwas in no state to make explanations, and Brown knows no German; but next morning Itold the people some tale of having had a bad fall in the abbey ruins, which I supposethey believed. And now, before I go further, I should just like you to hear what Brown'sexperiences during those few minutes were. Tell the Rector, Brown, what you told me.'
 'Well, sir,' said Brown, speaking low and nervously, 'it was just this way. Master wasbusy down in front of the 'ole, and I was 'olding the lantern and looking on, when I 'eard
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 somethink drop in the water from the top, as I thought. So I looked up, and I seesomeone's 'ead lookin' over at us. I s'pose I must ha' said somethink, and I 'eld the lightup and run up the steps, and my light shone right on the face. That was a bad un, sir, ifever I see one! A holdish man, and the face very much fell in, and larfin', as I thought.And I got up the steps as quick pretty nigh as I'm tellin' you, and when I was out on the
 ground there warn't a sign of any person. There 'adn't been the time for anyone to getaway, let alone a hold chap, and I made sure he warn't crouching down by the well, nornothink. Next thing I hear master cry out somethink 'orrible, and hall I see was himhanging out by the rope, and, as master says, 'owever I got him up I couldn't tell you.'
 'You hear that, Gregory?' said Mr Somerton. 'Now, does any explanation of that incidentstrike you?'
 'The whole thing is so ghastly and abnormal that I must own it puts me quite off mybalance; but the thought did occur to me that possibly the—well, the person who set thetrap might have come to see the success of his plan.'
 'Just so, Gregory, just so. I can think of nothing else so—likely, I should say, if such aword had a place anywhere in my story. I think it must have been the Abbot…. Well, Ihaven't much more to tell you. I spent a miserable night, Brown sitting up with me. Nextday I was no better; unable to get up; no doctor to be had; and if one had been available,I doubt if he could have done much for me. I made Brown write off to you, and spent asecond terrible night. And, Gregory, of this I am sure, and I think it affected me morethan the first shock, for it lasted longer: there was someone or something on the watchoutside my door the whole night. I almost fancy there were two. It wasn't only the faintnoises I heard from time to time all through the dark hours, but there was the smell—thehideous smell of mould. Every rag I had had on me on that first evening I had strippedoff and made Brown take it away. I believe he stuffed the things into the stove in hisroom; and yet the smell was there, as intense as it had been in the well; and, what ismore, it came from outside the door. But with the first glimmer of dawn it faded out,and the sounds ceased, too; and that convinced me that the thing or things werecreatures of darkness, and could not stand the daylight; and so I was sure that if anyonecould put back the stone, it or they would be powerless until someone else took it awayagain. I had to wait until you came to get that done. Of course, I couldn't send Brown todo it by himself, and still less could I tell anyone who belonged to the place.
 'Well, there is my story; and, if you don't believe it, I can't help it.
 But I think you do.'
 'Indeed,' said Mr Gregory, 'I can find no alternative. I must  believe it! I saw the well andthe stone myself, and had a glimpse, I thought, of the bags or something else in the hole.And, to be plain with you, Somerton, I believe my door was watched last night, too.'
 'I dare say it was, Gregory; but, thank goodness, that is over. Have you, by the way,anything to tell about your visit to that dreadful place?'
 'Very little,' was the answer. 'Brown and I managed easily enough to get the slab into itsplace, and he fixed it very firmly with the irons and wedges you had desired him to get,
 and we contrived to smear the surface with mud so that it looks just like the rest of thewall. One thing I did notice in the carving on the well-head, which I think must have
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 escaped you. It was a horrid, grotesque shape—perhaps more like a toad than anythingelse, and there was a label by it inscribed with the two words, "Depositum custodi".'[9]
 [9] 'Keep that which is committed to thee.'
 PART 2: More Ghost Stories
 M.R. JAMES
 GHOST STORIES OF AN ANTIQUARY
 These stories are dedicated to all those who at various times have listened to them. 
 CONTENTS
 PART I: GHOST STORIES OF AN ANTIQUARY
 Canon Alberic's Scrap-bookLost HeartsThe MezzotintThe Ash-treeNumber 13Count Magnus'Oh, Whistle, and I'll Come to You, My Lad'The Treasure of Abbot Thomas
 PART 2: MORE GHOST STORIES
 A School StoryThe Rose GardenThe Tractate MiddothCasting the RunesThe Stalls of Barchester CathedralMartin's CloseMr Humphreys and his Inheritance
 * * * * *
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 The first six of the seven tales were Christmas productions, the very first ('A SchoolStory') having been made up for the benefit of King's College Choir School. 'The Stallsof Barchester Cathedral' was printed in Contemporary Review; 'Mr Humphreys and hisInheritance' was written to fill up the volume. In 'A School Story' I had Temple Grove,East Sheen in mind; in 'The Tractate Middoth', Cambridge University Library; in
 'Martin's Close', Sampford Courtenay in Devon. The Cathedral of Barchester is a blendof Canterbury, Salisbury, and Hereford.
 M.R. JAMES
 * * * * *
 A SCHOOL STORY
 Two men in a smoking-room were talking of their private-school days. 'At our  school,'said A., 'we had a ghost's footmark on the staircase. What was it like? Oh, very
 unconvincing. Just the shape of a shoe, with a square toe, if I remember right. Thestaircase was a stone one. I never heard any story about the thing. That seems odd, whenyou come to think of it. Why didn't somebody invent one, I wonder?'
 'You never can tell with little boys. They have a mythology of their own.There's a subject for you, by the way—"The Folklore of PrivateSchools".'
 'Yes; the crop is rather scanty, though. I imagine, if you were to investigate the cycle ofghost stories, for instance, which the boys at private schools tell each other, they wouldall turn out to be highly-compressed versions of stories out of books.'
 'Nowadays the Strand  and Pearson's, and so on, would be extensively drawn upon.'
 'No doubt: they weren't born or thought of in my time. Let's see. I wonder if I canremember the staple ones that I was told. First, there was the house with a room inwhich a series of people insisted on passing a night; and each of them in the morningwas found kneeling in a corner, and had just time to say, "I've seen it," and died.'
 'Wasn't that the house in Berkeley Square?'
 'I dare say it was. Then there was the man who heard a noise in the passage at night,opened his door, and saw someone crawling towards him on all fours with his eyehanging out on his cheek. There was besides, let me think—Yes! the room where a manwas found dead in bed with a horseshoe mark on his forehead, and the floor under thebed was covered with marks of horseshoes also; I don't know why. Also there was thelady who, on locking her bedroom door in a strange house, heard a thin voice among thebed-curtains say, "Now we're shut in for the night." None of those had any explanationor sequel. I wonder if they go on still, those stories.'
 'Oh, likely enough—with additions from the magazines, as I said. You never heard, didyou, of a real ghost at a private school? I thought not; nobody has that ever I came
 across.'
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 'From the way in which you said that, I gather that you have.'
 'I really don't know; but this is what was in my mind. It happened at my private schoolthirty odd years ago, and I haven't any explanation of it.
 'The school I mean was near London. It was established in a large and fairly oldhouse—a great white building with very fine grounds about it; there were large cedarsin the garden, as there are in so many of the older gardens in the Thames valley, andancient elms in the three or four fields which we used for our games. I think probably itwas quite an attractive place, but boys seldom allow that their schools possess anytolerable features.
 'I came to the school in a September, soon after the year 1870; and among the boys whoarrived on the same day was one whom I took to: a Highland boy, whom I will callMcLeod. I needn't spend time in describing him: the main thing is that I got to knowhim very well. He was not an exceptional boy in any way—not particularly good at
 books or games—but he suited me.
 'The school was a large one: there must have been from 120 to 130 boys there as a rule,and so a considerable staff of masters was required, and there were rather frequentchanges among them.
 'One term—perhaps it was my third or fourth—a new master made his appearance. Hisname was Sampson. He was a tallish, stoutish, pale, black-bearded man. I think weliked him: he had travelled a good deal, and had stories which amused us on our schoolwalks, so that there was some competition among us to get within earshot of him. Iremember too—dear me, I have hardly thought of it since then!—that he had a charm onhis watch-chain that attracted my attention one day, and he let me examine it. It was, Inow suppose, a gold Byzantine coin; there was an effigy of some absurd emperor onone side; the other side had been worn practically smooth, and he had had cut on it—rather barbarously—his own initials, G.W.S., and a date, 24 July, 1865. Yes, I can see itnow: he told me he had picked it up in Constantinople: it was about the size of a florin,perhaps rather smaller.
 'Well, the first odd thing that happened was this. Sampson was doing Latin grammarwith us. One of his favourite methods—perhaps it is rather a good one—was to make usconstruct sentences out of our own heads to illustrate the rules he was trying to make us
 learn. Of course that is a thing which gives a silly boy a chance of being impertinent:there are lots of school stories in which that happens—or anyhow there might be. ButSampson was too good a disciplinarian for us to think of trying that on with him. Now,on this occasion he was telling us how to express remembering in Latin: and he orderedus each to make a sentence bringing in the verb memini, "I remember." Well, most of usmade up some ordinary sentence such as "I remember my father," or "He remembers hisbook," or something equally uninteresting: and I dare say a good many put downmemino librum meum, and so forth: but the boy I mentioned—McLeod—was evidentlythinking of something more elaborate than that. The rest of us wanted to have oursentences passed, and get on to something else, so some kicked him under the desk, andI, who was next to him, poked him and whispered to him to look sharp. But he didn't
 seem to attend. I looked at his paper and saw he had put down nothing at all. So I jogged him again harder than before and upbraided him sharply for keeping us all
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 waiting. That did have some effect. He started and seemed to wake up, and then veryquickly he scribbled about a couple of lines on his paper, and showed it up with the rest.As it was the last, or nearly the last, to come in, and as Sampson had a good deal to sayto the boys who had written meminiscimus patri meo and the rest of it, it turned out thatthe clock struck twelve before he had got to McLeod, and McLeod had to wait
 afterwards to have his sentence corrected. There was nothing much going on outsidewhen I got out, so I waited for him to come. He came very slowly when he did arrive,and I guessed there had been some sort of trouble. "Well," I said, "what did you get?""Oh, I don't know," said McLeod, "nothing much: but I think Sampson's rather sick withme." "Why, did you show him up some rot?" "No fear," he said. "It was all right as faras I could see: it was like this: Memento—that's right enough for remember, and it takesa genitive,—memento putei inter quatuor taxos." "What silly rot!" I said. "What madeyou shove that down? What does it mean?" "That's the funny part," said McLeod. "I'mnot quite sure what it does mean. All I know is, it just came into my head and I corked itdown. I know what I think  it means, because just before I wrote it down I had a sort ofpicture of it in my head: I believe it means 'Remember the well among the four'—what
 are those dark sort of trees that have red berries on them?" "Mountain ashes, I s'poseyou mean." "I never heard of them," said McLeod; "no, I'll tell you—yews." "Well, andwhat did Sampson say?" "Why, he was jolly odd about it. When he read it he got up andwent to the mantelpiece and stopped quite a long time without saying anything, with hisback to me. And then he said, without turning round, and rather quiet, 'What do yousuppose that means?' I told him what I thought; only I couldn't remember the name ofthe silly tree: and then he wanted to know why I put it down, and I had to say somethingor other. And after that he left off talking about it, and asked me how long I'd been here,and where my people lived, and things like that: and then I came away: but he wasn'tlooking a bit well."
 'I don't remember any more that was said by either of us about this. Next day McLeodtook to his bed with a chill or something of the kind, and it was a week or more beforehe was in school again. And as much as a month went by without anything happeningthat was noticeable. Whether or not Mr Sampson was really startled, as McLeod hadthought, he didn't show it. I am pretty sure, of course, now, that there was somethingvery curious in his past history, but I'm not going to pretend that we boys were sharpenough to guess any such thing.
 'There was one other incident of the same kind as the last which I told you. Severaltimes since that day we had had to make up examples in school to illustrate different
 rules, but there had never been any row except when we did them wrong. At last therecame a day when we were going through those dismal things which people callConditional Sentences, and we were told to make a conditional sentence, expressing afuture consequence. We did it, right or wrong, and showed up our bits of paper, andSampson began looking through them. All at once he got up, made some odd sort ofnoise in his throat, and rushed out by a door that was just by his desk. We sat there for aminute or two, and then—I suppose it was incorrect—but we went up, I and one or twoothers, to look at the papers on his desk. Of course I thought someone must have putdown some nonsense or other, and Sampson had gone off to report him. All the same, Inoticed that he hadn't taken any of the papers with him when he ran out. Well, the toppaper on the desk was written in red ink—which no one used—and it wasn't in anyone's
 hand who was in the class. They all looked at it—McLeod and all—and took their dyingoaths that it wasn't theirs. Then I thought of counting the bits of paper. And of this I
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 made quite certain: that there were seventeen bits of paper on the desk, and sixteen boysin the form. Well, I bagged the extra paper, and kept it, and I believe I have it now. Andnow you will want to know what was written on it. It was simple enough, and harmlessenough, I should have said.
 '"Si tu non veneris ad me, ego veniam ad te," which means, I suppose, "If you don'tcome to me, I'll come to you."'
 'Could you show me the paper?' interrupted the listener.
 'Yes, I could: but there's another odd thing about it. That same afternoon I took it out ofmy locker—I know for certain it was the same bit, for I made a finger-mark on it—andno single trace of writing of any kind was there on it. I kept it, as I said, and since thattime I have tried various experiments to see whether sympathetic ink had been used, butabsolutely without result.
 'So much for that. After about half an hour Sampson looked in again: said he had feltvery unwell, and told us we might go. He came rather gingerly to his desk and gave justone look at the uppermost paper: and I suppose he thought he must have been dreaming:anyhow, he asked no questions.
 'That day was a half-holiday, and next day Sampson was in school again, much as usual.That night the third and last incident in my story happened.
 'We—McLeod and I—slept in a dormitory at right angles to the main building.Sampson slept in the main building on the first floor. There was a very bright full moon.At an hour which I can't tell exactly, but some time between one and two, I was wokenup by somebody shaking me. It was McLeod; and a nice state of mind he seemed to bein. "Come," he said,—"come! there's a burglar getting in through Sampson's window."As soon as I could speak, I said, "Well, why not call out and wake everybody up?" "No,no," he said, "I'm not sure who it is: don't make a row: come and look." Naturally Icame and looked, and naturally there was no one there. I was cross enough, and shouldhave called McLeod plenty of names: only—I couldn't tell why—it seemed to me thatthere was something wrong—something that made me very glad I wasn't alone to faceit. We were still at the window looking out, and as soon as I could, I asked him what hehad heard or seen. "I didn't hear  anything at all," he said, "but about five minutes beforeI woke you, I found myself looking out of this window here, and there was a man sitting
 or kneeling on Sampson's window-sill, and looking in, and I thought he wasbeckoning." "What sort of man?" McLeod wriggled. "I don't know," he said, "but I cantell you one thing—he was beastly thin: and he looked as if he was wet all over: and,"he said, looking round and whispering as if he hardly liked to hear himself, "I'm not atall sure that he was alive."
 'We went on talking in whispers some time longer, and eventually crept back to bed. Noone else in the room woke or stirred the whole time. I believe we did sleep a bitafterwards, but we were very cheap next day.
 'And next day Mr Sampson was gone: not to be found: and I believe no trace of him has
 ever come to light since. In thinking it over, one of the oddest things about it all hasseemed to me to be the fact that neither McLeod nor I ever mentioned what we had seen
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 to any third person whatever. Of course no questions were asked on the subject, and ifthey had been, I am inclined to believe that we could not have made any answer: weseemed unable to speak about it.
 'That is my story,' said the narrator. 'The only approach to a ghost story connected with
 a school that I know, but still, I think, an approach to such a thing.'
 * * * * *
 The sequel to this may perhaps be reckoned highly conventional; but a sequel there is,and so it must be produced. There had been more than one listener to the story, and, inthe latter part of that same year, or of the next, one such listener was staying at a countryhouse in Ireland.
 One evening his host was turning over a drawer full of odds and ends in the smoking-room. Suddenly he put his hand upon a little box. 'Now,' he said, 'you know about old
 things; tell me what that is.' My friend opened the little box, and found in it a thin goldchain with an object attached to it. He glanced at the object and then took off hisspectacles to examine it more narrowly. 'What's the history of this?' he asked. 'Oddenough,' was the answer. 'You know the yew thicket in the shrubbery: well, a year ortwo back we were cleaning out the old well that used to be in the clearing here, andwhat do you suppose we found?'
 'Is it possible that you found a body?' said the visitor, with an odd feeling ofnervousness.
 'We did that: but what's more, in every sense of the word, we found two.'
 'Good Heavens! Two? Was there anything to show how they got there? Was this thingfound with them?'
 'It was. Amongst the rags of the clothes that were on one of the bodies. A bad business,whatever the story of it may have been. One body had the arms tight round the other.They must have been there thirty years or more—long enough before we came to thisplace. You may judge we filled the well up fast enough. Do you make anything ofwhat's cut on that gold coin you have there?'
 'I think I can,' said my friend, holding it to the light (but he read it without muchdifficulty); 'it seems to be G.W.S., 24 July, 1865.'
 THE ROSE GARDEN
 Mr and Mrs Anstruther were at breakfast in the parlour of Westfield Hall, in the countyof Essex. They were arranging plans for the day.
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 'George,' said Mrs Anstruther, 'I think you had better take the car to Maldon and see ifyou can get any of those knitted things I was speaking about which would do for mystall at the bazaar.'
 'Oh well, if you wish it, Mary, of course I can do that, but I had half arranged to play a
 round with Geoffrey Williamson this morning. The bazaar isn't till Thursday of nextweek, is it?'
 'What has that to do with it, George? I should have thought you would have guessed thatif I can't get the things I want in Maldon I shall have to write to all manner of shops intown: and they are certain to send something quite unsuitable in price or quality the firsttime. If you have actually made an appointment with Mr Williamson, you had betterkeep it, but I must say I think you might have let me know.'
 'Oh no, no, it wasn't really an appointment. I quite see what you mean.I'll go. And what shall you do yourself?'
 'Why, when the work of the house is arranged for, I must see about laying out my newrose garden. By the way, before you start for Maldon I wish you would just take Collinsto look at the place I fixed upon. You know it, of course.'
 'Well, I'm not quite sure that I do, Mary. Is it at the upper end, towards the village?'
 'Good gracious no, my dear George; I thought I had made that quite clear. No, it's thatsmall clearing just off the shrubbery path that goes towards the church.'
 'Oh yes, where we were saying there must have been a summer-house once: the placewith the old seat and the posts. But do you think there's enough sun there?'
 'My dear George, do allow me some common sense, and don't credit me with all yourideas about summer-houses. Yes, there will be plenty of sun when we have got rid ofsome of those box-bushes. I know what you are going to say, and I have as little wish asyou to strip the place bare. All I want Collins to do is to clear away the old seats and theposts and things before I come out in an hour's time. And I hope you will manage to getoff fairly soon. After luncheon I think I shall go on with my sketch of the church; and ifyou please you can go over to the links, or—'
 'Ah, a good idea—very good! Yes, you finish that sketch, Mary, and I should be glad ofa round.'
 'I was going to say, you might call on the Bishop; but I suppose it is no use my makingany suggestion. And now do be getting ready, or half the morning will be gone.'
 Mr Anstruther's face, which had shown symptoms of lengthening, shortened itselfagain, and he hurried from the room, and was soon heard giving orders in the passage.Mrs Anstruther, a stately dame of some fifty summers, proceeded, after a secondconsideration of the morning's letters, to her housekeeping.
 Within a few minutes Mr Anstruther had discovered Collins in the greenhouse, and theywere on their way to the site of the projected rose garden. I do not know much about the
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 conditions most suitable to these nurseries, but I am inclined to believe that MrsAnstruther, though in the habit of describing herself as 'a great gardener', had not beenwell advised in the selection of a spot for the purpose. It was a small, dank clearing,bounded on one side by a path, and on the other by thick box-bushes, laurels, and otherevergreens. The ground was almost bare of grass and dark of aspect. Remains of rustic
 seats and an old and corrugated oak post somewhere near the middle of the clearing hadgiven rise to Mr Anstruther's conjecture that a summer-house had once stood there.
 Clearly Collins had not been put in possession of his mistress's intentions with regard tothis plot of ground: and when he learnt them from Mr Anstruther he displayed noenthusiasm.
 'Of course I could clear them seats away soon enough,' he said. 'They aren't no ornamentto the place, Mr Anstruther, and rotten too. Look 'ere, sir,'—and he broke off a largepiece—'rotten right through. Yes, clear them away, to be sure we can do that.'
 'And the post,' said Mr Anstruther, 'that's got to go too.'
 Collins advanced, and shook the post with both hands: then he rubbed his chin.
 'That's firm in the ground, that post is,' he said. 'That's been there a number of years, MrAnstruther. I doubt I shan't get that up not quite so soon as what I can do with themseats.'
 'But your mistress specially wishes it to be got out of the way in an hour's time,' said MrAnstruther.
 Collins smiled and shook his head slowly. 'You'll excuse me, sir, but you feel of it foryourself. No, sir, no one can't do what's impossible to 'em, can they, sir? I could git thatpost up by after tea-time, sir, but that'll want a lot of digging. What you require, you see,sir, if you'll excuse me naming of it, you want the soil loosening round this post 'ere,and me and the boy we shall take a little time doing of that. But now, these 'ere seats,'said Collins, appearing to appropriate this portion of the scheme as due to his ownresourcefulness, 'why, I can get the barrer round and 'ave them cleared away in, whyless than an hour's time from now, if you'll permit of it. Only—'
 'Only what, Collins?'
 'Well now, ain't for me to go against orders no more than what it is for you yourself—oranyone else' (this was added somewhat hurriedly), 'but if you'll pardon me, sir, this ain'tthe place I should have picked out for no rose garden myself. Why look at them box andlaurestinus, 'ow they reg'lar preclude the light from—'
 'Ah yes, but we've got to get rid of some of them, of course.'
 'Oh, indeed, get rid of them! Yes, to be sure, but—I beg your pardon, MrAnstruther—'
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 'I'm sorry, Collins, but I must be getting on now. I hear the car at the door. Yourmistress will explain exactly what she wishes. I'll tell her, then, that you can see yourway to clearing away the seats at once, and the post this afternoon. Good morning.'
 Collins was left rubbing his chin. Mrs Anstruther received the report with some
 discontent, but did not insist upon any change of plan.
 By four o'clock that afternoon she had dismissed her husband to his golf, had dealtfaithfully with Collins and with the other duties of the day, and, having sent a campstooland umbrella to the proper spot, had just settled down to her sketch of the church asseen from the shrubbery, when a maid came hurrying down the path to report that MissWilkins had called.
 Miss Wilkins was one of the few remaining members of the family from whom theAnstruthers had bought the Westfield estate some few years back. She had been stayingin the neighbourhood, and this was probably a farewell visit. 'Perhaps you could ask
 Miss Wilkins to join me here,' said Mrs Anstruther, and soon Miss Wilkins, a person ofmature years, approached.
 'Yes, I'm leaving the Ashes to-morrow, and I shall be able to tell my brother howtremendously you have improved the place. Of course he can't help regretting the oldhouse just a little—as I do myself—but the garden is really delightful now.'
 'I am so glad you can say so. But you mustn't think we've finished our improvements.Let me show you where I mean to put a rose garden. It's close by here.'
 The details of the project were laid before Miss Wilkins at some length; but herthoughts were evidently elsewhere.
 'Yes, delightful,' she said at last rather absently. 'But do you know, Mrs Anstruther, I'mafraid I was thinking of old times. I'm very glad to have seen just this spot again beforeyou altered it. Frank and I had quite a romance about this place.'
 'Yes?' said Mrs Anstruther smilingly; 'do tell me what it was. Something quaint andcharming, I'm sure.'
 'Not so very charming, but it has always seemed to me curious. Neither of us would
 ever be here alone when we were children, and I'm not sure that I should care about itnow in certain moods. It is one of those things that can hardly be put into words—by meat least—and that sound rather foolish if they are not properly expressed. I can tell youafter a fashion what it was that gave us—well, almost a horror of the place when wewere alone. It was towards the evening of one very hot autumn day, when Frank haddisappeared mysteriously about the grounds, and I was looking for him to fetch him totea, and going down this path I suddenly saw him, not hiding in the bushes, as I ratherexpected, but sitting on the bench in the old summer-house—there was a woodensummer-house here, you know—up in the corner, asleep, but with such a dreadful lookon his face that I really thought he must be ill or even dead. I rushed at him and shookhim, and told him to wake up; and wake up he did, with a scream. I assure you the poor
 boy seemed almost beside himself with fright. He hurried me away to the house, andwas in a terrible state all that night, hardly sleeping. Someone had to sit up with him, as
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 far as I remember. He was better very soon, but for days I couldn't get him to say whyhe had been in such a condition. It came out at last that he had really been asleep andhad had a very odd disjointed sort of dream. He never saw much of what was aroundhim, but he felt  the scenes most vividly. First he made out that he was standing in alarge room with a number of people in it, and that someone was opposite to him who
 was "very powerful", and he was being asked questions which he felt to be veryimportant, and, whenever he answered them, someone—either the person opposite tohim, or someone else in the room—seemed to be, as he said, making something upagainst him. All the voices sounded to him very distant, but he remembered bits of thethings that were said: "Where were you on the 19th of October?" and "Is this yourhandwriting?" and so on. I can see now, of course, that he was dreaming of some trial:but we were never allowed to see the papers, and it was odd that a boy of eight shouldhave such a vivid idea of what went on in a court. All the time he felt, he said, the mostintense anxiety and oppression and hopelessness (though I don't suppose he used suchwords as that to me). Then, after that, there was an interval in which he rememberedbeing dreadfully restless and miserable, and then there came another sort of picture,
 when he was aware that he had come out of doors on a dark raw morning with a littlesnow about. It was in a street, or at any rate among houses, and he felt that there werenumbers and numbers of people there too, and that he was taken up some creakingwooden steps and stood on a sort of platform, but the only thing he could actually seewas a small fire burning somewhere near him. Someone who had been holding his armleft hold of it and went towards this fire, and then he said the fright he was in was worsethan at any other part of his dream, and if I had not wakened him up he didn't knowwhat would have become of him. A curious dream for a child to have, wasn't it? Well,so much for that. It must have been later in the year that Frank and I were here, and Iwas sitting in the arbour just about sunset. I noticed the sun was going down, and toldFrank to run in and see if tea was ready while I finished a chapter in the book I wasreading. Frank was away longer than I expected, and the light was going so fast that Ihad to bend over my book to make it out. All at once I became conscious that someonewas whispering to me inside the arbour. The only words I could distinguish, or thought Icould, were something like "Pull, pull. I'll push, you pull."
 'I started up in something of a fright. The voice—it was little more than a whisper—sounded so hoarse and angry, and yet as if it came from a long, long way off—just as ithad done in Frank's dream. But, though I was startled, I had enough courage to lookround and try to make out where the sound came from. And—this sounds very foolish, Iknow, but still it is the fact—I made sure that it was strongest when I put my ear to an
 old post which was part of the end of the seat. I was so certain of this that I remembermaking some marks on the post—as deep as I could with the scissors out of my work-basket. I don't know why. I wonder, by the way, whether that isn't the very post itself….Well, yes, it might be: there are marks and scratches on it—but one can't be sure.Anyhow, it was just like that post you have there. My father got to know that both of ushad had a fright in the arbour, and he went down there himself one evening after dinner,and the arbour was pulled down at very short notice. I recollect hearing my fathertalking about it to an old man who used to do odd jobs in the place, and the old mansaying, "Don't you fear for that, sir: he's fast enough in there without no one don't takeand let him out." But when I asked who it was, I could get no satisfactory answer.Possibly my father or mother might have told me more about it when I grew up, but, as
 you know, they both died when we were still quite children. I must say it has alwaysseemed very odd to me, and I've often asked the older people in the village whether they

Page 91
                        

8/10/2019 ghosdt stories.pdf
 http://slidepdf.com/reader/full/ghosdt-storiespdf 91/208
 knew of anything strange: but either they knew nothing or they wouldn't tell me. Dear,dear, how I have been boring you with my childish remembrances! but indeed thatarbour did absorb our thoughts quite remarkably for a time. You can fancy, can't you,the kind of stories that we made up for ourselves. Well, dear Mrs Anstruther, I must beleaving you now. We shall meet in town this winter, I hope, shan't we?' etc., etc.
 The seats and the post were cleared away and uprooted respectively by that evening.Late summer weather is proverbially treacherous, and during dinner-time Mrs Collinssent up to ask for a little brandy, because her husband had took a nasty chill and she wasafraid he would not be able to do much next day.
 Mrs Anstruther's morning reflections were not wholly placid. She was sure some roughshad got into the plantation during the night. 'And another thing, George: the momentthat Collins is about again, you must tell him to do something about the owls. I neverheard anything like them, and I'm positive one came and perched somewhere justoutside our window. If it had come in I should have been out of my wits: it must have
 been a very large bird, from its voice. Didn't you hear it? No, of course not, you weresound asleep as usual. Still, I must say, George, you don't look as if your night had doneyou much good.'
 'My dear, I feel as if another of the same would turn me silly. You have no idea of thedreams I had. I couldn't speak of them when I woke up, and if this room wasn't so brightand sunny I shouldn't care to think of them even now.'
 'Well, really, George, that isn't very common with you, I must say. You must have—no,you only had what I had yesterday—unless you had tea at that wretched club house: didyou?'
 'No, no; nothing but a cup of tea and some bread and butter. I should really like to knowhow I came to put my dream together—as I suppose one does put one's dreams togetherfrom a lot of little things one has been seeing or reading. Look here, Mary, it was likethis—if I shan't be boring you—'
 'I wish to hear what it was, George. I will tell you when I have had enough.'
 'All right. I must tell you that it wasn't like other nightmares in one way, because I didn'treally see anyone who spoke to me or touched me, and yet I was most fearfully
 impressed with the reality of it all. First I was sitting, no, moving about, in an old-fashioned sort of panelled room. I remember there was a fireplace and a lot of burntpapers in it, and I was in a great state of anxiety about something. There was someoneelse—a servant, I suppose, because I remember saying to him, "Horses, as quick as youcan," and then waiting a bit: and next I heard several people coming upstairs and a noiselike spurs on a boarded floor, and then the door opened and whatever it was that I wasexpecting happened.'
 'Yes, but what was that?'
 'You see, I couldn't tell: it was the sort of shock that upsets you in a dream. You either
 wake up or else everything goes black. That was what happened to me. Then I was in a
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 big dark-walled room, panelled, I think, like the other, and a number of people, and Iwas evidently—'
 'Standing your trial, I suppose, George.'
 'Goodness! yes, Mary, I was; but did you dream that too? How very odd!'
 'No, no; I didn't get enough sleep for that. Go on, George, and I will tell you afterwards.'
 'Yes; well, I was being tried, for my life, I've no doubt, from the state I was in. I had noone speaking for me, and somewhere there was a most fearful fellow—on the bench Ishould have said, only that he seemed to be pitching into me most unfairly, and twistingeverything I said, and asking most abominable questions.'
 'What about?'
 'Why, dates when I was at particular places, and letters I was supposed to have written,and why I had destroyed some papers; and I recollect his laughing at answers I made ina way that quite daunted me. It doesn't sound much, but I can tell you, Mary, it wasreally appalling at the time. I am quite certain there was such a man once, and a mosthorrible villain he must have been. The things he said—'
 'Thank you, I have no wish to hear them. I can go to the links any day myself. How didit end?'
 'Oh, against me; he saw to that. I do wish, Mary, I could give you a notion of the strainthat came after that, and seemed to me to last for days: waiting and waiting, andsometimes writing things I knew to be enormously important to me, and waiting foranswers and none coming, and after that I came out—'
 'Ah!'
 'What makes you say that? Do you know what sort of thing I saw?'
 'Was it a dark cold day, and snow in the streets, and a fire burning somewhere nearyou?'
 'By George, it was! You have had the same nightmare! Really not? Well, it is the oddestthing! Yes; I've no doubt it was an execution for high treason. I know I was laid onstraw and jolted along most wretchedly, and then had to go up some steps, and someonewas holding my arm, and I remember seeing a bit of a ladder and hearing a sound of alot of people. I really don't think I could bear now to go into a crowd of people and hearthe noise they make talking. However, mercifully, I didn't get to the real business. Thedream passed off with a sort of thunder inside my head. But, Mary—'
 'I know what you are going to ask. I suppose this is an instance of a kind of thought-reading. Miss Wilkins called yesterday and told me of a dream her brother had as achild when they lived here, and something did no doubt make me think of that when I
 was awake last night listening to those horrible owls and those men talking andlaughing in the shrubbery (by the way, I wish you would see if they have done any
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 damage, and speak to the police about it); and so, I suppose, from my brain it must havegot into yours while you were asleep. Curious, no doubt, and I am sorry it gave yousuch a bad night. You had better be as much in the fresh air as you can to-day.'
 'Oh, it's all right now; but I think I will go over to the Lodge and see if I can get a game
 with any of them. And you?'
 'I have enough to do for this morning; and this afternoon, if I am not interrupted, there ismy drawing.'
 'To be sure—I want to see that finished very much.'
 No damage was discoverable in the shrubbery. Mr Anstruther surveyed with faintinterest the site of the rose garden, where the uprooted post still lay, and the hole it hadoccupied remained unfilled. Collins, upon inquiry made, proved to be better, but quiteunable to come to his work. He expressed, by the mouth of his wife, a hope that he
 hadn't done nothing wrong clearing away them things. Mrs Collins added that there wasa lot of talking people in Westfield, and the hold ones was the worst: seemed to thinkeverything of them having been in the parish longer than what other people had. But asto what they said no more could then be ascertained than that it had quite upset Collins,and was a lot of nonsense.
 * * * * *
 Recruited by lunch and a brief period of slumber, Mrs Anstruther settled herselfcomfortably upon her sketching chair in the path leading through the shrubbery to theside-gate of the churchyard. Trees and buildings were among her favourite subjects, andhere she had good studies of both. She worked hard, and the drawing was becoming areally pleasant thing to look upon by the time that the wooded hills to the west had shutoff the sun. Still she would have persevered, but the light changed rapidly, and itbecame obvious that the last touches must be added on the morrow. She rose and turnedtowards the house, pausing for a time to take delight in the limpid green western sky.Then she passed on between the dark box-bushes, and, at a point just before the pathdebouched on the lawn, she stopped once again and considered the quiet eveninglandscape, and made a mental note that that must be the tower of one of the Roothingchurches that one caught on the sky-line. Then a bird (perhaps) rustled in the box-bushon her left, and she turned and started at seeing what at first she took to be a Fifth of
 November mask peeping out among the branches. She looked closer.
 It was not a mask. It was a face—large, smooth, and pink. She remembers the minutedrops of perspiration which were starting from its forehead: she remembers how the
  jaws were clean-shaven and the eyes shut. She remembers also, and with an accuracywhich makes the thought intolerable to her, how the mouth was open and a single toothappeared below the upper lip. As she looked the face receded into the darkness of thebush. The shelter of the house was gained and the door shut before she collapsed.
 Mr and Mrs Anstruther had been for a week or more recruiting at Brighton before theyreceived a circular from the Essex Archaeological Society, and a query as to whether
 they possessed certain historical portraits which it was desired to include in theforthcoming work on Essex Portraits, to be published under the Society's auspices.
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 There was an accompanying letter from the Secretary which contained the followingpassage: 'We are specially anxious to know whether you possess the original of theengraving of which I enclose a photograph. It represents Sir —— ——, Lord ChiefJustice under Charles II, who, as you doubtless know, retired after his disgrace toWestfield, and is supposed to have died there of remorse. It may interest you to hear
 that a curious entry has recently been found in the registers, not of Westfield but ofPriors Roothing to the effect that the parish was so much troubled after his death thatthe rector of Westfield summoned the parsons of all the Roothings to come and lay him;which they did. The entry ends by saying: "The stake is in a field adjoining to thechurchyard of Westfield, on the west side." Perhaps you can let us know if any traditionto this effect is current in your parish.'
 The incidents which the 'enclosed photograph' recalled were productive of a severeshock to Mrs Anstruther. It was decided that she must spend the winter abroad.
 Mr Anstruther, when he went down to Westfield to make the necessary arrangements,
 not unnaturally told his story to the rector (an old gentleman), who showed littlesurprise.
 'Really I had managed to piece out for myself very much what must have happened,partly from old people's talk and partly from what I saw in your grounds. Of course wehave suffered to some extent also. Yes, it was bad at first: like owls, as you say, andmen talking sometimes. One night it was in this garden, and at other times about severalof the cottages. But lately there has been very little: I think it will die out. There isnothing in our registers except the entry of the burial, and what I for a long time took tobe the family motto: but last time I looked at it I noticed that it was added in a later handand had the initials of one of our rectors quite late in the seventeenth century, A. C.—Augustine Crompton. Here it is, you see—quieta non movere. I suppose— Well, it israther hard to say exactly what I do suppose.'
 THE TRACTATE MIDDOTH
 Towards the end of an autumn afternoon an elderly man with a thin face and greyPiccadilly weepers pushed open the swing-door leading into the vestibule of a certain
 famous library, and addressing himself to an attendant, stated that he believed he wasentitled to use the library, and inquired if he might take a book out. Yes, if he were onthe list of those to whom that privilege was given. He produced his card—Mr JohnEldred—and, the register being consulted, a favourable answer was given. 'Now,another point,' said he. 'It is a long time since I was here, and I do not know my wayabout your building; besides, it is near closing-time, and it is bad for me to hurry up anddown stairs. I have here the title of the book I want: is there anyone at liberty who couldgo and find it for me?' After a moment's thought the doorkeeper beckoned to a youngman who was passing. 'Mr Garrett,' he said, 'have you a minute to assist thisgentleman?' 'With pleasure,' was Mr Garrett's answer. The slip with the title was handedto him. 'I think I can put my hand on this; it happens to be in the class I inspected last
 quarter, but I'll just look it up in the catalogue to make sure. I suppose it is thatparticular edition that you require, sir?' 'Yes, if you please; that, and no other,' said Mr
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 Eldred; 'I am exceedingly obliged to you.' 'Don't mention it I beg, sir,' said Mr Garrett,and hurried off.
 'I thought so,' he said to himself, when his finger, travelling down thepages of the catalogue, stopped at a particular entry. 'Talmud: Tractate
 Middoth, with the commentary of Nachmanides, Amsterdam, 1707. 11.3.34.Hebrew class, of course. Not a very difficult job this.'
 Mr Eldred, accommodated with a chair in the vestibule, awaited anxiously the return ofhis messenger—and his disappointment at seeing an empty-handed Mr Garrett runningdown the staircase was very evident. 'I'm sorry to disappoint you, sir,' said the youngman, 'but the book is out.' 'Oh dear!' said Mr Eldred, 'is that so? You are sure there canbe no mistake?' 'I don't think there is much chance of it, sir: but it's possible, if you liketo wait a minute, that you might meet the very gentleman that's got it. He must beleaving the library soon, and I think  I saw him take that particular book out of the shelf.''Indeed! You didn't recognize him, I suppose? Would it be one of the professors or one
 of the students?' 'I don't think so: certainly not a professor. I should have known him;but the light isn't very good in that part of the library at this time of day, and I didn't seehis face. I should have said he was a shortish old gentleman, perhaps a clergyman, in acloak. If you could wait, I can easily find out whether he wants the book veryparticularly.'
 'No, no,' said Mr Eldred, 'I won't—I can't wait now, thank you—no. I must be off. ButI'll call again to-morrow if I may, and perhaps you could find out who has it.'
 'Certainly, sir, and I'll have the book ready for you if we—' But Mr Eldred was alreadyoff, and hurrying more than one would have thought wholesome for him.
 Garrett had a few moments to spare; and, thought he, 'I'll go back to that case and see ifI can find the old man. Most likely he could put off using the book for a few days. I daresay the other one doesn't want to keep it for long.' So off with him to the Hebrew class.But when he got there it was unoccupied, and the volume marked 11.3.34 was in itsplace on the shelf. It was vexatious to Garrett's self-respect to have disappointed aninquirer with so little reason: and he would have liked, had it not been against libraryrules, to take the book down to the vestibule then and there, so that it might be ready forMr Eldred when he called. However, next morning he would be on the look out for him,and he begged the doorkeeper to send and let him know when the moment came. As a
 matter of fact, he was himself in the vestibule when Mr Eldred arrived, very soon afterthe library opened and when hardly anyone besides the staff were in the building.
 'I'm very sorry,' he said; 'it's not often that I make such a stupid mistake, but I did feelsure that the old gentleman I saw took out that very book and kept it in his hand withoutopening it, just as people do, you know, sir, when they mean to take a book out of thelibrary and not merely refer to it. But, however, I'll run up now at once and get it for youthis time.'
 And here intervened a pause. Mr Eldred paced the entry, read all the notices, consultedhis watch, sat and gazed up the staircase, did all that a very impatient man could, until
 some twenty minutes had run out. At last he addressed himself to the doorkeeper and
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 inquired if it was a very long way to that part of the library to which Mr Garrett hadgone.
 'Well, I was thinking it was funny, sir: he's a quick man as a rule, but to be sure hemight have been sent for by the librarian, but even so I think he'd have mentioned to
 him that you was waiting. I'll just speak him up on the toob and see.' And to the tube headdressed himself. As he absorbed the reply to his question his face changed, and hemade one or two supplementary inquiries which were shortly answered. Then he cameforward to his counter and spoke in a lower tone. 'I'm sorry to hear, sir, that somethingseems to have 'appened a little awkward. Mr Garrett has been took poorly, it appears,and the librarian sent him 'ome in a cab the other way. Something of an attack, by whatI can hear.' 'What, really? Do you mean that someone has injured him?' 'No, sir, notviolence 'ere, but, as I should judge, attacked with an attack, what you might term it, ofillness. Not a strong constitootion, Mr Garrett. But as to your book, sir, perhaps youmight be able to find it for yourself. It's too bad you should be disappointed this waytwice over—' 'Er—well, but I'm so sorry that Mr Garrett should have been taken ill in
 this way while he was obliging me. I think I must leave the book, and call and inquireafter him. You can give me his address, I suppose.' That was easily done: Mr Garrett, itappeared, lodged in rooms not far from the station. 'And one other question. Did youhappen to notice if an old gentleman, perhaps a clergyman, in a—yes—in a black cloak,left the library after I did yesterday. I think he may have been a—I think, that is, that hemay be staying—or rather that I may have known him.'
 'Not in a black cloak, sir; no. There were only two gentlemen left later than what youdone, sir, both of them youngish men. There was Mr Carter took out a music-book andone of the prefessors with a couple o' novels. That's the lot, sir; and then I went off tome tea, and glad to get it. Thank you, sir, much obliged.'
 * * * * *
 Mr Eldred, still a prey to anxiety, betook himself in a cab to Mr Garrett's address, butthe young man was not yet in a condition to receive visitors. He was better, but hislandlady considered that he must have had a severe shock. She thought most likely fromwhat the doctor said that he would be able to see Mr Eldred to-morrow. Mr Eldredreturned to his hotel at dusk and spent, I fear, but a dull evening.
 On the next day he was able to see Mr Garrett. When in health Mr Garrett was a
 cheerful and pleasant-looking young man. Now he was a very white and shaky being,propped up in an arm-chair by the fire, and inclined to shiver and keep an eye on thedoor. If however, there were visitors whom he was not prepared to welcome, Mr Eldredwas not among them. 'It really is I who owe you an apology, and I was despairing ofbeing able to pay it, for I didn't know your address. But I am very glad you have called.I do dislike and regret giving all this trouble, but you know I could not have foreseenthis—this attack which I had.'
 'Of course not; but now, I am something of a doctor. You'll excuse my asking; you havehad, I am sure, good advice. Was it a fall you had?'
 'No. I did fall on the floor—but not from any height. It was, really, a shock.'
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 'You mean something startled you. Was it anything you thought you saw?'
 'Not much thinking in the case, I'm afraid. Yes, it was something I saw. You rememberwhen you called the first time at the library?'
 'Yes, of course. Well, now, let me beg you not to try to describe it—it will not be goodfor you to recall it, I'm sure.'
 'But indeed it would be a relief to me to tell anyone like yourself: you might be able toexplain it away. It was just when I was going into the class where your book is—'
 'Indeed, Mr Garrett, I insist; besides, my watch tells me I have but very little time left inwhich to get my things together and take the train. No—not another word—it would bemore distressing to you than you imagine, perhaps. Now there is just one thing I want tosay. I feel that I am really indirectly responsible for this illness of yours, and I think Iought to defray the expense which it has—eh?'
 But this offer was quite distinctly declined. Mr Eldred, not pressing it, left almost atonce: not, however, before Mr Garrett had insisted upon his taking a note of the class-mark of the Tractate Middoth, which, as he said, Mr Eldred could at leisure get forhimself. But Mr Eldred did not reappear at the library.
 * * * * *
 William Garrett had another visitor that day in the person of a contemporary andcolleague from the library, one George Earle. Earle had been one of those who foundGarrett lying insensible on the floor just inside the 'class' or cubicle (opening upon thecentral alley of a spacious gallery) in which the Hebrew books were placed, and Earlehad naturally been very anxious about his friend's condition. So as soon as library hourswere over he appeared at the lodgings. 'Well,' he said (after other conversation), 'I've nonotion what it was that put you wrong, but I've got the idea that there's something wrongin the atmosphere of the library. I know this, that just before we found you I wascoming along the gallery with Davis, and I said to him, "Did ever you know such amusty smell anywhere as there is about here? It can't be wholesome." Well now, if onegoes on living a long time with a smell of that kind (I tell you it was worse than I everknew it) it must get into the system and break out some time, don't you think?'
 Garrett shook his head. 'That's all very well about the smell—but it isn't always there,though I've noticed it the last day or two—a sort of unnaturally strong smell of dust. Butno—that's not what did for me. It was something I saw. And I want to tell you about it. Iwent into that Hebrew class to get a book for a man that was inquiring for it downbelow. Now that same book I'd made a mistake about the day before. I'd been for it, forthe same man, and made sure that I saw an old parson in a cloak taking it out. I told myman it was out: off he went, to call again next day. I went back to see if I could get itout of the parson: no parson there, and the book on the shelf. Well, yesterday, as I say, Iwent again. This time, if you please—ten o'clock in the morning, remember, and asmuch light as ever you get in those classes, and there was my parson again, back to me,looking at the books on the shelf I wanted. His hat was on the table, and he had a bald
 head. I waited a second or two looking at him rather particularly. I tell you, he had avery nasty bald head. It looked to me dry, and it looked dusty, and the streaks of hair
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 across it were much less like hair than cobwebs. Well, I made a bit of a noise onpurpose, coughed and moved my feet. He turned round and let me see his face—which Ihadn't seen before. I tell you again, I'm not mistaken. Though, for one reason or anotherI didn't take in the lower part of his face, I did see the upper part; and it was perfectlydry, and the eyes were very deep-sunk; and over them, from the eyebrows to the cheek-
 bone, there were cobwebs—thick. Now that closed me up, as they say, and I can't tellyou anything more.'
 * * * * *
 What explanations were furnished by Earle of this phenomenon it does not very muchconcern us to inquire; at all events they did not convince Garrett that he had not seenwhat he had seen.
 * * * * *
 Before William Garrett returned to work at the library, the librarian insisted upon histaking a week's rest and change of air. Within a few days' time, therefore, he was at thestation with his bag, looking for a desirable smoking compartment in which to travel toBurnstow-on-Sea, which he had not previously visited. One compartment and one onlyseemed to be suitable. But, just as he approached it, he saw, standing in front of thedoor, a figure so like one bound up with recent unpleasant associations that, with asickening qualm, and hardly knowing what he did, he tore open the door of the nextcompartment and pulled himself into it as quickly as if death were at his heels. The trainmoved off, and he must have turned quite faint, for he was next conscious of a smelling-bottle being put to his nose. His physician was a nice-looking old lady, who, with herdaughter, was the only passenger in the carriage.
 But for this incident it is not very likely that he would have made any overtures to hisfellow-travellers. As it was, thanks and inquiries and general conversation supervenedinevitably; and Garrett found himself provided before the journey's end not only with aphysician, but with a landlady: for Mrs Simpson had apartments to let at Burnstow,which seemed in all ways suitable. The place was empty at that season, so that Garrettwas thrown a good deal into the society of the mother and daughter. He found themvery acceptable company. On the third evening of his stay he was on such terms withthem as to be asked to spend the evening in their private sitting-room.
 During their talk it transpired that Garrett's work lay in a library. 'Ah, libraries are fineplaces,' said Mrs Simpson, putting down her work with a sigh; 'but for all that, bookshave played me a sad turn, or rather a book has.'
 'Well, books give me my living, Mrs Simpson, and I should be sorry to say a wordagainst them: I don't like to hear that they have been bad for you.'
 'Perhaps Mr Garrett could help us to solve our puzzle, mother,' said MissSimpson.
 'I don't want to set Mr Garrett off on a hunt that might waste a lifetime, my dear, nor yet
 to trouble him with our private affairs.'
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 'But if you think it in the least likely that I could be of use, I do beg you to tell me whatthe puzzle is, Mrs Simpson. If it is finding out anything about a book, you see, I am inrather a good position to do it.'
 'Yes, I do see that, but the worst of it is that we don't know the name of the book.'
 'Nor what it is about?'
 'No, nor that either.'
 'Except that we don't think it's in English, mother—and that is not much of a clue.'
 'Well, Mr Garrett,' said Mrs Simpson, who had not yet resumed her work, and waslooking at the fire thoughtfully, 'I shall tell you the story. You will please keep it toyourself, if you don't mind? Thank you. Now it is just this. I had an old uncle, a DrRant. Perhaps you may have heard of him. Not that he was a distinguished man, but
 from the odd way he chose to be buried.'
 'I rather think I have seen the name in some guidebook.'
 'That would be it,' said Miss Simpson. 'He left directions—horrid old man!—that he wasto be put, sitting at a table in his ordinary clothes, in a brick room that he'd had madeunderground in a field near his house. Of course the country people say he's been seenabout there in his old black cloak.'
 'Well, dear, I don't know much about such things,' Mrs Simpson went on, 'but anyhowhe is dead, these twenty years and more. He was a clergyman, though I'm sure I can'timagine how he got to be one: but he did no duty for the last part of his life, which Ithink was a good thing; and he lived on his own property: a very nice estate not a greatway from here. He had no wife or family; only one niece, who was myself, and onenephew, and he had no particular liking for either of us—nor for anyone else, as far asthat goes. If anything, he liked my cousin better than he did me—for John was muchmore like him in his temper, and, I'm afraid I must say, his very mean sharp ways. Itmight have been different if I had not married; but I did, and that he very muchresented. Very well: here he was with this estate and a good deal of money, as it turnedout, of which he had the absolute disposal, and it was understood that we—my cousinand I—would share it equally at his death. In a certain winter, over twenty years back,
 as I said, he was taken ill, and I was sent for to nurse him. My husband was alive then,but the old man would not hear of his coming. As I drove up to the house I saw mycousin John driving away from it in an open fly and looking, I noticed, in very goodspirits. I went up and did what I could for my uncle, but I was very soon sure that thiswould be his last illness; and he was convinced of it too. During the day before he diedhe got me to sit by him all the time, and I could see there was something, and probablysomething unpleasant, that he was saving up to tell me, and putting it off as long as hefelt he could afford the strength—I'm afraid purposely in order to keep me on thestretch. But, at last, out it came. "Mary," he said,—"Mary, I've made my will in John'sfavour: he has everything, Mary." Well, of course that came as a bitter shock to me, forwe—my husband and I—were not rich people, and if he could have managed to live a
 little easier than he was obliged to do, I felt it might be the prolonging of his life. But Isaid little or nothing to my uncle, except that he had a right to do what he pleased: partly
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 because I couldn't think of anything to say, and partly because I was sure there wasmore to come: and so there was. "But, Mary," he said, "I'm not very fond of John, andI've made another will in your  favour. You can have everything. Only you've got to findthe will, you see: and I don't mean to tell you where it is." Then he chuckled to himself,and I waited, for again I was sure he hadn't finished. "That's a good girl," he said after a
 time,—"you wait, and I'll tell you as much as I told John. But just let me remind you,you can't go into court with what I'm saying to you, for you won't be able to produceany collateral evidence beyond your own word, and John's a man that can do a littlehard swearing if necessary. Very well then, that's understood. Now, I had the fancy thatI wouldn't write this will quite in the common way, so I wrote it in a book, Mary, aprinted book. And there's several thousand books in this house. But there! you needn'ttrouble yourself with them, for it isn't one of them. It's in safe keeping elsewhere: in aplace where John can go and find it any day, if he only knew, and you can't. A good willit is: properly signed and witnessed, but I don't think you'll find the witnesses in ahurry."
 'Still I said nothing: if I had moved at all I must have taken hold of the old wretch andshaken him. He lay there laughing to himself, and at last he said:
 '"Well, well, you've taken it very quietly, and as I want to start you both on equal terms,and John has a bit of a purchase in being able to go where the book is, I'll tell you justtwo other things which I didn't tell him. The will's in English, but you won't know that ifever you see it. That's one thing, and another is that when I'm gone you'll find anenvelope in my desk directed to you, and inside it something that would help you to findit, if only you have the wits to use it."
 'In a few hours from that he was gone, and though I made an appeal toJohn Eldred about it—'
 'John Eldred? I beg your pardon, Mrs Simpson—I think I've seen a Mr JohnEldred. What is he like to look at?'
 'It must be ten years since I saw him: he would be a thin elderly man now, and unless hehas shaved them off, he has that sort of whiskers which people used to call Dundrearyor Piccadilly something.'
 '—weepers. Yes, that is the man.'
 'Where did you come across him, Mr Garrett?'
 'I don't know if I could tell you,' said Garrett mendaciously, 'in some public place. Butyou hadn't finished.'
 'Really I had nothing much to add, only that John Eldred, of course, paid no attentionwhatever to my letters, and has enjoyed the estate ever since, while my daughter and Ihave had to take to the lodging-house business here, which I must say has not turned outby any means so unpleasant as I feared it might.'
 'But about the envelope.'
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 'To be sure! Why, the puzzle turns on that. Give Mr Garrett the paper out of my desk.'
 It was a small slip, with nothing whatever on it but five numerals, not divided orpunctuated in any way: 11334.
 Mr Garrett pondered, but there was a light in his eye. Suddenly he 'made a face', andthen asked, 'Do you suppose that Mr Eldred can have any more clue than you have tothe title of the book?'
 'I have sometimes thought he must,' said Mrs Simpson, 'and in this way: that my unclemust have made the will not very long before he died (that, I think, he said himself), andgot rid of the book immediately afterwards. But all his books were very carefullycatalogued: and John has the catalogue: and John was most particular that no bookswhatever should be sold out of the house. And I'm told that he is always journeyingabout to booksellers and libraries; so I fancy that he must have found out just whichbooks are missing from my uncle's library of those which are entered in the catalogue,
 and must be hunting for them.'
 'Just so, just so,' said Mr Garrett, and relapsed into thought.
 * * * * *
 No later than next day he received a letter which, as he told Mrs Simpson with greatregret, made it absolutely necessary for him to cut short his stay at Burnstow.
 Sorry as he was to leave them (and they were at least as sorry to part with him), he hadbegun to feel that a crisis, all-important to Mrs (and shall we add, Miss?) Simpson, wasvery possibly supervening.
 In the train Garrett was uneasy and excited. He racked his brains to think whether thepress mark of the book which Mr Eldred had been inquiring after was one in any waycorresponding to the numbers on Mrs Simpson's little bit of paper. But he found to hisdismay that the shock of the previous week had really so upset him that he could neitherremember any vestige of the title or nature of the book, or even of the locality to whichhe had gone to seek it. And yet all other parts of library topography and work were clearas ever in his mind.
 And another thing—he stamped with annoyance as he thought of it—he had at firsthesitated, and then had forgotten, to ask Mrs Simpson for the name of the place whereEldred lived. That, however, he could write about.
 At least he had his clue in the figures on the paper. If they referred to a press mark in hislibrary, they were only susceptible of a limited number of interpretations. They might bedivided into 1.13.34, 11.33.4, or 11.3.34. He could try all these in the space of a fewminutes, and if any one were missing he had every means of tracing it. He got veryquickly to work, though a few minutes had to be spent in explaining his early return tohis landlady and his colleagues. 1.13.34. was in place and contained no extraneouswriting. As he drew near to Class 11 in the same gallery, its association struck him like
 a chill. But he must  go on. After a cursory glance at 11.33.4 (which first confronted him,and was a perfectly new book) he ran his eye along the line of quartos which fills 11.3.
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 The gap he feared was there: 34 was out. A moment was spent in making sure that ithad not been misplaced, and then he was off to the vestibule.
 'Has 11.3.34 gone out? Do you recollect noticing that number?'
 'Notice the number? What do you take me for, Mr Garrett? There, take and look overthe tickets for yourself, if you've got a free day before you.'
 'Well then, has a Mr Eldred called again?—the old gentleman who came the day I wastaken ill. Come! you'd remember him.'
 'What do you suppose? Of course I recollect of him: no, he haven't been in again, notsince you went off for your 'oliday. And yet I seem to—there now. Roberts'll know.Roberts, do you recollect of the name of Heldred?'
 'Not arf,' said Roberts. 'You mean the man that sent a bob over the price for the parcel,
 and I wish they all did.'
 'Do you mean to say you've been sending books to Mr Eldred? Come, do speak up!Have you?'
 'Well now, Mr Garrett, if a gentleman sends the ticket all wrote correct and the secketrysays this book may go and the box ready addressed sent with the note, and a sum ofmoney sufficient to deefray the railway charges, what would be your  action in thematter, Mr Garrett, if I may take the liberty to ask such a question? Would you or wouldyou not have taken the trouble to oblige, or would you have chucked the 'ole thing underthe counter and—'
 'You were perfectly right, of course, Hodgson—perfectly right: only, would you kindlyoblige me by showing me the ticket Mr Eldred sent, and letting me know his address?'
 'To be sure, Mr Garrett; so long as I'm not 'ectored about and informed that I don't knowmy duty, I'm willing to oblige in every way feasible to my power. There is the ticket onthe file. J. Eldred, 11.3.34. Title of work: T-a-l-m—well, there, you can make what youlike of it—not a novel, I should 'azard the guess. And here is Mr Heldred's noteapplying for the book in question, which I see he terms it a track.'
 'Thanks, thanks: but the address? There's none on the note.'
 'Ah, indeed; well, now … stay now, Mr Garrett, I 'ave it. Why, that note come inside ofthe parcel, which was directed very thoughtful to save all trouble, ready to be sent backwith the book inside; and if I have made any mistake in this 'ole transaction, it lays justin the one point that I neglected to enter the address in my little book here what I keep.Not but what I dare say there was good reasons for me not entering of it: but there, Ihaven't the time, neither have you, I dare say, to go into 'em just now. And—no, MrGarrett, I do not  carry it in my 'ed, else what would be the use of me keeping this littlebook here—just a ordinary common notebook, you see, which I make a practice ofentering all such names and addresses in it as I see fit to do?'
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 'Admirable arrangement, to be sure—but—all right, thank you. When did the parcel gooff?'
 'Half-past ten, this morning.'
 'Oh, good; and it's just one now.'
 Garrett went upstairs in deep thought. How was he to get the address? A telegram toMrs Simpson: he might miss a train by waiting for the answer. Yes, there was one otherway. She had said that Eldred lived on his uncle's estate. If this were so, he might findthat place entered in the donation-book. That he could run through quickly, now that heknew the title of the book. The register was soon before him, and, knowing that the oldman had died more than twenty years ago, he gave him a good margin, and turned backto 1870. There was but one entry possible. 1875, August 14th. Talmud: Tractatus
  Middoth cum comm. R. Nachmanidae. Amstelod. 1707. Given by J. Rant, D.D., ofBretfield Manor.
 A gazetteer showed Bretfield to be three miles from a small station on the main line.Now to ask the doorkeeper whether he recollected if the name on the parcel had beenanything like Bretfield.
 'No, nothing like. It was, now you mention it, Mr Garrett, either Bredfield or Britfield,but nothing like that other name what you coated.'
 So far well. Next, a time-table. A train could be got in twenty minutes—taking twohours over the journey. The only chance, but one not to be missed; and the train wastaken.
 If he had been fidgety on the journey up, he was almost distracted on the journey down.If he found Eldred, what could he say? That it had been discovered that the book was ararity and must be recalled? An obvious untruth. Or that it was believed to containimportant manuscript notes? Eldred would of course show him the book, from whichthe leaf would already have been removed. He might, perhaps, find traces of theremoval—a torn edge of a fly-leaf probably—and who could disprove, what Eldred wascertain to say, that he too had noticed and regretted the mutilation? Altogether the chaseseemed very hopeless. The one chance was this. The book had left the library at 10.30:it might not have been put into the first possible train, at 11.20. Granted that, then he
 might be lucky enough to arrive simultaneously with it and patch up some story whichwould induce Eldred to give it up.
 It was drawing towards evening when he got out upon the platform of his station, and,like most country stations, this one seemed unnaturally quiet. He waited about till theone or two passengers who got out with him had drifted off, and then inquired of thestation-master whether Mr Eldred was in the neighbourhood.
 'Yes, and pretty near too, I believe. I fancy he means calling here for a parcel heexpects. Called for it once to-day already, didn't he, Bob?' (to the porter).
 'Yes, sir, he did; and appeared to think it was all along of me that it didn't come by thetwo o'clock. Anyhow, I've got it for him now,' and the porter flourished a square parcel,
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 which—a glance assured Garrett— contained all that was of any importance to him atthat particular moment.
 'Bretfield, sir? Yes—three miles just about. Short cut across these three fields brings itdown by half a mile. There: there's Mr Eldred's trap.'
 A dog-cart drove up with two men in it, of whom Garrett, gazing back as he crossed thelittle station yard, easily recognized one. The fact that Eldred was driving was slightlyin his favour—for most likely he would not open the parcel in the presence of hisservant. On the other hand, he would get home quickly, and unless Garrett were therewithin a very few minutes of his arrival, all would be over. He must hurry; and that hedid. His short cut took him along one side of a triangle, while the cart had two sides totraverse; and it was delayed a little at the station, so that Garrett was in the third of thethree fields when he heard the wheels fairly near. He had made the best progresspossible, but the pace at which the cart was coming made him despair. At this rate itmust  reach home ten minutes before him, and ten minutes would more than suffice for
 the fulfilment of Mr Eldred's project.
 It was just at this time that the luck fairly turned. The evening was still, and soundscame clearly. Seldom has any sound given greater relief than that which he now heard:that of the cart pulling up. A few words were exchanged, and it drove on. Garrett,halting in the utmost anxiety, was able to see as it drove past the stile (near which henow stood) that it contained only the servant and not Eldred; further, he made out thatEldred was following on foot. From behind the tall hedge by the stile leading into theroad he watched the thin wiry figure pass quickly by with the parcel beneath its arm,and feeling in its pockets. Just as he passed the stile something fell out of a pocket uponthe grass, but with so little sound that Eldred was not conscious of it. In a moment moreit was safe for Garrett to cross the stile into the road and pick up—a box of matches.Eldred went on, and, as he went, his arms made hasty movements, difficult to interpretin the shadow of the trees that overhung the road. But, as Garrett followed cautiously,he found at various points the key to them—a piece of string, and then the wrapper ofthe parcel—meant to be thrown over the hedge, but sticking in it.
 Now Eldred was walking slower, and it could just be made out that he had opened thebook and was turning over the leaves. He stopped, evidently troubled by the failinglight. Garrett slipped into a gate-opening, but still watched. Eldred, hastily lookingaround, sat down on a felled tree-trunk by the roadside and held the open book up close
 to his eyes. Suddenly he laid it, still open, on his knee, and felt in all his pockets: clearlyin vain, and clearly to his annoyance. 'You would be glad of your matches now,' thoughtGarrett. Then he took hold of a leaf, and was carefully tearing it out, when two thingshappened. First, something black seemed to drop upon the white leaf and run down it,and then as Eldred started and was turning to look behind him, a little dark formappeared to rise out of the shadow behind the tree-trunk and from it two arms enclosinga mass of blackness came before Eldred's face and covered his head and neck. His legsand arms were wildly flourished, but no sound came. Then, there was no moremovement. Eldred was alone. He had fallen back into the grass behind the tree-trunk.The book was cast into the roadway. Garrett, his anger and suspicion gone for themoment at the sight of this horrid struggle, rushed up with loud cries of 'Help!' and so
 too, to his enormous relief, did a labourer who had just emerged from a field opposite.Together they bent over and supported Eldred, but to no purpose. The conclusion that

Page 105
                        

8/10/2019 ghosdt stories.pdf
 http://slidepdf.com/reader/full/ghosdt-storiespdf 105/208
 he was dead was inevitable. 'Poor gentleman!' said Garrett to the labourer, when theyhad laid him down, 'what happened to him, do you think?' 'I wasn't two hundred yardsaway,' said the man, 'when I see Squire Eldred setting reading in his book, and to mythinking he was took with one of these fits—face seemed to go all over black.' 'Just so,'said Garrett. 'You didn't see anyone near him? It couldn't have been an assault?' 'Not
 possible—no one couldn't have got away without you or me seeing them.' 'So I thought.Well, we must get some help, and the doctor and the policeman; and perhaps I hadbetter give them this book.'
 It was obviously a case for an inquest, and obvious also that Garrett must stay atBretfield and give his evidence. The medical inspection showed that, though some blackdust was found on the face and in the mouth of the deceased, the cause of death was ashock to a weak heart, and not asphyxiation. The fateful book was produced, arespectable quarto printed wholly in Hebrew, and not of an aspect likely to excite eventhe most sensitive.
 'You say, Mr Garrett, that the deceased gentleman appeared at the moment before hisattack to be tearing a leaf out of this book?'
 'Yes; I think one of the fly-leaves.'
 'There is here a fly-leaf partially torn through. It has Hebrew writing on it. Will youkindly inspect it?'
 'There are three names in English, sir, also, and a date. But I am sorry to say I cannotread Hebrew writing.'
 'Thank you. The names have the appearance of being signatures. They areJohn Rant, Walter Gibson, and James Frost, and the date is 20 July, 1875.Does anyone here know any of these names?'
 The Rector, who was present, volunteered a statement that the uncle of the deceased,from whom he inherited, had been named Rant.
 The book being handed to him, he shook a puzzled head. 'This is not like any Hebrew Iever learnt.'
 'You are sure that it is Hebrew?'
 'What? Yes—I suppose…. No—my dear sir, you are perfectly right—that is, yoursuggestion is exactly to the point. Of course—it is not Hebrew at all. It is English, and itis a will.'
 It did not take many minutes to show that here was indeed a will of Dr John Rant,bequeathing the whole of the property lately held by John Eldred to Mrs Mary Simpson.Clearly the discovery of such a document would amply justify Mr Eldred's agitation. Asto the partial tearing of the leaf, the coroner pointed out that no useful purpose could beattained by speculations whose correctness it would never be possible to establish.
 * * * * *
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 The Tractate Middoth was naturally taken in charge by the coroner for furtherinvestigation, and Mr Garrett explained privately to him the history of it, and theposition of events so far as he knew or guessed them.
 He returned to his work next day, and on his walk to the station passed the scene of Mr
 Eldred's catastrophe. He could hardly leave it without another look, though therecollection of what he had seen there made him shiver, even on that bright morning. Hewalked round, with some misgivings, behind the felled tree. Something dark that stilllay there made him start back for a moment: but it hardly stirred. Looking closer, hesaw that it was a thick black mass of cobwebs; and, as he stirred it gingerly with hisstick, several large spiders ran out of it into the grass.
 * * * * *
 There is no great difficulty in imagining the steps by which William Garrett, from beingan assistant in a great library, attained to his present position of prospective owner of
 Bretfield Manor, now in the occupation of his mother-in-law, Mrs Mary Simpson.
 CASTING THE RUNES
  April 15th, 190- 
 Dear Sir,
 I am requested by the Council of the —— Association to return to you the draft of apaper on The Truth of Alchemy, which you have been good enough to offer to read atour forthcoming meeting, and to inform you that the Council do not see their way toincluding it in the programme.
 I am,
 Yours faithfully,
 —- Secretary. 
 * * * * *
  April 18th 
 Dear Sir,
 I am sorry to say that my engagements do not permit of my affording you an interviewon the subject of your proposed paper. Nor do our laws allow of your discussing thematter with a Committee of our Council, as you suggest. Please allow me to assure youthat the fullest consideration was given to the draft which you submitted, and that it was
 not declined without having been referred to the judgement of a most competent

Page 107
                        

8/10/2019 ghosdt stories.pdf
 http://slidepdf.com/reader/full/ghosdt-storiespdf 107/208
 authority. No personal question (it can hardly be necessary for me to add) can have hadthe slightest influence on the decision of the Council.
 Believe me (ut supra).
 * * * * *
  April 20th 
 The Secretary of the —— Association begs respectfully to inform Mr Karswell that it isimpossible for him to communicate the name of any person or persons to whom thedraft of Mr Karswell's paper may have been submitted; and further desires to intimatethat he cannot undertake to reply to any further letters on this subject.
 * * * * *
 'And who is Mr Karswell?' inquired the Secretary's wife. She had called at his office,and (perhaps unwarrantably) had picked up the last of these three letters, which thetypist had just brought in.
 'Why, my dear, just at present Mr Karswell is a very angry man. But I don't know muchabout him otherwise, except that he is a person of wealth, his address is Lufford Abbey,Warwickshire, and he's an alchemist, apparently, and wants to tell us all about it; andthat's about all—except that I don't want to meet him for the next week or two. Now, ifyou're ready to leave this place, I am.'
 'What have you been doing to make him angry?' asked Mrs Secretary.
 'The usual thing, my dear, the usual thing: he sent in a draft of a paper he wanted to readat the next meeting, and we referred it to Edward Dunning—almost the only man inEngland who knows about these things—and he said it was perfectly hopeless, so wedeclined it. So Karswell has been pelting me with letters ever since. The last thing hewanted was the name of the man we referred his nonsense to; you saw my answer tothat. But don't you say anything about it, for goodness' sake.'
 'I should think not, indeed. Did I ever do such a thing? I do hope, though, he won't getto know that it was poor Mr Dunning.'
 'Poor Mr Dunning? I don't know why you call him that; he's a very happy man, isDunning. Lots of hobbies and a comfortable home, and all his time to himself.'
 'I only meant I should be sorry for him if this man got hold of his name, and came andbothered him.'
 'Oh, ah! yes. I dare say he would be poor Mr Dunning then.'
 The Secretary and his wife were lunching out, and the friends to whose house they werebound were Warwickshire people. So Mrs Secretary had already settled it in her own
 mind that she would question them judiciously about Mr Karswell. But she was savedthe trouble of leading up to the subject, for the hostess said to the host, before many
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 minutes had passed, 'I saw the Abbot of Lufford this morning.' The host whistled. ' Did  you? What in the world brings him up to town?' 'Goodness knows; he was coming outof the British Museum gate as I drove past.' It was not unnatural that Mrs Secretaryshould inquire whether this was a real Abbot who was being spoken of. 'Oh no, mydear: only a neighbour of ours in the country who bought Lufford Abbey a few years
 ago. His real name is Karswell.' 'Is he a friend of yours?' asked Mr Secretary, with aprivate wink to his wife. The question let loose a torrent of declamation. There wasreally nothing to be said for Mr Karswell. Nobody knew what he did with himself: hisservants were a horrible set of people; he had invented a new religion for himself, andpractised no one could tell what appalling rites; he was very easily offended, and neverforgave anybody; he had a dreadful face (so the lady insisted, her husband somewhatdemurring); he never did a kind action, and whatever influence he did exert wasmischievous. 'Do the poor man justice, dear,' the husband interrupted. 'You forget thetreat he gave the school children.' 'Forget it, indeed! But I'm glad you mentioned it,because it gives an idea of the man. Now, Florence, listen to this. The first winter hewas at Lufford this delightful neighbour of ours wrote to the clergyman of his parish
 (he's not ours, but we know him very well) and offered to show the school childrensome magic-lantern slides. He said he had some new kinds, which he thought wouldinterest them. Well, the clergyman was rather surprised, because Mr Karswell hadshown himself inclined to be unpleasant to the children—complaining of theirtrespassing, or something of the sort; but of course he accepted, and the evening wasfixed, and our friend went himself to see that everything went right. He said he neverhad been so thankful for anything as that his own children were all prevented frombeing there: they were at a children's party at our house, as a matter of fact. Because thisMr Karswell had evidently set out with the intention of frightening these poor villagechildren out of their wits, and I do believe, if he had been allowed to go on, he wouldactually have done so. He began with some comparatively mild things. Red RidingHood was one, and even then, Mr Farrer said, the wolf was so dreadful that several ofthe smaller children had to be taken out: and he said Mr Karswell began the story byproducing a noise like a wolf howling in the distance, which was the most gruesomething he had ever heard. All the slides he showed, Mr Farrer said, were most clever;they were absolutely realistic, and where he had got them or how he worked them hecould not imagine. Well, the show went on, and the stories kept on becoming a littlemore terrifying each time, and the children were mesmerized into complete silence. Atlast he produced a series which represented a little boy passing through his own park—Lufford, I mean—in the evening. Every child in the room could recognize the placefrom the pictures. And this poor boy was followed, and at last pursued and overtaken,
 and either torn to pieces or somehow made away with, by a horrible hopping creature inwhite, which you saw first dodging about among the trees, and gradually it appearedmore and more plainly. Mr Farrer said it gave him one of the worst nightmares he everremembered, and what it must have meant to the children doesn't bear thinking of. Ofcourse this was too much, and he spoke very sharply indeed to Mr Karswell, and said itcouldn't go on. All he said was: "Oh, you think it's time to bring our little show to anend and send them home to their beds? Very well!" And then, if you please, he switchedon another slide, which showed a great mass of snakes, centipedes, and disgustingcreatures with wings, and somehow or other he made it seem as if they were climbingout of the picture and getting in amongst the audience; and this was accompanied by asort of dry rustling noise which sent the children nearly mad, and of course they
 stampeded. A good many of them were rather hurt in getting out of the room, and I don'tsuppose one of them closed an eye that night. There was the most dreadful trouble in the
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 village afterwards. Of course the mothers threw a good part of the blame on poor MrFarrer, and, if they could have got past the gates, I believe the fathers would havebroken every window in the Abbey. Well, now, that's Mr Karswell: that's the Abbot ofLufford, my dear, and you can imagine how we covet his society.'
 'Yes, I think he has all the possibilities of a distinguished criminal, has Karswell,' saidthe host. 'I should be sorry for anyone who got into his bad books.'
 'Is he the man, or am I mixing him up with someone else?' asked the Secretary (who forsome minutes had been wearing the frown of the man who is trying to recollectsomething). 'Is he the man who brought out a History of Witchcraft  some time back—ten years or more?'
 'That's the man; do you remember the reviews of it?'
 'Certainly I do; and what's equally to the point, I knew the author of the most incisive of
 the lot. So did you: you must remember John Harrington; he was at John's in our time.'
 'Oh, very well indeed, though I don't think I saw or heard anything of him between thetime I went down and the day I read the account of the inquest on him.'
 'Inquest?' said one of the ladies. 'What has happened to him?'
 'Why, what happened was that he fell out of a tree and broke his neck. But the puzzlewas, what could have induced him to get up there. It was a mysterious business, I mustsay. Here was this man—not an athletic fellow, was he? and with no eccentric twistabout him that was ever noticed—walking home along a country road late in theevening—no tramps about—well known and liked in the place—and he suddenlybegins to run like mad, loses his hat and stick, and finally shins up a tree—quite adifficult tree—growing in the hedgerow: a dead branch gives way, and he comes downwith it and breaks his neck, and there he's found next morning with the most dreadfulface of fear on him that could be imagined. It was pretty evident, of course, that he hadbeen chased by something, and people talked of savage dogs, and beasts escaped out ofmenageries; but there was nothing to be made of that. That was in '89, and I believe hisbrother Henry (whom I remember as well at Cambridge, but you probably don't) hasbeen trying to get on the track of an explanation ever since. He, of course, insists therewas malice in it, but I don't know. It's difficult to see how it could have come in.'
 After a time the talk reverted to the History of Witchcraft . 'Did you ever look into it?'asked the host.
 'Yes, I did,' said the Secretary. 'I went so far as to read it.'
 'Was it as bad as it was made out to be?'
 'Oh, in point of style and form, quite hopeless. It deserved all the pulverizing it got. But,besides that, it was an evil book. The man believed every word of what he was saying,and I'm very much mistaken if he hadn't tried the greater part of his receipts.'
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 'Well, I only remember Harrington's review of it, and I must say if I'd been the author itwould have quenched my literary ambition for good. I should never have held up myhead again.'
 'It hasn't had that effect in the present case. But come, it's half-past three; I must be off.'
 On the way home the Secretary's wife said, 'I do hope that horrible man won't find outthat Mr Dunning had anything to do with the rejection of his paper.' 'I don't think there'smuch chance of that,' said the Secretary. 'Dunning won't mention it himself, for thesematters are confidential, and none of us will for the same reason. Karswell won't knowhis name, for Dunning hasn't published anything on the same subject yet. The onlydanger is that Karswell might find out, if he was to ask the British Museum people whowas in the habit of consulting alchemical manuscripts: I can't very well tell them not tomention Dunning, can I? It would set them talking at once. Let's hope it won't occur tohim.'
 However, Mr Karswell was an astute man.
 * * * * *
 This much is in the way of prologue. On an evening rather later in the same week, MrEdward Dunning was returning from the British Museum, where he had been engagedin research, to the comfortable house in a suburb where he lived alone, tended by twoexcellent women who had been long with him. There is nothing to be added by way ofdescription of him to what we have heard already. Let us follow him as he takes hissober course homewards.
 * * * * *
 A train took him to within a mile or two of his house, and an electric tram a stagefarther. The line ended at a point some three hundred yards from his front door. He hadhad enough of reading when he got into the car, and indeed the light was not such as toallow him to do more than study the advertisements on the panes of glass that faced himas he sat. As was not unnatural, the advertisements in this particular line of cars wereobjects of his frequent contemplation, and, with the possible exception of the brilliantand convincing dialogue between Mr Lamplough and an eminent K.C. on the subject ofPyretic Saline, none of them afforded much scope to his imagination. I am wrong: there
 was one at the corner of the car farthest from him which did not seem familiar. It was inblue letters on a yellow ground, and all that he could read of it was a name—JohnHarrington—and something like a date. It could be of no interest to him to know more;but for all that, as the car emptied, he was just curious enough to move along the seatuntil he could read it well. He felt to a slight extent repaid for his trouble; theadvertisement was not  of the usual type. It ran thus: 'In memory of John Harrington,F.S.A., of The Laurels, Ashbrooke. Died Sept. 18th, 1889. Three months were allowed.'
 The car stopped. Mr Dunning, still contemplating the blue letters on the yellow ground,had to be stimulated to rise by a word from the conductor. 'I beg your pardon,' he said, 'Iwas looking at that advertisement; it's a very odd one, isn't it?' The conductor read it
 slowly. 'Well, my word,' he said, 'I never see that one before. Well, that is a cure, ain'tit? Someone bin up to their jokes 'ere, I should think.' He got out a duster and applied it,
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 not without saliva, to the pane and then to the outside. 'No,' he said, returning, 'that ain'tno transfer; seems to me as if it was reg'lar in the glass, what I mean in the substance, asyou may say. Don't you think so, sir?' Mr Dunning examined it and rubbed it with hisglove, and agreed. 'Who looks after these advertisements, and gives leave for them to beput up? I wish you would inquire. I will just take a note of the words.' At this moment
 there came a call from the driver: 'Look alive, George, time's up.' 'All right, all right;there's something else what's up at this end. You come and look at this 'ere glass.''What's gorn with the glass?' said the driver, approaching. 'Well, and oo's 'Arrington?What's it all about?' 'I was just asking who was responsible for putting theadvertisements up in your cars, and saying it would be as well to make some inquiryabout this one.' 'Well, sir, that's all done at the Company's office, that work is: it's ourMr Timms, I believe, looks into that. When we put up tonight I'll leave word, andper'aps I'll be able to tell you tomorrer if you 'appen to be coming this way.'
 This was all that passed that evening. Mr Dunning did just go to the trouble of lookingup Ashbrooke, and found that it was in Warwickshire.
 Next day he went to town again. The car (it was the same car) was too full in themorning to allow of his getting a word with the conductor: he could only be sure thatthe curious advertisement had been made away with. The close of the day brought afurther element of mystery into the transaction. He had missed the tram, or elsepreferred walking home, but at a rather late hour, while he was at work in his study, oneof the maids came to say that two men from the tramways was very anxious to speak tohim. This was a reminder of the advertisement, which he had, he says, nearly forgotten.He had the men in—they were the conductor and driver of the car—and when thematter of refreshment had been attended to, asked what Mr Timms had had to say aboutthe advertisement. 'Well, sir, that's what we took the liberty to step round about,' saidthe conductor. 'Mr Timms 'e give William 'ere the rough side of his tongue about that:'cordin' to 'im there warn't no advertisement of that description sent in, nor ordered, norpaid for, nor put up, nor nothink, let alone not bein' there, and we was playing the fooltakin' up his time. "Well," I says, "if that's the case, all I ask of you, Mr Timms," I says,"is to take and look at it for yourself," I says. "Of course if it ain't there," I says, "youmay take and call me what you like." "Right," he says, "I will": and we went straightoff. Now, I leave it to you, sir, if that ad., as we term 'em, with 'Arrington on it warn't asplain as ever you see anythink—blue letters on yeller glass, and as I says at the time,and you borne me out, reg'lar in the glass, because, if you remember, you recollect ofme swabbing it with my duster.' 'To be sure I do, quite clearly—well?' 'You may say
 well, I don't think. Mr Timms he gets in that car with a light—no, he telled William to'old the light outside. "Now," he says, "where's your precious ad. what we've 'eard somuch about?" "'Ere it is," I says, "Mr Timms," and I laid my 'and on it.' The conductorpaused.
 'Well,' said Mr Dunning, 'it was gone, I suppose. Broken?'
 'Broke!—not it. There warn't, if you'll believe me, no more trace of them letters—blueletters they was—on that piece o' glass, than—well, it's no good me talkin'. I  never seesuch a thing. I leave it to William here if—but there, as I says, where's the benefit in megoing on about it?'
 'And what did Mr Timms say?'
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 'Why 'e did what I give 'im leave to—called us pretty much anythink he liked, and Idon't know as I blame him so much neither. But what we thought, William and me did,was as we seen you take down a bit of a note about that—well, that letterin'—'
 'I certainly did that, and I have it now. Did you wish me to speak to Mr
 Timms myself, and show it to him? Was that what you came in about?'
 'There, didn't I say as much?' said William. 'Deal with a gent if you can get on the trackof one, that's my word. Now perhaps, George, you'll allow as I ain't took you very farwrong tonight.'
 'Very well, William, very well; no need for you to go on as if you'd 'ad to frog's-marchme 'ere. I come quiet, didn't I? All the same for that, we 'adn't ought to take up your timethis way, sir; but if it so 'appened you could find time to step round to the Companyorfice in the morning and tell Mr Timms what you seen for yourself, we should layunder a very 'igh obligation to you for the trouble. You see it ain't bein' called—well,
 one thing and another, as we mind, but if they got it into their 'ead at the orfice as weseen things as warn't there, why, one thing leads to another, and where we should be atwelvemunce 'ence—well, you can understand what I mean.'
 Amid further elucidations of the proposition, George, conducted byWilliam, left the room.
 The incredulity of Mr Timms (who had a nodding acquaintance with Mr Dunning) wasgreatly modified on the following day by what the latter could tell and show him; andany bad mark that might have been attached to the names of William and George wasnot suffered to remain on the Company's books; but explanation there was none.
 Mr Dunning's interest in the matter was kept alive by an incident of the followingafternoon. He was walking from his club to the train, and he noticed some way ahead aman with a handful of leaflets such as are distributed to passers-by by agents ofenterprising firms. This agent had not chosen a very crowded street for his operations:in fact, Mr Dunning did not see him get rid of a single leaflet before he himself reachedthe spot. One was thrust into his hand as he passed: the hand that gave it touched his,and he experienced a sort of little shock as it did so. It seemed unnaturally rough andhot. He looked in passing at the giver, but the impression he got was so unclear that,however much he tried to reckon it up subsequently, nothing would come. He was
 walking quickly, and as he went on glanced at the paper. It was a blue one. The name ofHarrington in large capitals caught his eye. He stopped, startled, and felt for his glasses.The next instant the leaflet was twitched out of his hand by a man who hurried past, andwas irrecoverably gone. He ran back a few paces, but where was the passer-by? andwhere the distributor?
 It was in a somewhat pensive frame of mind that Mr Dunning passed on the followingday into the Select Manuscript Room of the British Museum, and filled up tickets forHarley 3586, and some other volumes. After a few minutes they were brought to him,and he was settling the one he wanted first upon the desk, when he thought he heard hisown name whispered behind him. He turned round hastily, and in doing so, brushed his
 little portfolio of loose papers on to the floor. He saw no one he recognized except oneof the staff in charge of the room, who nodded to him, and he proceeded to pick up his
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 papers. He thought he had them all, and was turning to begin work, when a stoutgentleman at the table behind him, who was just rising to leave, and had collected hisown belongings, touched him on the shoulder, saying, 'May I give you this? I think itshould be yours,' and handed him a missing quire. 'It is mine, thank you,' said MrDunning. In another moment the man had left the room. Upon finishing his work for the
 afternoon, Mr Dunning had some conversation with the assistant in charge, and tookoccasion to ask who the stout gentleman was. 'Oh, he's a man named Karswell,' said theassistant; 'he was asking me a week ago who were the great authorities on alchemy, andof course I told him you were the only one in the country. I'll see if I can catch him: he'dlike to meet you, I'm sure.'
 'For heaven's sake don't dream of it!' said Mr Dunning, 'I'm particularly anxious to avoidhim.'
 'Oh! very well,' said the assistant, 'he doesn't come here often: I dare say you won't meethim.'
 More than once on the way home that day Mr Dunning confessed to himself that he didnot look forward with his usual cheerfulness to a solitary evening. It seemed to him thatsomething ill-defined and impalpable had stepped in between him and his fellow-men—had taken him in charge, as it were. He wanted to sit close up to his neighbours in thetrain and in the tram, but as luck would have it both train and car were markedly empty.The conductor George was thoughtful, and appeared to be absorbed in calculations as tothe number of passengers. On arriving at his house he found Dr Watson, his medicalman, on his doorstep. 'I've had to upset your household arrangements, I'm sorry to say,Dunning. Both your servants hors de combat . In fact, I've had to send them to theNursing Home.'
 'Good heavens! what's the matter?'
 'It's something like ptomaine poisoning, I should think: you've not suffered yourself, Ican see, or you wouldn't be walking about. I think they'll pull through all right.'
 'Dear, dear! Have you any idea what brought it on?' 'Well, they tell me they boughtsome shell-fish from a hawker at their dinner-time. It's odd. I've made inquiries, but Ican't find that any hawker has been to other houses in the street. I couldn't send word toyou; they won't be back for a bit yet. You come and dine with me tonight, anyhow, and
 we can make arrangements for going on. Eight o'clock. Don't be too anxious.' Thesolitary evening was thus obviated; at the expense of some distress and inconvenience,it is true. Mr Dunning spent the time pleasantly enough with the doctor (a rather recentsettler), and returned to his lonely home at about 11.30. The night he passed is not oneon which he looks back with any satisfaction. He was in bed and the light was out. Hewas wondering if the charwoman would come early enough to get him hot water nextmorning, when he heard the unmistakable sound of his study door opening. No stepfollowed it on the passage floor, but the sound must mean mischief, for he knew that hehad shut the door that evening after putting his papers away in his desk. It was rathershame than courage that induced him to slip out into the passage and lean over thebanister in his nightgown, listening. No light was visible; no further sound came: only a
 gust of warm, or even hot air played for an instant round his shins. He went back anddecided to lock himself into his room. There was more unpleasantness, however. Either
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 an economical suburban company had decided that their light would not be required inthe small hours, and had stopped working, or else something was wrong with the meter;the effect was in any case that the electric light was off. The obvious course was to finda match, and also to consult his watch: he might as well know how many hours ofdiscomfort awaited him. So he put his hand into the well-known nook under the pillow:
 only, it did not get so far. What he touched was, according to his account, a mouth, withteeth, and with hair about it, and, he declares, not the mouth of a human being. I do notthink it is any use to guess what he said or did; but he was in a spare room with the doorlocked and his ear to it before he was clearly conscious again. And there he spent therest of a most miserable night, looking every moment for some fumbling at the door:but nothing came.
 The venturing back to his own room in the morning was attended with many listeningsand quiverings. The door stood open, fortunately, and the blinds were up (the servantshad been out of the house before the hour of drawing them down); there was, to beshort, no trace of an inhabitant. The watch, too, was in its usual place; nothing was
 disturbed, only the wardrobe door had swung open, in accordance with its confirmedhabit. A ring at the back door now announced the charwoman, who had been orderedthe night before, and nerved Mr Dunning, after letting her in, to continue his search inother parts of the house. It was equally fruitless.
 The day thus begun went on dismally enough. He dared not go to the Museum: in spiteof what the assistant had said, Karswell might turn up there, and Dunning felt he couldnot cope with a probably hostile stranger. His own house was odious; he hated spongingon the doctor. He spent some little time in a call at the Nursing Home, where he wasslightly cheered by a good report of his housekeeper and maid. Towards lunch-time hebetook himself to his club, again experiencing a gleam of satisfaction at seeing theSecretary of the Association. At luncheon Dunning told his friend the more material ofhis woes, but could not bring himself to speak of those that weighed most heavily on hisspirits. 'My poor dear man,' said the Secretary, 'what an upset! Look here: we're alone athome, absolutely. You must put up with us. Yes! no excuse: send your things in thisafternoon.' Dunning was unable to stand out: he was, in truth, becoming acutelyanxious, as the hours went on, as to what that night might have waiting for him. He wasalmost happy as he hurried home to pack up.
 His friends, when they had time to take stock of him, were rather shocked at his lornappearance, and did their best to keep him up to the mark. Not altogether without
 success: but, when the two men were smoking alone later, Dunning became dull again.Suddenly he said, 'Gayton, I believe that alchemist man knows it was I who got hispaper rejected.' Gayton whistled. 'What makes you think that?' he said. Dunning told ofhis conversation with the Museum assistant, and Gayton could only agree that the guessseemed likely to be correct. 'Not that I care much,' Dunning went on, 'only it might be anuisance if we were to meet. He's a bad-tempered party, I imagine.' Conversationdropped again; Gayton became more and more strongly impressed with the desolatenessthat came over Dunning's face and bearing, and finally—though with a considerableeffort—he asked him point-blank whether something serious was not bothering him.Dunning gave an exclamation of relief. 'I was perishing to get it off my mind,' he said.'Do you know anything about a man named John Harrington?' Gayton was thoroughly
 startled, and at the moment could only ask why. Then the complete story of Dunning'sexperiences came out—what had happened in the tramcar, in his own house, and in the
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 very much against his will—that Karswell was at the bottom of his trouble. I want to tellyou what seems to me to have a bearing on the situation. My brother was a greatmusician, and used to run up to concerts in town. He came back, three months before hedied, from one of these, and gave me his programme to look at—an analyticalprogramme: he always kept them. "I nearly missed this one," he said. "I suppose I must
 have dropped it: anyhow, I was looking for it under my seat and in my pockets and soon, and my neighbour offered me his, said 'might he give it me, he had no further usefor it,' and he went away just afterwards. I don't know who he was—a stout, clean-shaven man. I should have been sorry to miss it; of course I could have bought another,but this cost me nothing." At another time he told me that he had been veryuncomfortable both on the way to his hotel and during the night. I piece things togethernow in thinking it over. Then, not very long after, he was going over these programmes,putting them in order to have them bound up, and in this particular one (which by theway I had hardly glanced at), he found quite near the beginning a strip of paper withsome very odd writing on it in red and black—most carefully done—it looked to memore like Runic letters than anything else. "Why," he said, "this must belong to my fat
 neighbour. It looks as if it might be worth returning to him; it may be a copy ofsomething; evidently someone has taken trouble over it. How can I find his address?"We talked it over for a little and agreed that it wasn't worth advertising about, and thatmy brother had better look out for the man at the next concert, to which he was goingvery soon. The paper was lying on the book and we were both by the fire; it was a cold,windy summer evening. I suppose the door blew open, though I didn't notice it: at anyrate a gust—a warm gust it was—came quite suddenly between us, took the paper andblew it straight into the fire: it was light, thin paper, and flared and went up the chimneyin a single ash. "Well," I said, "you can't give it back now." He said nothing for aminute: then rather crossly, "No, I can't; but why you should keep on saying so I don'tknow." I remarked that I didn't say it more than once. "Not more than four times, youmean," was all he said. I remember all that very clearly, without any good reason; andnow to come to the point. I don't know if you looked at that book of Karswell's whichmy unfortunate brother reviewed. It's not likely that you should: but I did, both beforehis death and after it. The first time we made game of it together. It was written in nostyle at all—split infinitives, and every sort of thing that makes an Oxford gorge rise.Then there was nothing that the man didn't swallow: mixing up classical myths, andstories out of the Golden Legend  with reports of savage customs of today—all veryproper, no doubt, if you know how to use them, but he didn't: he seemed to put theGolden Legend  and the Golden Bough exactly on a par, and to believe both: a pitiableexhibition, in short. Well, after the misfortune, I looked over the book again. It was no
 better than before, but the impression which it left this time on my mind was different. Isuspected—as I told you—that Karswell had borne ill-will to my brother, even that hewas in some way responsible for what had happened; and now his book seemed to meto be a very sinister performance indeed. One chapter in particular struck me, in whichhe spoke of "casting the Runes" on people, either for the purpose of gaining theiraffection or of getting them out of the way—perhaps more especially the latter: hespoke of all this in a way that really seemed to me to imply actual knowledge. I've nottime to go into details, but the upshot is that I am pretty sure from information receivedthat the civil man at the concert was Karswell: I suspect—I more than suspect—that thepaper was of importance: and I do believe that if my brother had been able to give itback, he might have been alive now. Therefore, it occurs to me to ask you whether you
 have anything to put beside what I have told you.'
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 By way of answer, Dunning had the episode in the Manuscript Room at theBritish Museum to relate.
 'Then he did actually hand you some papers; have you examined them? No? because wemust, if you'll allow it, look at them at once, and very carefully.'
 They went to the still empty house—empty, for the two servants were not yet able toreturn to work. Dunning's portfolio of papers was gathering dust on the writing-table. Init were the quires of small-sized scribbling paper which he used for his transcripts: andfrom one of these, as he took it up, there slipped and fluttered out into the room withuncanny quickness, a strip of thin light paper. The window was open, but Harringtonslammed it to, just in time to intercept the paper, which he caught. 'I thought so,' hesaid; 'it might be the identical thing that was given to my brother. You'll have to lookout, Dunning; this may mean something quite serious for you.'
 A long consultation took place. The paper was narrowly examined. As Harrington had
 said, the characters on it were more like Runes than anything else, but not decipherableby either man, and both hesitated to copy them, for fear, as they confessed, ofperpetuating whatever evil purpose they might conceal. So it has remained impossible(if I may anticipate a little) to ascertain what was conveyed in this curious message orcommission. Both Dunning and Harrington are firmly convinced that it had the effect ofbringing its possessors into very undesirable company. That it must be returned to thesource whence it came they were agreed, and further, that the only safe and certain waywas that of personal service; and here contrivance would be necessary, for Dunning wasknown by sight to Karswell. He must, for one thing, alter his appearance by shaving hisbeard. But then might not the blow fall first? Harrington thought they could time it. Heknew the date of the concert at which the 'black spot' had been put on his brother: it wasJune 18th. The death had followed on Sept. 18th. Dunning reminded him that threemonths had been mentioned on the inscription on the car-window. 'Perhaps,' he added,with a cheerless laugh, 'mine may be a bill at three months too. I believe I can fix it bymy diary. Yes, April 23rd was the day at the Museum; that brings us to July 23rd. Now,you know, it becomes extremely important to me to know anything you will tell meabout the progress of your brother's trouble, if it is possible for you to speak of it.' 'Ofcourse. Well, the sense of being watched whenever he was alone was the mostdistressing thing to him. After a time I took to sleeping in his room, and he was thebetter for that: still, he talked a great deal in his sleep. What about? Is it wise to dwell onthat, at least before things are straightened out? I think not, but I can tell you this: two
 things came for him by post during those weeks, both with a London postmark, andaddressed in a commercial hand. One was a woodcut of Bewick's, roughly torn out ofthe page: one which shows a moonlit road and a man walking along it, followed by anawful demon creature. Under it were written the lines out of the "Ancient Mariner"(which I suppose the cut illustrates) about one who, having once looked round—
 walks on,And turns no more his head,Because he knows a frightful fiendDoth close behind him tread.
 The other was a calendar, such as tradesmen often send. My brother paid no attention tothis, but I looked at it after his death, and found that everything after Sept. 18 had been
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 torn out. You may be surprised at his having gone out alone the evening he was killed,but the fact is that during the last ten days or so of his life he had been quite free fromthe sense of being followed or watched.'
 The end of the consultation was this. Harrington, who knew a neighbour of Karswell's,
 thought he saw a way of keeping a watch on his movements. It would be Dunning's partto be in readiness to try to cross Karswell's path at any moment, to keep the paper safeand in a place of ready access.
 They parted. The next weeks were no doubt a severe strain upon Dunning's nerves: theintangible barrier which had seemed to rise about him on the day when he received thepaper, gradually developed into a brooding blackness that cut him off from the means ofescape to which one might have thought he might resort. No one was at hand who waslikely to suggest them to him, and he seemed robbed of all initiative. He waited withinexpressible anxiety as May, June, and early July passed on, for a mandate fromHarrington. But all this time Karswell remained immovable at Lufford.
 At last, in less than a week before the date he had come to look upon as the end of hisearthly activities, came a telegram: 'Leaves Victoria by boat train Thursday night. Donot miss. I come to you to-night. Harrington.'
 He arrived accordingly, and they concocted plans. The train left Victoria at nine and itslast stop before Dover was Croydon West. Harrington would mark down Karswell atVictoria, and look out for Dunning at Croydon, calling to him if need were by a nameagreed upon. Dunning, disguised as far as might be, was to have no label or initials onany hand luggage, and must at all costs have the paper with him.
 Dunning's suspense as he waited on the Croydon platform I need not attempt todescribe. His sense of danger during the last days had only been sharpened by the factthat the cloud about him had perceptibly been lighter; but relief was an ominoussymptom, and, if Karswell eluded him now, hope was gone: and there were so manychances of that. The rumour of the journey might be itself a device. The twenty minutesin which he paced the platform and persecuted every porter with inquiries as to the boattrain were as bitter as any he had spent. Still, the train came, and Harrington was at thewindow. It was important, of course, that there should be no recognition: so Dunninggot in at the farther end of the corridor carriage, and only gradually made his way to thecompartment where Harrington and Karswell were. He was pleased, on the whole, to
 see that the train was far from full.
 Karswell was on the alert, but gave no sign of recognition. Dunning took the seat notimmediately facing him, and attempted, vainly at first, then with increasing command ofhis faculties, to reckon the possibilities of making the desired transfer. Opposite toKarswell, and next to Dunning, was a heap of Karswell's coats on the seat. It would beof no use to slip the paper into these—he would not be safe, or would not feel so, unlessin some way it could be proffered by him and accepted by the other. There was ahandbag, open, and with papers in it. Could he manage to conceal this (so that perhapsKarswell might leave the carriage without it), and then find and give it to him? This wasthe plan that suggested itself. If he could only have counselled with Harrington! but that
 could not be. The minutes went on. More than once Karswell rose and went out into the
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 corridor. The second time Dunning was on the point of attempting to make the bag falloff the seat, but he caught Harrington's eye, and read in it a warning.
 Karswell, from the corridor, was watching: probably to see if the two men recognizedeach other. He returned, but was evidently restless: and, when he rose the third time,
 hope dawned, for something did slip off his seat and fall with hardly a sound to thefloor. Karswell went out once more, and passed out of range of the corridor window.Dunning picked up what had fallen, and saw that the key was in his hands in the form ofone of Cook's ticket-cases, with tickets in it. These cases have a pocket in the cover, andwithin very few seconds the paper of which we have heard was in the pocket of this one.To make the operation more secure, Harrington stood in the doorway of thecompartment and fiddled with the blind. It was done, and done at the right time, for thetrain was now slowing down towards Dover.
 In a moment more Karswell re-entered the compartment. As he did so, Dunning,managing, he knew not how, to suppress the tremble in his voice, handed him the ticket-
 case, saying, 'May I give you this, sir? I believe it is yours.' After a brief glance at theticket inside, Karswell uttered the hoped-for response, 'Yes, it is; much obliged to you,sir,' and he placed it in his breast pocket.
 Even in the few moments that remained—moments of tense anxiety, for they knew notto what a premature finding of the paper might lead—both men noticed that the carriageseemed to darken about them and to grow warmer; that Karswell was fidgety andoppressed; that he drew the heap of loose coats near to him and cast it back as if itrepelled him; and that he then sat upright and glanced anxiously at both. They, withsickening anxiety, busied themselves in collecting their belongings; but they boththought that Karswell was on the point of speaking when the train stopped at DoverTown. It was natural that in the short space between town and pier they should both gointo the corridor.
 At the pier they got out, but so empty was the train that they were forced to linger on theplatform until Karswell should have passed ahead of them with his porter on the way tothe boat, and only then was it safe for them to exchange a pressure of the hand and aword of concentrated congratulation. The effect upon Dunning was to make him almostfaint. Harrington made him lean up against the wall, while he himself went forward afew yards within sight of the gangway to the boat, at which Karswell had now arrived.The man at the head of it examined his ticket, and, laden with coats he passed down into
 the boat. Suddenly the official called after him, 'You, sir, beg pardon, did the othergentleman show his ticket?' 'What the devil do you mean by the other gentleman?'Karswell's snarling voice called back from the deck. The man bent over and looked athim. 'The devil? Well, I don't know, I'm sure,' Harrington heard him say to himself, andthen aloud, 'My mistake, sir; must have been your rugs! ask your pardon.' And then, to asubordinate near him, ''Ad he got a dog with him, or what? Funny thing: I could 'a'swore 'e wasn't alone. Well, whatever it was, they'll 'ave to see to it aboard. She's offnow. Another week and we shall be gettin' the 'oliday customers.' In five minutes morethere was nothing but the lessening lights of the boat, the long line of the Dover lamps,the night breeze, and the moon.
 Long and long the two sat in their room at the 'Lord Warden'. In spite of the removal oftheir greatest anxiety, they were oppressed with a doubt, not of the lightest. Had they
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 been justified in sending a man to his death, as they believed they had? Ought they notto warn him, at least? 'No,' said Harrington; 'if he is the murderer I think him, we havedone no more than is just. Still, if you think it better—but how and where can you warnhim?' 'He was booked to Abbeville only,' said Dunning. 'I saw that. If I wired to thehotels there in Joanne's Guide, "Examine your ticket-case, Dunning," I should feel
 happier. This is the 21st: he will have a day. But I am afraid he has gone into the dark.'So telegrams were left at the hotel office.
 It is not clear whether these reached their destination, or whether, if they did, they wereunderstood. All that is known is that, on the afternoon of the 23rd, an English traveller,examining the front of St Wulfram's Church at Abbeville, then under extensive repair,was struck on the head and instantly killed by a stone falling from the scaffold erectedround the north-western tower, there being, as was clearly proved, no workman on thescaffold at that moment: and the traveller's papers identified him as Mr Karswell.
 Only one detail shall be added. At Karswell's sale a set of Bewick, sold with all faults,
 was acquired by Harrington. The page with the woodcut of the traveller and the demonwas, as he had expected, mutilated. Also, after a judicious interval, Harrington repeatedto Dunning something of what he had heard his brother say in his sleep: but it was notlong before Dunning stopped him.
 THE STALLS OF BARCHESTER CATHEDRAL
 This matter began, as far as I am concerned, with the reading of a notice in the obituarysection of the Gentleman's Magazine for an early year in the nineteenth century:
 On February 26th, at his residence in the Cathedral Close of Barchester, theVenerable John Benwell Haynes, D.D., aged 57, Archdeacon ofSowerbridge and Rector of Pickhill and Candley. He was of —— College,Cambridge, and where, by talent and assiduity, he commanded the esteemof his seniors; when, at the usual time, he took his first degree, his namestood high in the list of wranglers. These academical honours procured forhim within a short time a Fellowship of his College. In the year 1783 hereceived Holy Orders, and was shortly afterwards presented to the
 perpetual Curacy of Ranxton-sub-Ashe by his friend and patron the latetruly venerable Bishop of Lichfield…. His speedy preferments, first to aPrebend, and subsequently to the dignity of Precentor in the Cathedral ofBarchester, form an eloquent testimony to the respect in which he was heldand to his eminent qualifications. He succeeded to the Archdeaconry uponthe sudden decease of Archdeacon Pulteney in 1810. His sermons, everconformable to the principles of the religion and Church which he adorned,displayed in no ordinary degree, without the least trace of enthusiasm, therefinement of the scholar united with the graces of the Christian. Free fromsectarian violence, and informed by the spirit of the truest charity, they willlong dwell in the memories of his hearers. [Here a further omission.] The
 productions of his pen include an able defence of Episcopacy, which,though often perused by the author of this tribute to his memory, affords
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 but one additional instance of the want of liberality and enterprise which isa too common characteristic of the publishers of our generation. Hispublished works are, indeed, confined to a spirited and elegant version ofthe Argonautica of Valerius Flacus, a volume of Discourses upon the
 Several Events in the Life of Joshua, delivered in his Cathedral, and a
 number of the charges which he pronounced at various visitations to theclergy of his Archdeaconry. These are distinguished by etc., etc. Theurbanity and hospitality of the subject of these lines will not readily beforgotten by those who enjoyed his acquaintance. His interest in thevenerable and awful pile under whose hoary vault he was so punctual anattendant, and particularly in the musical portion of its rites, might betermed filial, and formed a strong and delightful contrast to the politeindifference displayed by too many of our Cathedral dignitaries at thepresent time.
 The final paragraph, after informing us that Dr Haynes died a bachelor, says:
 It might have been augured that an existence so placid and benevolentwould have been terminated in a ripe old age by a dissolution equallygradual and calm. But how unsearchable are the workings of Providence!The peaceful and retired seclusion amid which the honoured evening of DrHaynes' life was mellowing to its close was destined to be disturbed, nay,shattered, by a tragedy as appalling as it was unexpected. The morning ofthe 26th of February—
 But perhaps I shall do better to keep back the remainder of the narrative until I have toldthe circumstances which led up to it. These, as far as they are now accessible, I havederived from another source.
 I had read the obituary notice which I have been quoting, quite by chance, along with agreat many others of the same period. It had excited some little speculation in my mind,but, beyond thinking that, if I ever had an opportunity of examining the local records ofthe period indicated, I would try to remember Dr Haynes, I made no effort to pursue hiscase.
 Quite lately I was cataloguing the manuscripts in the library of the college to which hebelonged. I had reached the end of the numbered volumes on the shelves, and I
 proceeded to ask the librarian whether there were any more books which he thought Iought to include in my description. 'I don't think there are,' he said, 'but we had bettercome and look at the manuscript class and make sure. Have you time to do that now?' Ihad time. We went to the library, checked off the manuscripts, and, at the end of oursurvey, arrived at a shelf of which I had seen nothing. Its contents consisted for the mostpart of sermons, bundles of fragmentary papers, college exercises, Cyrus, an epic poemin several cantos, the product of a country clergyman's leisure, mathematical tracts by adeceased professor, and other similar material of a kind with which I am only toofamiliar. I took brief notes of these. Lastly, there was a tin box, which was pulled outand dusted. Its label, much faded, was thus inscribed: 'Papers of the Ven. ArchdeaconHaynes. Bequeathed in 1834 by his sister, Miss Letitia Haynes.'
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 I knew at once that the name was one which I had somewhere encountered, and couldvery soon locate it. 'That must be the Archdeacon Haynes who came to a very odd endat Barchester. I've read his obituary in the Gentleman's Magazine. May I take the boxhome? Do you know if there is anything interesting in it?'
 The librarian was very willing that I should take the box and examine it at leisure. 'Inever looked inside it myself,' he said, 'but I've always been meaning to. I am prettysure that is the box which our old Master once said ought never to have been acceptedby the college. He said that to Martin years ago; and he said also that as long as he hadcontrol over the library it should never be opened. Martin told me about it, and said thathe wanted terribly to know what was in it; but the Master was librarian, and always keptthe box in the lodge, so there was no getting at it in his time, and when he died it wastaken away by mistake by his heirs, and only returned a few years ago. I can't think whyI haven't opened it; but, as I have to go away from Cambridge this afternoon, you hadbetter have first go at it. I think I can trust you not to publish anything undesirable in ourcatalogue.'
 I took the box home and examined its contents, and thereafter consulted the librarian asto what should be done about publication, and, since I have his leave to make a story outof it, provided I disguised the identity of the people concerned, I will try what can bedone.
 The materials are, of course, mainly journals and letters. How much I shall quote andhow much epitomize must be determined by considerations of space. The properunderstanding of the situation has necessitated a little—not very arduous—research,which has been greatly facilitated by the excellent illustrations and text of theBarchester volume in Bell's Cathedral Series.
 When you enter the choir of Barchester Cathedral now, you pass through a screen ofmetal and coloured marbles, designed by Sir Gilbert Scott, and find yourself in what Imust call a very bare and odiously furnished place. The stalls are modern, withoutcanopies. The places of the dignitaries and the names of the prebends have fortunatelybeen allowed to survive, and are inscribed on small brass plates affixed to the stalls. Theorgan is in the triforium, and what is seen of the case is Gothic. The reredos and itssurroundings are like every other.
 Careful engravings of a hundred years ago show a very different state of things. The
 organ is on a massive classical screen. The stalls are also classical and very massive.There is a baldacchino of wood over the altar, with urns upon its corners. Farther east isa solid altar screen, classical in design, of wood, with a pediment, in which is a trianglesurrounded by rays, enclosing certain Hebrew letters in gold. Cherubs contemplatethese. There is a pulpit with a great sounding-board at the eastern end of the stalls on thenorth side, and there is a black and white marble pavement. Two ladies and a gentlemanare admiring the general effect. From other sources I gather that the archdeacon's stallthen, as now, was next to the bishop's throne at the south-eastern end of the stalls. Hishouse almost faces the west front of the church, and is a fine red-brick building ofWilliam the Third's time.
 Here Dr Haynes, already a mature man, took up his abode with his sister in the year1810. The dignity had long been the object of his wishes, but his predecessor refused to
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 depart until he had attained the age of ninety-two. About a week after he had held amodest festival in celebration of that ninety-second birthday, there came a morning, latein the year, when Dr Haynes, hurrying cheerfully into his breakfast-room, rubbing hishands and humming a tune, was greeted, and checked in his genial flow of spirits, bythe sight of his sister, seated, indeed, in her usual place behind the tea-urn, but bowed
 forward and sobbing unrestrainedly into her handkerchief. 'What—what is the matter?What bad news?' he began. 'Oh, Johnny, you've not heard? The poor dear archdeacon!''The archdeacon, yes? What is it—ill, is he?' 'No, no; they found him on the staircasethis morning; it is so shocking.' 'Is it possible! Dear, dear, poor Pulteney! Had therebeen any seizure?' 'They don't think so, and that is almost the worst thing about it. Itseems to have been all the fault of that stupid maid of theirs, Jane.' Dr Haynes paused. 'Idon't quite understand, Letitia. How was the maid at fault?' 'Why, as far as I can makeout, there was a stair-rod missing, and she never mentioned it, and the poor archdeaconset his foot quite on the edge of the step—you know how slippery that oak is—and itseems he must have fallen almost the whole flight and broken his neck. It is so sad forpoor Miss Pulteney. Of course, they will get rid of the girl at once. I never liked her.'
 Miss Haynes's grief resumed its sway, but eventually relaxed so far as to permit of hertaking some breakfast. Not so her brother, who, after standing in silence before thewindow for some minutes, left the room, and did not appear again that morning.
 I need only add that the careless maid-servant was dismissed forthwith, but that themissing stair-rod was very shortly afterwards found under  the stair-carpet—anadditional proof, if any were needed, of extreme stupidity and carelessness on her part.
 For a good many years Dr Haynes had been marked out by his ability, which seems tohave been really considerable, as the likely successor of Archdeacon Pulteney, and nodisappointment was in store for him. He was duly installed, and entered with zeal uponthe discharge of those functions which are appropriate to one in his position. Aconsiderable space in his journals is occupied with exclamations upon the confusion inwhich Archdeacon Pulteney had left the business of his office and the documentsappertaining to it. Dues upon Wringham and Barnswood have been uncollected forsomething like twelve years, and are largely irrecoverable; no visitation has been heldfor seven years; four chancels are almost past mending. The persons deputized by thearchdeacon have been nearly as incapable as himself. It was almost a matter forthankfulness that this state of things had not been permitted to continue, and a letterfrom a friend confirms this view. '[Greek: ho katechôn],' it says (in rather cruel allusionto the Second Epistle to the Thessalonians), 'is removed at last. My poor friend! Upon
 what a scene of confusion will you be entering! I give you my word that, on the lastoccasion of my crossing his threshold, there was no single paper that he could lay handsupon, no syllable of mine that he could hear, and no fact in connexion with my businessthat he could remember. But now, thanks to a negligent maid and a loose stair-carpet,there is some prospect that necessary business will be transacted without a completeloss alike of voice and temper.' This letter was tucked into a pocket in the cover of oneof the diaries.
 There can be no doubt of the new archdeacon's zeal and enthusiasm. 'Give me but timeto reduce to some semblance of order the innumerable errors and complications withwhich I am confronted, and I shall gladly and sincerely join with the aged Israelite in
 the canticle which too many, I fear, pronounce but with their lips.' This reflection I find,not in a diary, but a letter; the doctor's friends seem to have returned his correspondence
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 to his surviving sister. He does not confine himself, however, to reflections. Hisinvestigation of the rights and duties of his office are very searching and business-like,and there is a calculation in one place that a period of three years will just suffice to setthe business of the Archdeaconry upon a proper footing. The estimate appears to havebeen an exact one. For just three years he is occupied in reforms; but I look in vain at
 the end of that time for the promised Nunc dimittis. He has now found a new sphere ofactivity. Hitherto his duties have precluded him from more than an occasionalattendance at the Cathedral services. Now he begins to take an interest in the fabric andthe music. Upon his struggles with the organist, an old gentleman who had been inoffice since 1786, I have no time to dwell; they were not attended with any markedsuccess. More to the purpose is his sudden growth of enthusiasm for the Cathedral itselfand its furniture. There is a draft of a letter to Sylvanus Urban (which I do not think wasever sent) describing the stalls in the choir. As I have said, these were of fairly latedate—of about the year 1700, in fact.
 'The archdeacon's stall, situated at the south-east end, west of the episcopal throne (now
 so worthily occupied by the truly excellent prelate who adorns the See of Barchester), isdistinguished by some curious ornamentation. In addition to the arms of Dean West, bywhose efforts the whole of the internal furniture of the choir was completed, the prayer-desk is terminated at the eastern extremity by three small but remarkable statuettes inthe grotesque manner. One is an exquisitely modelled figure of a cat, whose crouchingposture suggests with admirable spirit the suppleness, vigilance, and craft of theredoubted adversary of the genus Mus. Opposite to this is a figure seated upon a throneand invested with the attributes of royalty; but it is no earthly monarch whom the carverhas sought to portray. His feet are studiously concealed by the long robe in which he isdraped: but neither the crown nor the cap which he wears suffice to hide the prick-earsand curving horns which betray his Tartarean origin; and the hand which rests upon hisknee, is armed with talons of horrifying length and sharpness. Between these twofigures stands a shape muffled in a long mantle. This might at first sight be mistaken fora monk or "friar of orders gray", for the head is cowled and a knotted cord depends fromsomewhere about the waist. A slight inspection, however, will lead to a very differentconclusion. The knotted cord is quickly seen to be a halter, held by a hand all butconcealed within the draperies; while the sunken features and, horrid to relate, the rentflesh upon the cheek-bones, proclaim the King of Terrors. These figures are evidentlythe production of no unskilled chisel; and should it chance that any of yourcorrespondents are able to throw light upon their origin and significance, my obligationsto your valuable miscellany will be largely increased.'
 There is more description in the paper, and, seeing that the woodwork in question hasnow disappeared, it has a considerable interest. A paragraph at the end is worth quoting:
 'Some late researches among the Chapter accounts have shown me that the carving ofthe stalls was not as was very usually reported, the work of Dutch artists, but wasexecuted by a native of this city or district named Austin. The timber was procured froman oak copse in the vicinity, the property of the Dean and Chapter, known as Holywood.Upon a recent visit to the parish within whose boundaries it is situated, I learned fromthe aged and truly respectable incumbent that traditions still lingered amongst theinhabitants of the great size and age of the oaks employed to furnish the materials of the
 stately structure which has been, however imperfectly, described in the above lines. Ofone in particular, which stood near the centre of the grove, it is remembered that it was
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 known as the Hanging Oak. The propriety of that title is confirmed by the fact that aquantity of human bones was found in the soil about its roots, and that at certain timesof the year it was the custom for those who wished to secure a successful issue to theiraffairs, whether of love or the ordinary business of life, to suspend from its boughssmall images or puppets rudely fashioned of straw, twigs, or the like rustic materials.'
 So much for the archdeacon's archaeological investigations. To return to his career as itis to be gathered from his diaries. Those of his first three years of hard and careful workshow him throughout in high spirits, and, doubtless, during this time, that reputation forhospitality and urbanity which is mentioned in his obituary notice was well deserved.After that, as time goes on, I see a shadow coming over him—destined to develop intoutter blackness—which I cannot but think must have been reflected in his outwarddemeanour. He commits a good deal of his fears and troubles to his diary; there was noother outlet for them. He was unmarried and his sister was not always with him. But Iam much mistaken if he has told all that he might have told. A series of extracts shall begiven:
  Aug. 30th 1816 —The days begin to draw in more perceptibly than ever.Now that the Archdeaconry papers are reduced to order, I must find somefurther employment for the evening hours of autumn and winter. It is agreat blow that Letitia's health will not allow her to stay through thesemonths. Why not go on with my Defence of Episcopacy? It may be useful.
 Sept. 15.—Letitia has left me for Brighton.
 Oct. 11.—Candles lit in the choir for the first time at evening prayers. Itcame as a shock: I find that I absolutely shrink from the dark season.
  Nov. 17 —Much struck by the character of the carving on my desk: I do notknow that I had ever carefully noticed it before. My attention was called toit by an accident. During the Magnificat  I was, I regret to say, almostovercome with sleep. My hand was resting on the back of the carved figureof a cat which is the nearest to me of the three figures on the end of mystall. I was not aware of this, for I was not looking in that direction, until Iwas startled by what seemed a softness, a feeling as of rather rough andcoarse fur, and a sudden movement, as if the creature were twisting roundits head to bite me. I regained complete consciousness in an instant, and I
 have some idea that I must have uttered a suppressed exclamation, for Inoticed that Mr Treasurer turned his head quickly in my direction. Theimpression of the unpleasant feeling was so strong that I found myselfrubbing my hand upon my surplice. This accident led me to examine thefigures after prayers more carefully than I had done before, and I realizedfor the first time with what skill they are executed.
  Dec. 6 —I do indeed miss Letitia's company. The evenings, after I haveworked as long as I can at my Defence, are very trying. The house is toolarge for a lonely man, and visitors of any kind are too rare. I get anuncomfortable impression when going to my room that there is company of
 some kind. The fact is (I may as well formulate it to myself) that I hearvoices. This, I am well aware, is a common symptom of incipient decay of
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 the brain—and I believe that I should be less disquieted than I am if I hadany suspicion that this was the cause. I have none—none whatever, nor isthere anything in my family history to give colour to such an idea. Work,diligent work, and a punctual attention to the duties which fall to me is mybest remedy, and I have little doubt that it will prove efficacious.
  Jan. 1—My trouble is, I must confess it, increasing upon me. Last night,upon my return after midnight from the Deanery, I lit my candle to goupstairs. I was nearly at the top when something whispered to me, 'Let mewish you a happy New Year.' I could not be mistaken: it spoke distinctlyand with a peculiar emphasis. Had I dropped my candle, as I all but did, Itremble to think what the consequences must have been. As it was, Imanaged to get up the last flight, and was quickly in my room with thedoor locked, and experienced no other disturbance.
  Jan. 15—I had occasion to come downstairs last night to my workroom for
 my watch, which I had inadvertently left on my table when I went up tobed. I think I was at the top of the last flight when I had a suddenimpression of a sharp whisper in my ear 'Take care.' I clutched thebalusters and naturally looked round at once. Of course, there was nothing.After a moment I went on—it was no good turning back—but I had asnearly as possible fallen: a cat—a large one by the feel of it—slippedbetween my feet, but again, of course, I saw nothing. It may have been thekitchen cat, but I do not think it was.
 Feb. 27 —A curious thing last night, which I should like to forget. Perhapsif I put it down here I may see it in its true proportion. I worked in thelibrary from about 9 to 10. The hall and staircase seemed to be unusuallyfull of what I can only call movement without sound: by this I mean thatthere seemed to be continuous going and coming, and that whenever Iceased writing to listen, or looked out into the hall, the stillness wasabsolutely unbroken. Nor, in going to my room at an earlier hour thanusual—about half-past ten—was I conscious of anything that I could call anoise. It so happened that I had told John to come to my room for the letterto the bishop which I wished to have delivered early in the morning at thePalace. He was to sit up, therefore, and come for it when he heard meretire. This I had for the moment forgotten, though I had remembered to
 carry the letter with me to my room. But when, as I was winding up mywatch, I heard a light tap at the door, and a low voice saying, 'May I comein?' (which I most undoubtedly did hear), I recollected the fact, and took upthe letter from my dressing-table, saying 'Certainly: come in.' No one,however, answered my summons, and it was now that, as I stronglysuspect, I committed an error: for I opened the door and held the letter out.There was certainly no one at that moment in the passage, but, in theinstant of my standing there, the door at the end opened and John appearedcarrying a candle. I asked him whether he had come to the door earlier; butam satisfied that he had not. I do not like the situation; but although mysenses were very much on the alert, and though it was some time before I
 could sleep, I must allow that I perceived nothing further of an untowardcharacter.
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 annoyed, if not alarmed, by it. The cat was on the stairs tonight. I think itsits there always. There is no kitchen cat.
  Nov. 15—Here again I must note a matter I do not understand. I am muchtroubled in sleep. No definite image presented itself, but I was pursued by
 the very vivid impression that wet lips were whispering into my ear withgreat rapidity and emphasis for some time together. After this, I suppose, Ifell asleep, but was awakened with a start by a feeling as if a hand werelaid on my shoulder. To my intense alarm I found myself standing at thetop of the lowest flight of the first staircase. The moon was shining brightlyenough through the large window to let me see that there was a large cat onthe second or third step. I can make no comment. I crept up to bed again, Ido not know how. Yes, mine is a heavy burden. [Then follows a line or twowhich has been scratched out. I fancy I read something like 'acted for thebest'.]
 Not long after this it is evident to me that the archdeacon's firmness began to give wayunder the pressure of these phenomena. I omit as unnecessarily painful and distressingthe ejaculations and prayers which, in the months of December and January, appear forthe first time and become increasingly frequent. Throughout this time, however, he isobstinate in clinging to his post. Why he did not plead ill-health and take refuge at Bathor Brighton I cannot tell; my impression is that it would have done him no good; that hewas a man who, if he had confessed himself beaten by the annoyances, would havesuccumbed at once, and that he was conscious of this. He did seek to palliate them byinviting visitors to his house. The result he has noted in this fashion:
  Jan. 7 —I have prevailed on my cousin Allen to give me a few days, and heis to occupy the chamber next to mine.
  Jan. 8 —A still night. Allen slept well, but complained of the wind. Myown experiences were as before: still whispering and whispering: what is itthat he wants to say?
  Jan. 9—Allen thinks this a very noisy house. He thinks, too, that my cat isan unusually large and fine specimen, but very wild.
  Jan. 10—Allen and I in the library until 11. He left me twice to see what
 the maids were doing in the hall: returning the second time he told me hehad seen one of them passing through the door at the end of the passage,and said if his wife were here she would soon get them into better order. Iasked him what coloured dress the maid wore; he said grey or white. Isupposed it would be so.
  Jan. 11—Allen left me today. I must be firm.
 These words, I must be firm, occur again and again on subsequent days; sometimes theyare the only entry. In these cases they are in an unusually large hand, and dug into thepaper in a way which must have broken the pen that wrote them.
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 Apparently the archdeacon's friends did not remark any change in his behaviour, andthis gives me a high idea of his courage and determination. The diary tells us nothingmore than I have indicated of the last days of his life. The end of it all must be told inthe polished language of the obituary notice:
 The morning of the 26th of February was cold and tempestuous. At anearly hour the servants had occasion to go into the front hall of theresidence occupied by the lamented subject of these lines. What was theirhorror upon observing the form of their beloved and respected master lyingupon the landing of the principal staircase in an attitude which inspired thegravest fears. Assistance was procured, and an universal consternation wasexperienced upon the discovery that he had been the object of a brutal anda murderous attack. The vertebral column was fractured in more than oneplace. This might have been the result of a fall: it appeared that the stair-carpet was loosened at one point. But, in addition to this, there wereinjuries inflicted upon the eyes, nose and mouth, as if by the agency of
 some savage animal, which, dreadful to relate, rendered those featuresunrecognizable. The vital spark was, it is needless to add, completelyextinct, and had been so, upon the testimony of respectable medicalauthorities, for several hours. The author or authors of this mysteriousoutrage are alike buried in mystery, and the most active conjecture hashitherto failed to suggest a solution of the melancholy problem afforded bythis appalling occurrence.
 The writer goes on to reflect upon the probability that the writings of Mr Shelley, LordByron, and M. Voltaire may have been instrumental in bringing about the disaster, andconcludes by hoping, somewhat vaguely, that this event may 'operate as an example tothe rising generation'; but this portion of his remarks need not be quoted in full.
 I had already formed the conclusion that Dr Haynes was responsible for the death of DrPulteney. But the incident connected with the carved figure of death upon thearchdeacon's stall was a very perplexing feature. The conjecture that it had been cut outof the wood of the Hanging Oak was not difficult, but seemed impossible tosubstantiate. However, I paid a visit to Barchester, partly with the view of finding outwhether there were any relics of the woodwork to be heard of. I was introduced by oneof the canons to the curator of the local museum, who was, my friend said, more likelyto be able to give me information on the point than anyone else. I told this gentleman of
 the description of certain carved figures and arms formerly on the stalls, and askedwhether any had survived. He was able to show me the arms of Dean West and someother fragments. These, he said, had been got from an old resident, who had also onceowned a figure—perhaps one of those which I was inquiring for. There was a very oddthing about that figure, he said. 'The old man who had it told me that he picked it up in awoodyard, whence he had obtained the still extant pieces, and had taken it home for hischildren. On the way home he was fiddling about with it and it came in two in hishands, and a bit of paper dropped out. This he picked up and, just noticing that therewas writing on it, put it into his pocket, and subsequently into a vase on his mantelpiece.I was at his house not very long ago, and happened to pick up the vase and turn it overto see whether there were any marks on it, and the paper fell into my hand. The old
 man, on my handing it to him, told me the story I have told you, and said I might keepthe paper. It was crumpled and rather torn, so I have mounted it on a card, which I have
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 here. If you can tell me what it means I shall be very glad, and also, I may say, a gooddeal surprised.'
 He gave me the card. The paper was quite legibly inscribed in an old hand, and this iswhat was on it:
 When I grew in the WoodI was water'd w'th BloodNow in the Church I standWho that touches me with his HandIf a Bloody hand he bearI councell him to be wareLest he be fetcht awayWhether by night or day,But chiefly when the wind blows highIn a night of February.
 This I drempt, 26 Febr. Anno 1699. JOHN AUSTIN.
 'I suppose it is a charm or a spell: wouldn't you call it something of that kind?' said thecurator.
 'Yes,' I said, 'I suppose one might. What became of the figure in which it wasconcealed?'
 'Oh, I forgot,' said he. 'The old man told me it was so ugly and frightened his children somuch that he burnt it.'
 MARTIN'S CLOSE
 Some few years back I was staying with the rector of a parish in the West, where thesociety to which I belong owns property. I was to go over some of this land: and, on thefirst morning of my visit, soon after breakfast, the estate carpenter and generalhandyman, John Hill, was announced as in readiness to accompany us. The rector askedwhich part of the parish we were to visit that morning. The estate map was produced,
 and when we had showed him our round, he put his finger on a particular spot. 'Don'tforget,' he said, 'to ask John Hill about Martin's Close when you get there. I should liketo hear what he tells you.' 'What ought he to tell us?' I said. 'I haven't the slightest idea,'said the rector, 'or, if that is not exactly true, it will do till lunch-time.' And here he wascalled away.
 We set out; John Hill is not a man to withhold such information as he possesses on anypoint, and you may gather from him much that is of interest about the people of theplace and their talk. An unfamiliar word, or one that he thinks ought to be unfamiliar toyou, he will usually spell—as c-o-b cob, and the like. It is not, however, relevant to mypurpose to record his conversation before the moment when we reached Martin's Close.
 The bit of land is noticeable, for it is one of the smallest enclosures you are likely tosee—a very few square yards, hedged in with quickset on all sides, and without any gate
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 or gap leading into it. You might take it for a small cottage garden long deserted, butthat it lies away from the village and bears no trace of cultivation. It is at no greatdistance from the road, and is part of what is there called a moor, in other words, arough upland pasture cut up into largish fields.
 'Why is this little bit hedged off so?' I asked, and John Hill (whose answer I cannotrepresent as perfectly as I should like) was not at fault. 'That's what we call Martin'sClose, sir: 'tes a curious thing 'bout that bit of land, sir: goes by the name of Martin'sClose, sir. M-a-r-t-i-n Martin. Beg pardon, sir, did Rector tell you to make inquiry of me'bout that, sir?' 'Yes, he did.' 'Ah, I thought so much, sir. I was tell'n Rector 'bout thatlast week, and he was very much interested. It 'pears there's a murderer buried there, sir,by the name of Martin. Old Samuel Saunders, that formerly lived yurr at what we callSouth-town, sir, he had a long tale 'bout that, sir: terrible murder done 'pon a youngwoman, sir. Cut her throat and cast her in the water down yurr.' 'Was he hung for it?''Yes, sir, he was hung just up yurr on the roadway, by what I've 'eard, on the HolyInnocents' Day, many 'undred years ago, by the man that went by the name of the
 bloody judge: terrible red and bloody, I've 'eard.' 'Was his name Jeffreys, do you think?''Might be possible 'twas—Jeffreys—J-e-f—Jeffreys. I reckon 'twas, and the tale I've'eard many times from Mr Saunders,—how this young man Martin—George Martin—was troubled before his crule action come to light by the young woman's sperit.' 'Howwas that, do you know?' 'No, sir, I don't exactly know how 'twas with it: but by whatI've 'eard he was fairly tormented; and rightly tu. Old Mr Saunders, he told a historyregarding a cupboard down yurr in the New Inn. According to what he related, thisyoung woman's sperit come out of this cupboard: but I don't racollact the matter.'
 This was the sum of John Hill's information. We passed on, and in due time I reportedwhat I had heard to the Rector. He was able to show me from the parish account-booksthat a gibbet had been paid for in 1684, and a grave dug in the following year, both forthe benefit of George Martin; but he was unable to suggest anyone in the parish,Saunders being now gone, who was likely to throw any further light on the story.
 Naturally, upon my return to the neighbourhood of libraries, I made search in the moreobvious places. The trial seemed to be nowhere reported. A newspaper of the time, andone or more news-letters, however, had some short notices, from which I learnt that, onthe ground of local prejudice against the prisoner (he was described as a younggentleman of a good estate), the venue had been moved from Exeter to London; thatJeffreys had been the judge, and death the sentence, and that there had been some
 'singular passages' in the evidence. Nothing further transpired till September of thisyear. A friend who knew me to be interested in Jeffreys then sent me a leaf torn out of asecond-hand bookseller's catalogue with the entry: JEFFREYS, JUDGE: Interesting old
  MS. trial for murder , and so forth, from which I gathered, to my delight, that I couldbecome possessed, for a very few shillings, of what seemed to be a verbatim report, inshorthand, of the Martin trial. I telegraphed for the manuscript and got it. It was a thinbound volume, provided with a title written in longhand by someone in the eighteenthcentury, who had also added this note: 'My father, who took these notes in court, toldme that the prisoner's friends had made interest with Judge Jeffreys that no reportshould be put out: he had intended doing this himself when times were better, and hadshew'd it to the Revd Mr Glanvil, who incourag'd his design very warmly, but death
 surpriz'd them both before it could be brought to an accomplishment.'
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 The initials W. G. are appended; I am advised that the original reporter may have beenT. Gurney, who appears in that capacity in more than one State trial.
 This was all that I could read for myself. After no long delay I heard of someone whowas capable of deciphering the shorthand of the seventeenth century, and a little time
 ago the typewritten copy of the whole manuscript was laid before me. The portionswhich I shall communicate here help to fill in the very imperfect outline which subsistsin the memories of John Hill and, I suppose, one or two others who live on the scene ofthe events.
 The report begins with a species of preface, the general effect of which is that the copyis not that actually taken in court, though it is a true copy in regard to the notes of whatwas said; but that the writer has added to it some 'remarkable passages' that took placeduring the trial, and has made this present fair copy of the whole, intending at somefavourable time to publish it; but has not put it into longhand, lest it should fall into thepossession of unauthorized persons, and he or his family be deprived of the profit.
 The report then begins:
 This case came on to be tried on Wednesday, the 19th of November, between oursovereign lord the King, and George Martin Esquire, of (I take leave to omit some ofthe place-names), at a sessions of oyer and terminer and gaol delivery, at the Old Bailey,and the prisoner, being in Newgate, was brought to the bar.
 Clerk of the Crown. George Martin, hold up thy hand (which he did).
 Then the indictment was read, which set forth that the prisoner, 'not having the fear ofGod before his eyes, but being moved and seduced by the instigation of the devil, uponthe 15th day of May, in the 36th year of our sovereign lord King Charles the Second,with force and arms in the parish aforesaid, in and upon Ann Clark, spinster, of thesame place, in the peace of God and of our said sovereign lord the King then and therebeing, feloniously, wilfully, and of your malice aforethought did make an assault andwith a certain knife value a penny the throat of the said Ann Clark then and there didcut, of the which wound the said Ann Clark then and there did die, and the body of thesaid Ann Clark did cast into a certain pond of water situate in the same parish (withmore that is not material to our purpose) against the peace of our sovereign lord theKing, his crown and dignity.'
 Then the prisoner prayed a copy of the indictment.
  L.C.J. (Sir George Jeffreys). What is this? Sure you know that is never allowed.Besides, here is as plain indictment as ever I heard; you have nothing to do but to pleadto it.
 Pris. My lord, I apprehend there may be matter of law arising out of the indictment, andI would humbly beg the court to assign me counsel to consider of it. Besides, my lord, Ibelieve it was done in another case: copy of the indictment was allowed.
  L.C.J. What case was that?
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 Pris. Truly, my lord, I have been kept close prisoner ever since I came up from ExeterCastle, and no one allowed to come at me and no one to advise with.
  L.C.J. But I say, what was that case you allege?
 Pris. My lord, I cannot tell your lordship precisely the name of the case, but it is in mymind that there was such an one, and I would humbly desire—
  L.C.J. All this is nothing. Name your case, and we will tell you whether there be anymatter for you in it. God forbid but you should have anything that may be allowed youby law: but this is against law, and we must keep the course of the court.
  Att.-Gen. (Sir Robert Sawyer). My lord, we pray for the King that he may be asked toplead.
 Cl. of Ct. Are you guilty of the murder whereof you stand indicted, or not guilty?
 Pris. My lord, I would humbly offer this to the court. If I plead now, shall I have anopportunity after to except against the indictment?
  L.C.J. Yes, yes, that comes after verdict: that will be saved to you, and counsel assignedif there be matter of law, but that which you have now to do is to plead.
 Then after some little parleying with the court (which seemed strange upon such a plainindictment) the prisoner pleaded Not Guilty.
 Cl. of Ct. Culprit. How wilt thou be tried?
 Pris. By God and my country.
 Cl. of Ct. God send thee a good deliverance.
  L.C.J. Why, how is this? Here has been a great to-do that you should not be tried atExeter by your country, but be brought here to London, and now you ask to be tried byyour country. Must we send you to Exeter again?
 Pris. My lord, I understood it was the form.
  L.C.J. So it is, man: we spoke only in the way of pleasantness. Well, go on and swearthe jury.
 So they were sworn. I omit the names. There was no challenging on the prisoner's part,for, as he said, he did not know any of the persons called. Thereupon the prisoner askedfor the use of pen, ink, and paper, to which the L. C. J. replied: 'Ay, ay, in God's namelet him have it.' Then the usual charge was delivered to the jury, and the case opened bythe junior counsel for the King, Mr Dolben.
 The Attorney-General followed:
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 passing through the street where she lived, she would be always on the watch for him;and it seems they had a signal arranged: he should whistle the tune that was played atthe tavern: it is a tune, as I am informed, well known in that country, and has a burden,' Madam, will you walk, will you talk with me?'
  L.C.J. Ay, I remember it in my own country, in Shropshire. It runs somehow thus, dothit not? [Here his lordship whistled a part of a tune, which was very observable, andseemed below the dignity of the court. And it appears he felt it so himself, for he said:]But this is by the mark, and I doubt it is the first time we have had dance-tunes in thiscourt. The most part of the dancing we give occasion for is done at Tyburn. [Looking atthe prisoner, who appeared very much disordered.] You said the tune was material toyour case, Mr Attorney, and upon my life I think Mr Martin agrees with you. What ailsyou, man? staring like a player that sees a ghost!
 Pris. My lord, I was amazed at hearing such trivial, foolish things as they bring againstme.
  L.C.J. Well, well, it lies upon Mr Attorney to show whether they be trivial or not: but Imust say, if he has nothing worse than this he has said, you have no great cause to be inamaze. Doth it not lie something deeper? But go on, Mr Attorney.
  Att. My lord and gentlemen—all that I have said so far you may indeed very reasonablyreckon as having an appearance of triviality. And, to be sure, had the matter gone nofurther than the humouring of a poor silly girl by a young gentleman of quality, it hadbeen very well. But to proceed. We shall make it appear that after three or four weeksthe prisoner became contracted to a young gentlewoman of that country, one suitableevery way to his own condition, and such an arrangement was on foot that seemed topromise him a happy and a reputable living. But within no very long time it seems thatthis young gentlewoman, hearing of the jest that was going about that countryside withregard to the prisoner and Ann Clark, conceived that it was not only an unworthycarriage on the part of her lover, but a derogation to herself that he should suffer hisname to be sport for tavern company: and so without more ado she, with the consent ofher parents, signified to the prisoner that the match between them was at an end. Weshall show you that upon the receipt of this intelligence the prisoner was greatly enragedagainst Ann Clark as being the cause of his misfortune (though indeed there wasnobody answerable for it but himself), and that he made use of many outrageousexpressions and threatenings against her, and subsequently upon meeting with her both
 abused her and struck at her with his whip: but she, being but a poor innocent, could notbe persuaded to desist from her attachment to him, but would often run after himtestifying with gestures and broken words the affection she had to him: until she wasbecome, as he said, the very plague of his life. Yet, being that affairs in which he wasnow engaged necessarily took him by the house in which she lived, he could not (as Iam willing to believe he would otherwise have done) avoid meeting with her from timeto time. We shall further show you that this was the posture of things up to the 15th dayof May in this present year. Upon that day the prisoner comes riding through the village,as of custom, and met with the young woman: but in place of passing her by, as he hadlately done, he stopped, and said some words to her with which she appearedwonderfully pleased, and so left her; and after that day she was nowhere to be found,
 notwithstanding a strict search was made for her. The next time of the prisoner's passingthrough the place, her relations inquired of him whether he should know anything of her
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 whereabouts; which he totally denied. They expressed to him their fears lest her weakintellects should have been upset by the attention he had showed her, and so she mighthave committed some rash act against her own life, calling him to witness the same timehow often they had beseeched him to desist from taking notice of her, as fearing troublemight come of it: but this, too, he easily laughed away. But in spite of this light
 behaviour, it was noticeable in him that about this time his carriage and demeanourchanged, and it was said of him that he seemed a troubled man. And here I come to apassage to which I should not dare to ask your attention, but that it appears to me to befounded in truth, and is supported by testimony deserving of credit. And, gentlemen, tomy judgement it doth afford a great instance of God's revenge against murder, and thatHe will require the blood of the innocent.
 [Here Mr Attorney made a pause, and shifted with his papers: and it was thoughtremarkable by me and others, because he was a man not easily dashed.]
  L.C.J. Well, Mr Attorney, what is your instance?
  Att. My lord, it is a strange one, and the truth is that, of all the cases I have beenconcerned in, I cannot call to mind the like of it. But to be short, gentlemen, we shallbring you testimony that Ann Clark was seen after this 15th of May, and that, at suchtime as she was so seen, it was impossible she could have been a living person.
 [Here the people made a hum, and a good deal of laughter, and the Court called forsilence, and when it was made]—
  L.C.J. Why, Mr Attorney, you might save up this tale for a week; it will be Christmasby that time, and you can frighten your cook-maids with it [at which the people laughedagain, and the prisoner also, as it seemed]. God, man, what are you prating of—ghostsand Christmas jigs and tavern company—and here is a man's life at stake! [To theprisoner]: And you, sir, I would have you know there is not so much occasion for you tomake merry neither. You were not brought here for that, and if I know Mr Attorney, hehas more in his brief than he has shown yet. Go on, Mr Attorney. I need not, mayhap,have spoken so sharply, but you must confess your course is something unusual.
  Att. Nobody knows it better than I, my lord: but I shall bring it to an end with a roundturn. I shall show you, gentlemen, that Ann Clark's body was found in the month ofJune, in a pond of water, with the throat cut: that a knife belonging to the prisoner was
 found in the same water: that he made efforts to recover the said knife from the water:that the coroner's quest brought in a verdict against the prisoner at the bar, and thattherefore he should by course have been tried at Exeter: but that, suit being made on hisbehalf, on account that an impartial jury could not be found to try him in his owncountry, he hath had that singular favour shown him that he should be tried here inLondon. And so we will proceed to call our evidence.
 Then the facts of the acquaintance between the prisoner and Ann Clark were proved,and also the coroner's inquest. I pass over this portion of the trial, for it offers nothing ofspecial interest.
 Sarah Arscott was next called and sworn.
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 same that he was used to sing when he came down the street; I have heard it very often:' Madam, will you walk, will you talk with me?' And it fell out that I needed somethingthat was in the kitchen. So I went out to get it, and all the time I went on singing,something louder and more bold-like. And as I was there all of a sudden I thought Iheard someone answering outside the house, but I could not be sure because of the wind
 blowing so high. So then I stopped singing, and now I heard it plain, saying, 'Yes, sir, Iwill walk, I will talk with you,' and I knew the voice for Ann Clark's voice.
  Att. How did you know it to be her voice?
 S. It was impossible I could be mistaken. She had a dreadful voice, a kind of a squallingvoice, in particular if she tried to sing. And there was nobody in the village that couldcounterfeit it, for they often tried. So, hearing that, I was glad, because we were all in ananxiety to know what was gone with her: for though she was a natural, she had a gooddisposition and was very tractable: and says I to myself, 'What, child! are you returned,then?' and I ran into the front room, and said to Squire Martin as I passed by, 'Squire,
 here is your sweetheart back again: shall I call her in?' and with that I went to open thedoor; but Squire Martin he caught hold of me, and it seemed to me he was out of hiswits, or near upon. 'Hold, woman,' says he, 'in God's name!' and I know not what else:he was all of a shake. Then I was angry, and said I, 'What! are you not glad that poorchild is found?' and I called to Thomas Snell and said, 'If the Squire will not let me, doyou open the door and call her in.' So Thomas Snell went and opened the door, and thewind setting that way blew in and overset the two candles that was all we had lighted:and Esquire Martin fell away from holding me; I think he fell down on the floor, but wewere wholly in the dark, and it was a minute or two before I got a light again: and whileI was feeling for the fire-box, I am not certain but I heard someone step 'cross the floor,and I am sure I heard the door of the great cupboard that stands in the room open andshut to. Then, when I had a light again, I see Esquire Martin on the settle, all white andsweaty as if he had swounded away, and his arms hanging down; and I was going tohelp him; but just then it caught my eye that there was something like a bit of a dressshut into the cupboard door, and it came to my mind I had heard that door shut. So Ithought it might be some person had run in when the light was quenched, and washiding in the cupboard. So I went up closer and looked: and there was a bit of a blackstuff cloak, and just below it an edge of a brown stuff dress, both sticking out of the shutof the door: and both of them was low down, as if the person that had them on might becrouched down inside.
  Att. What did you take it to be?
 S. I took it to be a woman's dress.
  Att. Could you make any guess whom it belonged to? Did you know anyone who woresuch a dress?
 S. It was a common stuff, by what I could see. I have seen many women wearing such astuff in our parish.
  Att. Was it like Ann Clark's dress?
 S. She used to wear just such a dress: but I could not say on my oath it was hers.
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  Att. Did you observe anything else about it?
 S . I did notice that it looked very wet: but it was foul weather outside.
  L.C.J. Did you feel of it, mistress?
 S. No, my lord, I did not like to touch it.
  L.C.J. Not like? Why that? Are you so nice that you scruple to feel of a wet dress?
 S. Indeed, my lord, I cannot very well tell why: only it had a nasty ugly look about it.
  L.C.J. Well, go on.
 S . Then I called again to Thomas Snell, and bid him come to me and catch anyone thatcome out when I should open the cupboard door, 'for,' says I, 'there is someone hiding
 within, and I would know what she wants.' And with that Squire Martin gave a sort of acry or a shout and ran out of the house into the dark, and I felt the cupboard door pushedout against me while I held it, and Thomas Snell helped me: but for all we pressed tokeep it shut as hard as we could, it was forced out against us, and we had to fall back.
  L.C.J. And pray what came out—a mouse?
 S. No, my lord, it was greater than a mouse, but I could not see what it was: it fleetedvery swift over the floor and out at the door.
  L.C.J. But come; what did it look like? Was it a person?
 S. My lord, I cannot tell what it was, but it ran very low, and it was of a dark colour. Wewere both daunted by it, Thomas Snell and I, but we made all the haste we could after itto the door that stood open. And we looked out, but it was dark and we could seenothing.
  L.C.J. Was there no tracks of it on the floor? What floor have you there?
 S. It is a flagged floor and sanded, my lord, and there was an appearance of a wet trackon the floor, but we could make nothing of it, neither Thomas Snell nor me, and
 besides, as I said, it was a foul night.
  L.C.J. Well, for my part, I see not—though to be sure it is an odd tale she tells—whatyou would do with this evidence.
  Att. My lord, we bring it to show the suspicious carriage of the prisoner immediatelyafter the disappearance of the murdered person: and we ask the jury's consideration ofthat; and also to the matter of the voice heard without the house.
 Then the prisoner asked some questions not very material, and ThomasSnell was next called, who gave evidence to the same effect as Mrs
 Arscott, and added the following:
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  Att. Did anything pass between you and the prisoner during the time Mrs Arscott wasout of the room?
 Th. I had a piece of twist in my pocket.
  Att. Twist of what?
 Th. Twist of tobacco, sir, and I felt a disposition to take a pipe of tobacco. So I found apipe on the chimney-piece, and being it was twist, and in regard of me having by anoversight left my knife at my house, and me not having over many teeth to pluck at it,as your lordship or anyone else may have a view by their own eyesight—
  L.C.J. What is the man talking about? Come to the matter, fellow! Do you think we sithere to look at your teeth?
 Th. No, my lord, nor I would not you should do, God forbid! I know your honours have
 better employment, and better teeth, I would not wonder.
  L.C.J. Good God, what a man is this! Yes, I have better teeth, and that you shall find ifyou keep not to the purpose.
 Th. I humbly ask pardon, my lord, but so it was. And I took upon me, thinking no harm,to ask Squire Martin to lend me his knife to cut my tobacco. And he felt first of onepocket and then of another and it was not there at all. And says I, 'What! have you lostyour knife, Squire?' And up he gets and feels again and he sat down, and such a groanas he gave. 'Good God!' he says, 'I must have left it there.' 'But,' says I, 'Squire, by allappearance it is not  there. Did you set a value on it,' says I, 'you might have it cried.' Buthe sat there and put his head between his hands and seemed to take no notice to what Isaid. And then it was Mistress Arscott come tracking back out of the kitchen place.
 Asked if he heard the voice singing outside the house, he said 'No,' but the door into thekitchen was shut, and there was a high wind: but says that no one could mistake AnnClark's voice.
 Then a boy, William Reddaway, about thirteen years of age, was called, and by theusual questions, put by the Lord Chief Justice, it was ascertained that he knew thenature of an oath. And so he was sworn. His evidence referred to a time about a week
 later.
  Att. Now, child, don't be frighted: there is no one here will hurt you if you speak thetruth.
  L.C.J. Ay, if he speak the truth. But remember, child, thou art in the presence of thegreat God of heaven and earth, that hath the keys of hell, and of us that are the king'sofficers, and have the keys of Newgate; and remember, too, there is a man's life inquestion; and if thou tellest a lie, and by that means he comes to an ill end, thou art nobetter than his murderer; and so speak the truth.
  Att. Tell the jury what you know, and speak out. Where were you on the evening of the23rd of May last?
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  L.C.J. Why, what does such a boy as this know of days. Can you mark the day, boy?
 W. Yes, my lord, it was the day before our feast, and I was to spend sixpence there, andthat falls a month before Midsummer Day.
 One of the Jury. My lord, we cannot hear what he says.
  L.C.J. He says he remembers the day because it was the day before the feast they hadthere, and he had sixpence to lay out. Set him up on the table there. Well, child, andwhere wast thou then?
 W. Keeping cows on the moor, my lord.
 But, the boy using the country speech, my lord could not well apprehend him, and soasked if there was anyone that could interpret him, and it was answered the parson ofthe parish was there, and he was accordingly sworn and so the evidence given. The boy
 said:
 'I was on the moor about six o'clock, and sitting behind a bush of furze near a pond ofwater: and the prisoner came very cautiously and looking about him, having somethinglike a long pole in his hand, and stopped a good while as if he would be listening, andthen began to feel in the water with the pole: and I being very near the water—notabove five yards—heard as if the pole struck up against something that made awallowing sound, and the prisoner dropped the pole and threw himself on the ground,and rolled himself about very strangely with his hands to his ears, and so after a whilegot up and went creeping away.'
 Asked if he had had any communication with the prisoner, 'Yes, a day or two before, theprisoner, hearing I was used to be on the moor, he asked me if I had seen a knife layingabout, and said he would give sixpence to find it. And I said I had not seen any suchthing, but I would ask about. Then he said he would give me sixpence to say nothing,and so he did.'
  L.C.J. And was that the sixpence you were to lay out at the feast?
 W. Yes, if you please, my lord.
 Asked if he had observed anything particular as to the pond of water, he said, 'No,except that it begun to have a very ill smell and the cows would not drink of it for somedays before.'
 Asked if he had ever seen the prisoner and Ann Clark in company together, he began tocry very much, and it was a long time before they could get him to speak intelligibly. Atlast the parson of the parish, Mr Matthews, got him to be quiet, and the question beingput to him again, he said he had seen Ann Clark waiting on the moor for the prisoner atsome way off, several times since last Christmas.
  Att. Did you see her close, so as to be sure it was she?
 W. Yes, quite sure.
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  L.C.J. How quite sure, child?
 W. Because she would stand and jump up and down and clap her arms like a goose[which he called by some country name: but the parson explained it to be a goose]. Andthen she was of such a shape that it could not be no one else.
  Att. What was the last time that you so saw her?
 Then the witness began to cry again and clung very much to Mr Matthews, who bid himnot be frightened.
 And so at last he told his story: that on the day before their feast (being the sameevening that he had before spoken of) after the prisoner had gone away, it being thentwilight and he very desirous to get home, but afraid for the present to stir from wherehe was lest the prisoner should see him, remained some few minutes behind the bush,looking on the pond, and saw something dark come up out of the water at the edge of
 the pond farthest away from him, and so up the bank. And when it got to the top wherehe could see it plain against the sky, it stood up and flapped the arms up and down, andthen run off very swiftly in the same direction the prisoner had taken: and being askedvery strictly who he took it to be, he said upon his oath that it could be nobody but AnnClark.
 Thereafter his master was called, and gave evidence that the boy had come home verylate that evening and been chided for it, and that he seemed very much amazed, butcould give no account of the reason.
  Att. My lord, we have done with our evidence for the King.
 Then the Lord Chief Justice called upon the prisoner to make his defence; which he did,though at no great length, and in a very halting way, saying that he hoped the jurywould not go about to take his life on the evidence of a parcel of country people andchildren that would believe any idle tale; and that he had been very much prejudiced inhis trial; at which the L.C.J. interrupted him, saying that he had had singular favourshown to him in having his trial removed from Exeter, which the prisoneracknowledging, said that he meant rather that since he was brought to London there hadnot been care taken to keep him secured from interruption and disturbance. Upon whichthe L.C.J. ordered the Marshal to be called, and questioned him about the safe keeping
 of the prisoner, but could find nothing: except the Marshal said that he had beeninformed by the underkeeper that they had seen a person outside his door or going upthe stairs to it: but there was no possibility the person should have got in. And it beinginquired further what sort of person this might be, the Marshal could not speak to it saveby hearsay, which was not allowed. And the prisoner, being asked if this was what hemeant, said no, he knew nothing of that, but it was very hard that a man should not besuffered to be at quiet when his life stood on it. But it was observed he was very hastyin his denial. And so he said no more, and called no witnesses. Whereupon theAttorney-General spoke to the jury. [A full report of what he said is given, and, if timeallowed, I would extract that portion in which he dwells on the alleged appearance ofthe murdered person: he quotes some authorities of ancient date, as St Augustine de
 cura pro mortuis gerenda (a favourite book of reference with the old writers on thesupernatural) and also cites some cases which may be seen in Glanvil's, but more

Page 143
                        

8/10/2019 ghosdt stories.pdf
 http://slidepdf.com/reader/full/ghosdt-storiespdf 143/208
 conveniently in Mr Lang's books. He does not, however, tell us more of those cases thanis to be found in print.]
 The Lord Chief Justice then summed up the evidence for the jury. His speech, again,contains nothing that I find worth copying out: but he was naturally impressed with the
 singular character of the evidence, saying that he had never heard such given in hisexperience; but that there was nothing in law to set it aside, and that the jury mustconsider whether they believed these witnesses or not.
 And the jury after a very short consultation brought the prisoner inGuilty.
 So he was asked whether he had anything to say in arrest of judgement, and pleaded thathis name was spelt wrong in the indictment, being Martin with an I, whereas it shouldbe with a Y. But this was overruled as not material, Mr Attorney saying, moreover, thathe could bring evidence to show that the prisoner by times wrote it as it was laid in the
 indictment. And, the prisoner having nothing further to offer, sentence of death waspassed upon him, and that he should be hanged in chains upon a gibbet near the placewhere the fact was committed, and that execution should take place upon the 28thDecember next ensuing, being Innocents' Day.
 Thereafter the prisoner being to all appearance in a state of desperation, made shift toask the L.C.J. that his relations might be allowed to come to him during the short timehe had to live.
  L.C.J. Ay, with all my heart, so it be in the presence of the keeper; and Ann Clark maycome to you as well, for what I care.
 At which the prisoner broke out and cried to his lordship not to use such words to him,and his lordship very angrily told him he deserved no tenderness at any man's hands fora cowardly butcherly murderer that had not the stomach to take the reward of his deeds:'and I hope to God,' said he, 'that she will be with you by day and by night till an end ismade of you.' Then the prisoner was removed, and, so far as I saw, he was in a swound,and the Court broke up.
 I cannot refrain from observing that the prisoner during all the time of the trial seemedto be more uneasy than is commonly the case even in capital causes: that, for example,
 he was looking narrowly among the people and often turning round very sharply, as ifsome person might be at his ear. It was also very noticeable at this trial what a silencethe people kept, and further (though this might not be otherwise than natural in thatseason of the year), what a darkness and obscurity there was in the court room, lightsbeing brought in not long after two o'clock in the day, and yet no fog in the town.
 * * * * *
 It was not without interest that I heard lately from some young men who had beengiving a concert in the village I speak of, that a very cold reception was accorded to thesong which has been mentioned in this narrative: ' Madam, will you walk?' It came out in
 some talk they had next morning with some of the local people that that song wasregarded with an invincible repugnance; it was not so, they believed, at North Tawton,
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 will, received legacies from the old gentleman and retired from their posts, and as thewife says, your housekeeper and butler are calculated to render you every satisfaction.'
 'So everything, Mr Humphreys, is ready for you to step in this very day, according towhat I understood you to wish,' said Mrs Cooper. 'Everything, that is, except company,
 and there I'm afraid you'll find yourself quite at a standstill. Only we did understand itwas your intention to move in at once. If not, I'm sure you know we should have beenonly too pleased for you to stay here.'
 'I'm quite sure you would, Mrs Cooper, and I'm very grateful to you. But I thought I hadreally better make the plunge at once. I'm accustomed to living alone, and there will bequite enough to occupy my evenings—looking over papers and books and so on—forsome time to come, I thought if Mr Cooper could spare the time this afternoon to goover the house and grounds with me—'
 'Certainly, certainly, Mr Humphreys. My time is your own, up to any hour you please.'
 'Till dinner-time, father, you mean,' said Miss Cooper. 'Don't forget we're going over tothe Brasnetts'. And have you got all the garden keys?'
 'Are you a great gardener, Miss Cooper?' said Mr Humphreys. 'I wish you would tell mewhat I'm to expect at the Hall.'
 'Oh, I don't know about a great  gardener, Mr Humphreys: I'm very fond of flowers—butthe Hall garden might be made quite lovely, I often say. It's very old-fashioned as it is:and a great deal of shrubbery. There's an old temple, besides, and a maze.'
 'Really? Have you explored it ever?'
 'No-o,' said Miss Cooper, drawing in her lips and shaking her head. 'I've often longed totry, but old Mr Wilson always kept it locked. He wouldn't even let Lady Wardrop intoit. (She lives near here, at Bentley, you know, and she's a great  gardener, if you like.)That's why I asked father if he had all the keys.'
 'I see. Well, I must evidently look into that, and show you over it whenI've learnt the way.'
 'Oh, thank you so much, Mr Humphreys! Now I shall have the laugh of Miss Foster(that's our rector's daughter, you know; they're away on their holiday now—such nicepeople). We always had a joke between us which should be the first to get into themaze.'
 'I think the garden keys must be up at the house,' said Mr Cooper, who had been lookingover a large bunch. 'There is a number there in the library. Now, Mr Humphreys, ifyou're prepared, we might bid goodbye to these ladies and set forward on our little tourof exploration.'
 * * * * *
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 As they came out of Mr Cooper's front gate, Humphreys had to run the gauntlet—not ofan organized demonstration, but of a good deal of touching of hats and carefulcontemplation from the men and women who had gathered in somewhat unusualnumbers in the village street. He had, further, to exchange some remarks with the wifeof the lodge-keeper as they passed the park gates, and with the lodge-keeper himself,
 who was attending to the park road. I cannot, however, spare the time to report theprogress fully. As they traversed the half-mile or so between the lodge and the house,Humphreys took occasion to ask his companion some question which brought up thetopic of his late uncle, and it did not take long before Mr Cooper was embarked upon adisquisition.
 'It is singular to think, as the wife was saying just now, that you should never have seenthe old gentleman. And yet—you won't misunderstand me, Mr Humphreys, I feelconfident, when I say that in my opinion there would have been but little congenialitybetwixt yourself and him. Not that I have a word to say in deprecation—not a singleword. I can tell you what he was,' said Mr Cooper, pulling up suddenly and fixing
 Humphreys with his eye. 'Can tell you what he was in a nutshell, as the saying goes. Hewas a complete, thorough valentudinarian. That describes him to a T. That's what hewas, sir, a complete valentudinarian. No participation in what went on around him. I didventure, I think, to send you a few words of cutting from our local paper, which I tookthe occasion to contribute on his decease. If I recollect myself aright, such is very muchthe gist of them. But don't, Mr Humphreys,' continued Cooper, tapping himimpressively on the chest,—'don't you run away with the impression that I wish to sayaught but what is most creditable—most  creditable—of your respected uncle and mylate employer. Upright, Mr Humphreys—open as the day; liberal to all in his dealings.He had the heart to feel and the hand to accommodate. But there it was: there was thestumbling-block—his unfortunate health—or, as I might more truly phrase it, his want  of health.'
 'Yes, poor man. Did he suffer from any special disorder before his last illness—which, Itake it, was little more than old age?'
 'Just that, Mr Humphreys—just that. The flash flickering slowly away in the pan,' saidCooper, with what he considered an appropriate gesture,—'the golden bowl graduallyceasing to vibrate. But as to your other question I should return a negative answer.General absence of vitality? yes: special complaint? no, unless you reckon a nastycough he had with him. Why, here we are pretty much at the house. A handsome
 mansion, Mr Humphreys, don't you consider?'
 It deserved the epithet, on the whole: but it was oddly proportioned—a very tall red-brick house, with a plain parapet concealing the roof almost entirely. It gave theimpression of a town house set down in the country; there was a basement, and a ratherimposing flight of steps leading up to the front door. It seemed also, owing to its height,to desiderate wings, but there were none. The stables and other offices were concealedby trees. Humphreys guessed its probable date as 1770 or thereabouts.
 The mature couple who had been engaged to act as butler and cook-housekeeper werewaiting inside the front door, and opened it as their new master approached. Their
 name, Humphreys already knew, was Calton; of their appearance and manner he formeda favourable impression in the few minutes' talk he had with them. It was agreed that he
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 should go through the plate and the cellar next day with Mr Calton, and that Mrs C.should have a talk with him about linen, bedding, and so on—what there was, and whatthere ought to be. Then he and Cooper, dismissing the Caltons for the present, begantheir view of the house. Its topography is not of importance to this story. The largerooms on the ground floor were satisfactory, especially the library, which was as large
 as the dining-room, and had three tall windows facing east. The bedroom prepared forHumphreys was immediately above it. There were many pleasant, and a few reallyinteresting, old pictures. None of the furniture was new, and hardly any of the bookswere later than the seventies. After hearing of and seeing the few changes his uncle hadmade in the house, and contemplating a shiny portrait of him which adorned thedrawing-room, Humphreys was forced to agree with Cooper that in all probability therewould have been little to attract him in his predecessor. It made him rather sad that hecould not be sorry—dolebat se dolere non posse—for the man who, whether with orwithout some feeling of kindliness towards his unknown nephew, had contributed somuch to his well-being; for he felt that Wilsthorpe was a place in which he could behappy, and especially happy, it might be, in its library.
 And now it was time to go over the garden: the empty stables could wait, and so couldthe laundry. So to the garden they addressed themselves, and it was soon evident thatMiss Cooper had been right in thinking that there were possibilities. Also that MrCooper had done well in keeping on the gardener. The deceased Mr Wilson might nothave, indeed plainly had not, been imbued with the latest views on gardening, butwhatever had been done here had been done under the eye of a knowledgeable man, andthe equipment and stock were excellent. Cooper was delighted with the pleasureHumphreys showed, and with the suggestions he let fall from time to time. 'I can see,'he said, 'that you've found your meatear here, Mr Humphreys: you'll make this place aregular signosier before very many seasons have passed over our heads. I wishClutterham had been here—that's the head gardener—and here he would have been ofcourse, as I told you, but for his son's being horse doover with a fever, poor fellow! Ishould like him to have heard how the place strikes you.'
 'Yes, you told me he couldn't be here today, and I was very sorry to hear the reason, butit will be time enough tomorrow. What is that white building on the mound at the end ofthe grass ride? Is it the temple Miss Cooper mentioned?'
 'That it is, Mr Humphreys—the Temple of Friendship. Constructed of marble broughtout of Italy for the purpose, by your late uncle's grandfather. Would it interest you
 perhaps to take a turn there? You get a very sweet prospect of the park.'
 The general lines of the temple were those of the Sibyl's Temple at Tivoli, helped out bya dome, only the whole was a good deal smaller. Some ancient sepulchral reliefs werebuilt into the wall, and about it all was a pleasant flavour of the grand tour. Cooperproduced the key, and with some difficulty opened the heavy door. Inside there was ahandsome ceiling, but little furniture. Most of the floor was occupied by a pile of thickcircular blocks of stone, each of which had a single letter deeply cut on its slightlyconvex upper surface. 'What is the meaning of these?' Humphreys inquired.
 'Meaning? Well, all things, we're told, have their purpose, Mr Humphreys, and I
 suppose these blocks have had theirs as well as another. But what that purpose is or was[Mr Cooper assumed a didactic attitude here], I, for one, should be at a loss to point out
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 to you, sir. All I know of them—and it's summed up in a very few words—is just this:that they're stated to have been removed by your late uncle, at a period before I enteredon the scene, from the maze. That, Mr Humphreys, is—'
 'Oh, the maze!' exclaimed Humphreys. 'I'd forgotten that: we must have a look at it.
 Where is it?'
 Cooper drew him to the door of the temple, and pointed with his stick.'Guide your eye,' he said (somewhat in the manner of the Second Elder inHandel's 'Susanna'—
 Far to the west direct your straining eyesWhere yon tall holm-tree rises to the skies)
 'Guide your eye by my stick here, and follow out the line directly opposite to the spotwhere we're standing now, and I'll engage, Mr Humphreys, that you'll catch the archway
 over the entrance. You'll see it just at the end of the walk answering to the one that leadsup to this very building. Did you think of going there at once? because if that be thecase, I must go to the house and procure the key. If you would walk on there, I'll rejoinyou in a few moments' time.'
 Accordingly Humphreys strolled down the ride leading to the temple, past the garden-front of the house, and up the turfy approach to the archway which Cooper had pointedout to him. He was surprised to find that the whole maze was surrounded by a high wall,and that the archway was provided with a padlocked iron gate; but then he rememberedthat Miss Cooper had spoken of his uncle's objection to letting anyone enter this part ofthe garden. He was now at the gate, and still Cooper came not. For a few minutes heoccupied himself in reading the motto cut over the entrance, Secretum meum mihi et
  filiis domus meae, and in trying to recollect the source of it. Then he became impatientand considered the possibility of scaling the wall. This was clearly not worth while; itmight have been done if he had been wearing an older suit: or could the padlock—avery old one—be forced? No, apparently not: and yet, as he gave a final irritated kick atthe gate, something gave way, and the lock fell at his feet. He pushed the gate openinconveniencing a number of nettles as he did so, and stepped into the enclosure.
 It was a yew maze, of circular form, and the hedges, long untrimmed, had grown outand upwards to a most unorthodox breadth and height. The walks, too, were next door
 to impassable. Only by entirely disregarding scratches, nettle-stings, and wet, couldHumphreys force his way along them; but at any rate this condition of things, hereflected, would make it easier for him to find his way out again, for he left a veryvisible track. So far as he could remember, he had never been in a maze before, nor didit seem to him now that he had missed much. The dankness and darkness, and smell ofcrushed goosegrass and nettles were anything but cheerful. Still, it did not seem to be avery intricate specimen of its kind. Here he was (by the way, was that Cooper arrived atlast? No!) very nearly at the heart of it, without having taken much thought as to whatpath he was following. Ah! there at last was the centre, easily gained. And there wassomething to reward him. His first impression was that the central ornament was asundial; but when he had switched away some portion of the thick growth of brambles
 and bindweed that had formed over it, he saw that it was a less ordinary decoration. Astone column about four feet high, and on the top of it a metal globe—copper, to judge
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 by the green patina—engraved, and finely engraved too, with figures in outline, andletters. That was what Humphreys saw, and a brief glance at the figures convinced himthat it was one of those mysterious things called celestial globes, from which, onewould suppose, no one ever yet derived any information about the heavens. However, itwas too dark—at least in the maze—for him to examine this curiosity at all closely, and
 besides, he now heard Cooper's voice, and sounds as of an elephant in the jungle.Humphreys called to him to follow the track he had beaten out, and soon Cooperemerged panting into the central circle. He was full of apologies for his delay; he hadnot been able, after all, to find the key. 'But there!' he said, 'you've penetrated into theheart of the mystery unaided and unannealed, as the saying goes. Well! I suppose it's amatter of thirty to forty years since any human foot has trod these precincts. Certain it isthat I've never set foot in them before. Well, well! what's the old proverb about angelsfearing to tread? It's proved true once again in this case.' Humphreys' acquaintance withCooper, though it had been short, was sufficient to assure him that there was no guile inthis allusion, and he forbore the obvious remark, merely suggesting that it was fullytime to get back to the house for a late cup of tea, and to release Cooper for his evening
 engagement. They left the maze accordingly, experiencing well-nigh the same ease inretracing their path as they had in coming in.
 'Have you any idea,' Humphreys asked, as they went towards the house, 'why my unclekept that place so carefully locked?'
 Cooper pulled up, and Humphreys felt that he must be on the brink of a revelation.
 'I should merely be deceiving you, Mr Humphreys, and that to no good purpose, if I laidclaim to possess any information whatsoever on that topic. When I first entered uponmy duties here, some eighteen years back, that maze was word for word in the conditionyou see it now, and the one and only occasion on which the question ever arose withinmy knowledge was that of which my girl made mention in your hearing. LadyWardrop—I've not a word to say against her—wrote applying for admission to themaze. Your uncle showed me the note—a most civil note—everything that could beexpected from such a quarter. "Cooper," he said, "I wish you'd reply to that note on mybehalf." "Certainly Mr Wilson," I said, for I was quite inured to acting as his secretary,"what answer shall I return to it?" "Well," he said, "give Lady Wardrop mycompliments, and tell her that if ever that portion of the grounds is taken in hand I shallbe happy to give her the first opportunity of viewing it, but that it has been shut up nowfor a number of years, and I shall be grateful to her if she kindly won't press the matter."
 That, Mr Humphreys, was your good uncle's last word on the subject, and I don't think Ican add anything to it. Unless,' added Cooper, after a pause, 'it might be just this: that,so far as I could form a judgement, he had a dislike (as people often will for one reasonor another) to the memory of his grandfather, who, as I mentioned to you, had that mazelaid out. A man of peculiar teenets, Mr Humphreys, and a great traveller. You'll havethe opportunity, on the coming Sabbath, of seeing the tablet to him in our little parishchurch; put up it was some long time after his death.'
 'Oh! I should have expected a man who had such a taste for building to have designed amausoleum for himself.'
 'Well, I've never noticed anything of the kind you mention; and, in fact, come to thinkof it, I'm not at all sure that his resting-place is within our boundaries at all: that he lays
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 in the vault I'm pretty confident is not the case. Curious now that I shouldn't be in aposition to inform you on that heading! Still, after all, we can't say, can we, MrHumphreys, that it's a point of crucial importance where the pore mortal coils arebestowed?'
 At this point they entered the house, and Cooper's speculations were interrupted.
 Tea was laid in the library, where Mr Cooper fell upon subjects appropriate to the scene.'A fine collection of books! One of the finest, I've understood from connoisseurs, in thispart of the country; splendid plates, too, in some of these works. I recollect your uncleshowing me one with views of foreign towns—most absorbing it was: got up in first-rate style. And another all done by hand, with the ink as fresh as if it had been laid onyesterday, and yet, he told me, it was the work of some old monk hundreds of yearsback. I've always taken a keen interest in literature myself. Hardly anything to my mindcan compare with a good hour's reading after a hard day's work; far better than wastingthe whole evening at a friend's house—and that reminds me, to be sure. I shall be
 getting into trouble with the wife if I don't make the best of my way home and get readyto squander away one of these same evenings! I must be off, Mr Humphreys.'
 'And that reminds me,' said Humphreys, 'if I'm to show Miss Cooper the maze tomorrowwe must have it cleared out a bit. Could you say a word about that to the proper person?'
 'Why, to be sure. A couple of men with scythes could cut out a track tomorrow morning.I'll leave word as I pass the lodge, and I'll tell them, what'll save you the trouble,perhaps, Mr Humphreys, of having to go up and extract them yourself: that they'd betterhave some sticks or a tape to mark out their way with as they go on.'
 'A very good idea! Yes, do that; and I'll expect Mrs and Miss Cooper in the afternoon,and yourself about half-past ten in the morning.'
 'It'll be a pleasure, I'm sure, both to them and to myself, Mr Humphreys.Good night!'
 * * * * *
 Humphreys dined at eight. But for the fact that it was his first evening, and that Caltonwas evidently inclined for occasional conversation, he would have finished the novel he
 had bought for his journey. As it was, he had to listen and reply to some of Calton'simpressions of the neighbourhood and the season: the latter, it appeared, wasseasonable, and the former had changed considerably—and not altogether for theworse—since Calton's boyhood (which had been spent there). The village shop inparticular had greatly improved since the year 1870. It was now possible to procurethere pretty much anything you liked in reason: which was a conveniency, becausesuppose anythink was required of a suddent (and he had known such things beforenow), he (Calton) could step down there (supposing the shop to be still open), and orderit in, without he borrered it of the Rectory, whereas in earlier days it would have beenuseless to pursue such a course in respect of anything but candles, or soap, or treacle, orperhaps a penny child's picture-book, and nine times out of ten it'd be something more
 in the nature of a bottle of whisky you'd  be requiring; leastways—On the wholeHumphreys thought he would be prepared with a book in future.
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 The library was the obvious place for the after-dinner hours. Candle in hand and pipe inmouth, he moved round the room for some time, taking stock of the titles of the books.He had all the predisposition to take interest in an old library, and there was everyopportunity for him here to make systematic acquaintance with one, for he had learnedfrom Cooper that there was no catalogue save the very superficial one made for
 purposes of probate. The drawing up of a catalogue raisonné  would be a deliciousoccupation for winter. There were probably treasures to be found, too: evenmanuscripts, if Cooper might be trusted.
 As he pursued his round the sense came upon him (as it does upon most of us in similarplaces) of the extreme unreadableness of a great portion of the collection. 'Editions ofClassics and Fathers, and Picart's Religious Ceremonies, and the Harleian Miscellany, Isuppose are all very well, but who is ever going to read Tostatus Abulensis, or Pinedaon Job, or a book like this?' He picked out a small quarto, loose in the binding, and fromwhich the lettered label had fallen off; and observing that coffee was waiting for him,retired to a chair. Eventually he opened the book. It will be observed that his
 condemnation of it rested wholly on external grounds. For all he knew it might havebeen a collection of unique plays, but undeniably the outside was blank and forbidding.As a matter of fact, it was a collection of sermons or meditations, and mutilated at that,for the first sheet was gone. It seemed to belong to the latter end of the seventeenthcentury. He turned over the pages till his eye was caught by a marginal note: ' A Parable
 of this Unhappy Condition,' and he thought he would see what aptitudes the authormight have for imaginative composition. 'I have heard or read,' so ran the passage,'whether in the way of Parable or true Relation I leave my Reader to judge, of a Manwho, like Theseus, in the Attick Tale, should adventure himself, into a Labyrinth or
  Maze: and such an one indeed as was not laid out in the Fashion of our Topiary artistsof this Age, but of a wide compass, in which, moreover, such unknown Pitfalls andSnares, nay, such ill-omened Inhabitants were commonly thought to lurk as could onlybe encountered at the Hazard of one's very life. Now you may be sure that in such aCase the Disswasions of Friends were not wanting. "Consider of such-an-one" says aBrother "how he went the way you wot of, and was never seen more." "Or of suchanother" says the Mother "that adventured himself but a little way in, and from that dayforth is so troubled in his Wits that he cannot tell what he saw, nor hath passed one goodNight." "And have you never heard" cries a Neighbour "of what Faces have been seento look out over the Palisadoes and betwixt the Bars of the Gate?" But all would not do:the Man was set upon his Purpose: for it seems it was the common fireside Talk of thatCountry that at the Heart and Centre of this Labyrinth there was a Jewel of such Price
 and Rarity that would enrich the Finder thereof for his life: and this should be his byright that could persever to come at it. What then? Quid multa? The Adventurer pass'dthe Gates, and for a whole day's space his Friends without had no news of him, except itmight be by some indistinct Cries heard afar off in the Night, such as made them turn intheir restless Beds and sweat for very Fear, not doubting but that their Son and Brotherhad put one more to the Catalogue of those unfortunates that had suffer'd shipwreck onthat Voyage. So the next day they went with weeping Tears to the Clark of the Parish toorder the Bell to be toll'd. And their Way took them hard by the gate of the Labyrinth:which they would have hastened by, from the Horrour they had of it, but that theycaught sight of a sudden of a Man's Body lying in the Roadway, and going up to it (withwhat Anticipations may be easily figured) found it to be him whom they reckoned as
 lost: and not dead, though he were in a Swound most like Death. They then, who hadgone forth as Mourners came back rejoycing, and set to by all means to revive their
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 Prodigal. Who, being come to himself, and hearing of their Anxieties and their Errandof that Morning, "Ay" says he "you may as well finish what you were about: for, for allI have brought back the Jewel (which he shew'd them, and 'twas indeed a rare Piece) Ihave brought back that with it that will leave me neither Rest at Night nor Pleasure byDay." Whereupon they were instant with him to learn his Meaning, and where his
 Company should be that went so sore against his Stomach. "O" says he "'tis here in myBreast: I cannot flee from it, do what I may." So it needed no Wizard to help them to aguess that it was the Recollection of what he had seen that troubled him so wonderfully.But they could get no more of him for a long Time but by Fits and Starts. However atlong and at last they made shift to collect somewhat of this kind: that at first, while theSun was bright, he went merrily on, and without any Difficulty reached the Heart of the
  Labyrinth and got the Jewel, and so set out on his way back rejoycing: but as the Nightfell, wherein all the Beasts of the Forest do move, he begun to be sensible of someCreature keeping Pace with him and, as he thought, peering and looking upon him fromthe next Alley to that he was in; and that when he should stop, this Companion shouldstop also, which put him in some Disorder of his Spirits. And, indeed, as the Darkness
 increas'd, it seemed to him that there was more than one, and, it might be, even a wholeBand of such Followers: at least so he judg'd by the Rustling and Cracking that theykept among the Thickets; besides that there would be at a Time a Sound of Whispering,which seem'd to import a Conference among them. But in regard of who they were orwhat Form they were of, he would not be persuaded to say what he thought. Upon hisHearers asking him what the Cries were which they heard in the Night (as was observ'dabove) he gave them this Account: That about Midnight (so far as he could judge) heheard his Name call'd from a long way off, and he would have been sworn it was hisBrother that so call'd him. So he stood still and hilloo'd at the Pitch of his Voice, and hesuppos'd that the Echo, or the Noyse of his Shouting, disguis'd for the Moment anylesser sound; because, when there fell a Stillness again, he distinguish'd a Trampling(not loud) of running Feet coming very close behind him, wherewith he was so dauntedthat himself set off to run, and that he continued till the Dawn broke. Sometimes whenhis Breath fail'd him, he would cast himself flat on his Face, and hope that his Pursuersmight over-run him in the Darkness, but at such a Time they would regularly make aPause, and he could hear them pant and snuff as it had been a Hound at Fault: whichwrought in him so extream an Horrour of mind, that he would be forc'd to betakehimself again to turning and doubling, if by any Means he might throw them off theScent. And, as if this Exertion was in itself not terrible enough, he had before him theconstant Fear of falling into some Pit or Trap, of which he had heard, and indeed seenwith his own Eyes that there were several, some at the sides and other in the Midst of
 the Alleys. So that in fine (he said) a more dreadful Night was never spent by MortalCreature than that he had endur'd in that Labyrinth; and not that Jewel which he had inhis Wallet, nor the richest that was ever brought out of the Indies, could be a sufficientRecompence to him for the Pains he had suffered.
 'I will spare to set down the further Recital of this Man's Troubles, inasmuch as I amconfident my Reader's Intelligence will hit the Parallel I desire to draw. For is not thisJewel a just Emblem of the Satisfaction which a Man may bring back with him from aCourse of this World's Pleasures? and will not the Labyrinth serve for an Image of theWorld itself wherein such a Treasure (if we may believe the common Voice) is storedup?'

Page 154
                        

8/10/2019 ghosdt stories.pdf
 http://slidepdf.com/reader/full/ghosdt-storiespdf 154/208
 At about this point Humphreys thought that a little Patience would be an agreeablechange, and that the writer's 'improvement' of his Parable might be left to itself. So heput the book back in its former place, wondering as he did so whether his uncle had everstumbled across that passage; and if so, whether it had worked on his fancy so much asto make him dislike the idea of a maze, and determine to shut up the one in the garden.
 Not long afterwards he went to bed.
 The next day brought a morning's hard work with Mr Cooper, who, if exuberant inlanguage, had the business of the estate at his fingers' ends. He was very breezy thismorning, Mr Cooper was: had not forgotten the order to clear out the maze—the workwas going on at that moment: his girl was on the tentacles of expectation about it. Healso hoped that Humphreys had slept the sleep of the just, and that we should befavoured with a continuance of this congenial weather. At luncheon he enlarged on thepictures in the dining-room, and pointed out the portrait of the constructor of the templeand the maze. Humphreys examined this with considerable interest. It was the work ofan Italian, and had been painted when old Mr Wilson was visiting Rome as a young
 man. (There was, indeed, a view of the Colosseum in the background.) A pale thin faceand large eyes were the characteristic features. In the hand was a partially unfolded rollof paper, on which could be distinguished the plan of a circular building, very probablythe temple, and also part of that of a labyrinth. Humphreys got up on a chair to examineit, but it was not painted with sufficient clearness to be worth copying. It suggested tohim, however, that he might as well make a plan of his own maze and hang it in the hallfor the use of visitors.
 This determination of his was confirmed that same afternoon; for when Mrs and MissCooper arrived, eager to be inducted into the maze, he found that he was wholly unableto lead them to the centre. The gardeners had removed the guide-marks they had beenusing, and even Clutterham, when summoned to assist, was as helpless as the rest. 'Thepoint is, you see, Mr Wilson—I should say 'Umphreys—these mazes is purposelyconstructed so much alike, with a view to mislead. Still, if you'll foller me, I think I canput you right. I'll just put my 'at down 'ere as a starting-point.' He stumped off, and afterfive minutes brought the party safe to the hat again. 'Now that's a very peculiar thing,' hesaid, with a sheepish laugh. 'I made sure I'd left that 'at just over against a bramble-bush,and you can see for yourself there ain't no bramble-bush not in this walk at all. If you'llallow me, Mr Humphreys—that's the name, ain't it, sir?—I'll just call one of the men into mark the place like.'
 William Crack arrived, in answer to repeated shouts. He had some difficulty in makinghis way to the party. First he was seen or heard in an inside alley, then, almost at thesame moment, in an outer one. However, he joined them at last, and was first consultedwithout effect and then stationed by the hat, which Clutterham still considered itnecessary to leave on the ground. In spite of this strategy, they spent the best part ofthree-quarters of an hour in quite fruitless wanderings, and Humphreys was obliged atlast, seeing how tired Mrs Cooper was becoming, to suggest a retreat to tea, withprofuse apologies to Miss Cooper. 'At any rate you've won your bet with Miss Foster,'he said; 'you have been inside the maze; and I promise you the first thing I do shall be tomake a proper plan of it with the lines marked out for you to go by.' 'That's what'swanted, sir,' said Clutterham, 'someone to draw out a plan and keep it by them. It might
 be very awkward, you see, anyone getting into that place and a shower of rain come on,and them not able to find their way out again; it might be hours before they could be got
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 out, without you'd permit of me makin' a short cut to the middle: what my meanin' is,takin' down a couple of trees in each 'edge in a straight line so as you could git a clearview right through. Of course that'd do away with it as a maze, but I don't know as you'dapprove of that.'
 'No, I won't have that done yet: I'll make a plan first, and let you have a copy. Later on,if we find occasion, I'll think of what you say.'
 Humphreys was vexed and ashamed at the fiasco of the afternoon, and could not besatisfied without making another effort that evening to reach the centre of the maze. Hisirritation was increased by finding it without a single false step. He had thoughts ofbeginning his plan at once; but the light was fading, and he felt that by the time he hadgot the necessary materials together, work would be impossible.
 Next morning accordingly, carrying a drawing-board, pencils, compasses, cartridgepaper, and so forth (some of which had been borrowed from the Coopers and some
 found in the library cupboards), he went to the middle of the maze (again without anyhesitation), and set out his materials. He was, however, delayed in making a start. Thebrambles and weeds that had obscured the column and globe were now all clearedaway, and it was for the first time possible to see clearly what these were like. Thecolumn was featureless, resembling those on which sundials are usually placed. Not sothe globe. I have said that it was finely engraved with figures and inscriptions, and thaton a first glance Humphreys had taken it for a celestial globe: but he soon found that itdid not answer to his recollection of such things. One feature seemed familiar; a wingedserpent— Draco—encircled it about the place which, on a terrestrial globe, is occupiedby the equator: but on the other hand, a good part of the upper hemisphere was coveredby the outspread wings of a large figure whose head was concealed by a ring at the poleor summit of the whole. Around the place of the head the words princeps tenebrarum could be deciphered. In the lower hemisphere there was a space hatched all over withcross-lines and marked as umbra mortis. Near it was a range of mountains, and amongthem a valley with flames rising from it. This was lettered (will you be surprised tolearn it?) vallis filiorum Hinnom. Above and below Draco were outlined various figuresnot unlike the pictures of the ordinary constellations, but not the same. Thus, a nudeman with a raised club was described, not as Hercules but as Cain. Another, plunged upto his middle in earth and stretching out despairing arms, was Chore, not Ophiuchus,and a third, hung by his hair to a snaky tree, was Absolon. Near the last, a man in longrobes and high cap, standing in a circle and addressing two shaggy demons who
 hovered outside, was described as Hostanes magus (a character unfamiliar toHumphreys). The scheme of the whole, indeed, seemed to be an assemblage of thepatriarchs of evil, perhaps not uninfluenced by a study of Dante. Humphreys thought itan unusual exhibition of his great-grandfather's taste, but reflected that he had probablypicked it up in Italy and had never taken the trouble to examine it closely: certainly, hadhe set much store by it, he would not have exposed it to wind and weather. He tappedthe metal—it seemed hollow and not very thick—and, turning from it, addressedhimself to his plan. After half an hour's work he found it was impossible to get onwithout using a clue: so he procured a roll of twine from Clutterham, and laid it outalong the alleys from the entrance to the centre, tying the end to the ring at the top of theglobe. This expedient helped him to set out a rough plan before luncheon, and in the
 afternoon he was able to draw it in more neatly. Towards tea-time Mr Cooper joinedhim, and was much interested in his progress. 'Now this—' said Mr Cooper, laying his
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 hand on the globe, and then drawing it away hastily. 'Whew! Holds the heat, doesn't it,to a surprising degree, Mr Humphreys. I suppose this metal—copper, isn't it?—wouldbe an insulator or conductor, or whatever they call it.'
 'The sun has been pretty strong this afternoon,' said Humphreys, evading the scientific
 point, 'but I didn't notice the globe had got hot. No—it doesn't seem very hot to me,' headded.
 'Odd!' said Mr Cooper. 'Now I can't hardly bear my hand on it. Something in thedifference of temperament between us, I suppose. I dare say you're a chilly subject, MrHumphreys: I'm not: and there's where the distinction lies. All this summer I've slept, ifyou'll believe me, practically in statu quo, and had my morning tub as cold as I couldget it. Day out and day in—let me assist you with that string.'
 'It's all right, thanks; but if you'll collect some of these pencils and things that are lyingabout I shall be much obliged. Now I think we've got everything, and we might get back
 to the house.'
 They left the maze, Humphreys rolling up the clue as they went.
 The night was rainy.
 Most unfortunately it turned out that, whether by Cooper's fault or not, the plan hadbeen the one thing forgotten the evening before. As was to be expected, it was ruined bythe wet. There was nothing for it but to begin again (the job would not be a long onethis time). The clue therefore was put in place once more and a fresh start made. ButHumphreys had not done much before an interruption came in the shape of Calton witha telegram. His late chief in London wanted to consult him. Only a brief interview waswanted, but the summons was urgent. This was annoying, yet it was not reallyupsetting; there was a train available in half an hour, and, unless things went very cross,he could be back, possibly by five o'clock, certainly by eight. He gave the plan to Caltonto take to the house, but it was not worth while to remove the clue.
 All went as he had hoped. He spent a rather exciting evening in the library, for helighted tonight upon a cupboard where some of the rarer books were kept. When hewent up to bed he was glad to find that the servant had remembered to leave his curtainsundrawn and his windows open. He put down his light, and went to the window which
 commanded a view of the garden and the park. It was a brilliant moonlight night. In afew weeks' time the sonorous winds of autumn would break up all this calm. But nowthe distant woods were in a deep stillness; the slopes of the lawns were shining withdew; the colours of some of the flowers could almost be guessed. The light of the moon
  just caught the cornice of the temple and the curve of its leaden dome, and Humphreyshad to own that, so seen, these conceits of a past age have a real beauty. In short, thelight, the perfume of the woods, and the absolute quiet called up such kind oldassociations in his mind that he went on ruminating them for a long, long time. As heturned from the window he felt he had never seen anything more complete of its sort.The one feature that struck him with a sense of incongruity was a small Irish yew, thinand black, which stood out like an outpost of the shrubbery, through which the maze
 was approached. That, he thought, might as well be away: the wonder was that anyoneshould have thought it would look well in that position.
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 * * * * *
 However, next morning, in the press of answering letters and going over books with MrCooper, the Irish yew was forgotten. One letter, by the way, arrived this day which hasto be mentioned. It was from that Lady Wardrop whom Miss Cooper had mentioned,
 and it renewed the application which she had addressed to Mr Wilson. She pleaded, inthe first place, that she was about to publish a Book of Mazes, and earnestly desired toinclude the plan of the Wilsthorpe Maze, and also that it would be a great kindness ifMr Humphreys could let her see it (if at all) at an early date, since she would soon haveto go abroad for the winter months. Her house at Bentley was not far distant, soHumphreys was able to send a note by hand to her suggesting the very next day or theday after for her visit; it may be said at once that the messenger brought back a mostgrateful answer, to the effect that the morrow would suit her admirably.
 The only other event of the day was that the plan of the maze was successfully finished.
 This night again was fair and brilliant and calm, and Humphreys lingered almost as longat his window. The Irish yew came to his mind again as he was on the point of drawinghis curtains: but either he had been misled by a shadow the night before, or else theshrub was not really so obtrusive as he had fancied. Anyhow, he saw no reason forinterfering with it. What he would  do away with, however, was a clump of dark growthwhich had usurped a place against the house wall, and was threatening to obscure one ofthe lower range of windows. It did not look as if it could possibly be worth keeping; hefancied it dank and unhealthy, little as he could see of it.
 Next day (it was a Friday—he had arrived at Wilsthorpe on a Monday) Lady Wardropcame over in her car soon after luncheon. She was a stout elderly person, very full oftalk of all sorts and particularly inclined to make herself agreeable to Humphreys, whohad gratified her very much by his ready granting of her request. They made a thoroughexploration of the place together; and Lady Wardrop's opinion of her host obviouslyrose sky-high when she found that he really knew something of gardening. She enteredenthusiastically into all his plans for improvement, but agreed that it would be avandalism to interfere with the characteristic laying-out of the ground near the house.With the temple she was particularly delighted, and, said she, 'Do you know, MrHumphreys, I think your bailiff must be right about those lettered blocks of stone. Oneof my mazes—I'm sorry to say the stupid people have destroyed it now—it was at aplace in Hampshire—had the track marked out in that way. They were tiles there, but
 lettered just like yours, and the letters, taken in the right order, formed an inscription—what it was I forget—something about Theseus and Ariadne. I have a copy of it, as wellas the plan of the maze where it was. How people can do such things! I shall neverforgive you if you injure your  maze. Do you know, they're becoming very uncommon?Almost every year I hear of one being grubbed up. Now, do let's get straight to it: or, ifyou're too busy, I know my way there perfectly, and I'm not afraid of getting lost in it; Iknow too much about mazes for that. Though I remember missing my lunch—not sovery long ago either—through getting entangled in the one at Busbury. Well, of course,if you can manage to come with me, that will be all the nicer.'
 After this confident prelude justice would seem to require that Lady Wardrop should
 have been hopelessly muddled by the Wilsthorpe maze. Nothing of that kind happened:yet it is to be doubted whether she got all the enjoyment from her new specimen that she

Page 158
                        

8/10/2019 ghosdt stories.pdf
 http://slidepdf.com/reader/full/ghosdt-storiespdf 158/208
 expected. She was interested—keenly interested—to be sure, and pointed out toHumphreys a series of little depressions in the ground which, she thought, marked theplaces of the lettered blocks. She told him, too, what other mazes resembled his mostclosely in arrangement, and explained how it was usually possible to date a maze towithin twenty years by means of its plan. This one, she already knew, must be about as
 old as 1780, and its features were just what might be expected. The globe, furthermore,completely absorbed her. It was unique in her experience, and she pored over it for long.'I should like a rubbing of that,' she said, 'if it could possibly be made. Yes, I am sureyou would be most kind about it, Mr Humphreys, but I trust you won't attempt it on myaccount, I do indeed; I shouldn't like to take any liberties here. I have the feeling that itmight be resented. Now, confess,' she went on, turning and facing Humphreys, 'don'tyou feel—haven't you felt ever since you came in here—that a watch is being kept onus, and that if we overstepped the mark in any way there would be a—well, a pounce?No? I  do; and I don't care how soon we are outside the gate.'
 'After all,' she said, when they were once more on their way to the house, 'it may have
 been only the airlessness and the dull heat of that place that pressed on my brain. Still,I'll take back one thing I said. I'm not sure that I shan't forgive you after all, if I find nextspring that that maze has been grubbed up.'
 'Whether or no that's done, you shall have the plan, Lady Wardrop. I have made one,and no later than tonight I can trace you a copy.'
 'Admirable: a pencil tracing will be all I want, with an indication of the scale. I caneasily have it brought into line with the rest of my plates. Many, many thanks.'
 'Very well, you shall have that tomorrow. I wish you could help me to a solution of myblock-puzzle.'
 'What, those stones in the summer-house? That is a puzzle; they are in no sort of order?Of course not. But the men who put them down must have had some directions—perhaps you'll find a paper about it among your uncle's things. If not, you'll have to callin somebody who's an expert in ciphers.'
 'Advise me about something else, please,' said Humphreys. 'That bush-thing under thelibrary window: you would have that away, wouldn't you?'
 'Which? That? Oh, I think not,' said Lady Wardrop. 'I can't see it very well from thisdistance, but it's not unsightly.'
 'Perhaps you're right; only, looking out of my window, just above it, last night, I thoughtit took up too much room. It doesn't seem to, as one sees it from here, certainly. Verywell, I'll leave it alone for a bit.'
 Tea was the next business, soon after which Lady Wardrop drove off; but, half-waydown the drive, she stopped the car and beckoned to Humphreys, who was still on thefront-door steps. He ran to glean her parting words, which were: 'It just occurs to me, itmight be worth your while to look at the underside of those stones. They must  have
 been numbered, mustn't they? Good -bye again. Home, please.'

Page 159
                        

8/10/2019 ghosdt stories.pdf
 http://slidepdf.com/reader/full/ghosdt-storiespdf 159/208
 * * * * *
 The main occupation of this evening at any rate was settled. The tracing of the plan forLady Wardrop and the careful collation of it with the original meant a couple of hours'work at least. Accordingly, soon after nine Humphreys had his materials put out in the
 library and began. It was a still, stuffy evening; windows had to stand open, and he hadmore than one grisly encounter with a bat. These unnerving episodes made him keep thetail of his eye on the window. Once or twice it was a question whether there was—not abat, but something more considerable—that had a mind to join him. How unpleasant itwould be if someone had slipped noiselessly over the sill and was crouching on thefloor!
 The tracing of the plan was done: it remained to compare it with the original, and to seewhether any paths had been wrongly closed or left open. With one finger on each paper,he traced out the course that must be followed from the entrance. There were one or twoslight mistakes, but here, near the centre, was a bad confusion, probably due to the entry
 of the Second or Third Bat. Before correcting the copy he followed out carefully the lastturnings of the path on the original. These, at least, were right; they led without a hitchto the middle space. Here was a feature which need not be repeated on the copy—anugly black spot about the size of a shilling. Ink? No. It resembled a hole, but howshould a hole be there? He stared at it with tired eyes: the work of tracing had been verylaborious, and he was drowsy and oppressed… But surely this was a very odd hole. Itseemed to go not only through the paper, but through the table on which it lay. Yes, andthrough the floor below that, down, and still down, even into infinite depths. He cranedover it, utterly bewildered. Just as, when you were a child, you may have pored over asquare inch of counterpane until it became a landscape with wooded hills, and perhapseven churches and houses, and you lost all thought of the true size of yourself and it, sothis hole seemed to Humphreys for the moment the only thing in the world. For somereason it was hateful to him from the first, but he had gazed at it for some momentsbefore any feeling of anxiety came upon him; and then it did come, stronger andstronger—a horror lest something might emerge from it, and a really agonizingconviction that a terror was on its way, from the sight of which he would not be able toescape. Oh yes, far, far down there was a movement, and the movement was upwards—towards the surface. Nearer and nearer it came, and it was of a blackish-grey colourwith more than one dark hole. It took shape as a face—a human face—a burnt  humanface: and with the odious writhings of a wasp creeping out of a rotten apple thereclambered forth an appearance of a form, waving black arms prepared to clasp the head
 that was bending over them. With a convulsion of despair Humphreys threw himselfback, struck his head against a hanging lamp, and fell.
 There was concussion of the brain, shock to the system, and a long confinement to bed.The doctor was badly puzzled, not by the symptoms, but by a request which Humphreysmade to him as soon as he was able to say anything. 'I wish you would open the ball inthe maze.' 'Hardly room enough there, I should have thought,' was the best answer hecould summon up; 'but it's more in your way than mine; my dancing days are over.' Atwhich Humphreys muttered and turned over to sleep, and the doctor intimated to thenurses that the patient was not out of the wood yet. When he was better able to expresshis views, Humphreys made his meaning clear, and received a promise that the thing
 should be done at once. He was so anxious to learn the result that the doctor, whoseemed a little pensive next morning, saw that more harm than good would be done by

Page 160
                        

8/10/2019 ghosdt stories.pdf
 http://slidepdf.com/reader/full/ghosdt-storiespdf 160/208
 saving up his report. 'Well,' he said, 'I am afraid the ball is done for; the metal must haveworn thin, I suppose. Anyhow, it went all to bits with the first blow of the chisel.' 'Well?go on, do!' said Humphreys impatiently. 'Oh! you want to know what we found in it, ofcourse. Well, it was half full of stuff like ashes.' 'Ashes? What did you make of them?' 'Ihaven't thoroughly examined them yet; there's hardly been time: but Cooper's made up
 his mind—I dare say from something I said—that it's a case of cremation… Now don'texcite yourself, my good sir: yes, I must allow I think he's probably right.'
 The maze is gone, and Lady Wardrop has forgiven Humphreys; in fact, I believe hemarried her niece. She was right, too, in her conjecture that the stones in the templewere numbered. There had been a numeral painted on the bottom of each. Some few ofthese had rubbed off, but enough remained to enable Humphreys to reconstruct theinscription. It ran thus:
 PENETRANS AD INTERIORA MORTIS
 Grateful as Humphreys was to the memory of his uncle, he could not quite forgive himfor having burnt the journals and letters of the James Wilson who had gifted Wilsthorpewith the maze and the temple. As to the circumstances of that ancestor's death andburial no tradition survived; but his will, which was almost the only record of himaccessible, assigned an unusually generous legacy to a servant who bore an Italianname.
 Mr Cooper's view is that, humanly speaking, all these many solemn events have ameaning for us, if our limited intelligence permitted of our disintegrating it, while MrCalton has been reminded of an aunt now gone from us, who, about the year 1866, hadbeen lost for upwards of an hour and a half in the maze at Covent Gardens, or it might
 be Hampton Court.
 One of the oddest things in the whole series of transactions is that the book whichcontained the Parable has entirely disappeared. Humphreys has never been able to findit since he copied out the passage to send to Lady Wardrop.
 A THIN GHOST
 AND OTHERS
 A THIN GHOST
 AND OTHERS
 BY
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 Two of these stories, the third and fourth, have appeared in print in the Cambridge
  Review, and I wish to thank the proprietor for permitting me to republish them here.
 I have had my doubts about the wisdom of publishing a third set of tales; sequels are,not only proverbially but actually, very hazardous things. However, the tales make nopretence but to amuse, and my friends have not seldom asked for the publication. So nota great deal is risked, perhaps, and perhaps also some one's Christmas may be thecheerfuller for a storybook which, I think, only once mentions the war.
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 [Pg 1] 
 THE RESIDENCE AT WHITMINSTER
 [Pg 3] 
 A Thin Ghost and Others
 THE RESIDENCE AT WHITMINSTERDr. Ashton—Thomas Ashton, Doctor of Divinity—sat in his study, habited in adressing-gown, and with a silk cap on his shaven head—his wig being for the timetaken off and placed on its block on a side table. He was a man of some fifty-five years,strongly made, of a sanguine complexion, an angry eye, and a long upper lip. Face andeye were lighted up at the moment when I picture him by the level ray of an afternoonsun that shone in upon him through a tall sash window, giving on the west. The roominto which it shone was also tall, lined with book-cases, and, where the wall showedbetween them, panelled. On the table near the doctor's elbow was a green cloth, andupon it what he would have called a silver standish—a tray with inkstands—quill pens,
 a calf-bound book or two, some papers, a churchwarden pipe and brass tobacco-box, aflask cased in plaited straw, and a liqueur glass.[Pg 4] The year was 1730, the monthDecember, the hour somewhat past three in the afternoon.
 I have described in these lines pretty much all that a superficial observer would havenoted when he looked into the room. What met Dr. Ashton's eye when he looked out ofit, sitting in his leather arm-chair? Little more than the tops of the shrubs and fruit-treesof his garden could be seen from that point, but the red brick wall of it was visible inalmost all the length of its western side. In the middle of that was a gate—a double gateof rather elaborate iron scroll-work, which allowed something of a view beyond.Through it he could see that the ground sloped away almost at once to a bottom, alongwhich a stream must run, and rose steeply from it on the other side, up to a field thatwas park-like in character, and thickly studded with oaks, now, of course, leafless. Theydid not stand so thick together but that some glimpse of sky and horizon could be seenbetween their stems. The sky was now golden and the horizon, a horizon of distantwoods, it seemed, was purple.
 But all that Dr. Ashton could find to say, after contemplating this prospect for manyminutes, was: "Abominable!"[Pg 5] 
 A listener would have been aware, immediately upon this, of the sound of footsteps
 coming somewhat hurriedly in the direction of the study: by the resonance he couldhave told that they were traversing a much larger room. Dr. Ashton turned round in his
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 chair as the door opened, and looked expectant. The incomer was a lady—a stout ladyin the dress of the time: though I have made some attempt at indicating the doctor'scostume, I will not enterprise that of his wife—for it was Mrs. Ashton who now entered.She had an anxious, even a sorely distracted, look, and it was in a very disturbed voicethat she almost whispered to Dr. Ashton, putting her head close to his, "He's in a very
 sad way, love, worse, I'm afraid." "Tt—tt, is he really?" and he leaned back and lookedin her face. She nodded. Two solemn bells, high up, and not far away, rang out the half-hour at this moment. Mrs. Ashton started. "Oh, do you think you can give order that theminster clock be stopped chiming to-night? 'Tis just over his chamber, and will keephim from sleeping, and to sleep is the only chance for him, that's certain." "Why, to besure, if there were need, real need, it could be done, but not upon any[Pg 6] lightoccasion. This Frank, now, do you assure me that his recovery stands upon it?" said Dr.Ashton: his voice was loud and rather hard. "I do verily believe it," said his wife. "Then,if it must be, bid Molly run across to Simpkins and say on my authority that he is to stopthe clock chimes at sunset: and—yes—she is after that to say to my lord Saul that I wishto see him presently in this room." Mrs. Ashton hurried off.
 Before any other visitor enters, it will be well to explain the situation.
 Dr. Ashton was the holder, among other preferments, of a prebend in the rich collegiatechurch of Whitminster, one of the foundations which, though not a cathedral, surviveddissolution and reformation, and retained its constitution and endowments for a hundredyears after the time of which I write. The great church, the residences of the dean andthe two prebendaries, the choir and its appurtenances, were all intact and in workingorder. A dean who flourished soon after 1500 had been a great builder, and had erecteda spacious quadrangle of red brick adjoining the church for the residence of theofficials. Some of these persons were no longer required: their offices had[Pg 7] dwindled down to mere titles, borne by clergy or lawyers in the town andneighbourhood; and so the houses that had been meant to accommodate eight or tenpeople were now shared among three, the dean and the two prebendaries. Dr. Ashton'sincluded what had been the common parlour and the dining-hall of the whole body. Itoccupied a whole side of the court, and at one end had a private door into the minster.The other end, as we have seen, looked out over the country.
 So much for the house. As for the inmates, Dr. Ashton was a wealthy man and childless,and he had adopted, or rather undertaken to bring up, the orphan son of his wife's sister.Frank Sydall was the lad's name: he had been a good many months in the house. Then
 one day came a letter from an Irish peer, the Earl of Kildonan (who had known Dr.Ashton at college), putting it to the doctor whether he would consider taking into hisfamily the Viscount Saul, the Earl's heir, and acting in some sort as his tutor. LordKildonan was shortly to take up a post in the Lisbon Embassy, and the boy was unfit tomake the voyage: "not that he is sickly," the Earl wrote, "though you'll find himwhimsical, or of late I've thought[Pg 8] him so, and to confirm this, 'twas only to-day hisold nurse came expressly to tell me he was possess'd: but let that pass; I'll warrant youcan find a spell to make all straight. Your arm was stout enough in old days, and I giveyou plenary authority to use it as you see fit. The truth is, he has here no boys of his ageor quality to consort with, and is given to moping about in our raths and graveyards: andhe brings home romances that fright my servants out of their wits. So there are you and
 your lady forewarned." It was perhaps with half an eye open to the possibility of an Irishbishopric (at which another sentence in the Earl's letter seemed to hint) that Dr. Ashton
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 then springing to Frank, pulled him up by the arm and led him away. When they camein to dinner, Saul explained that they had been acting a part of the tragedy ofRadamistus, in which the heroine reads the future fate of her father's kingdom by meansof a glass ball held in her hand, and is overcome by the terrible events she has seen.During this explanation[Pg 12] Frank said nothing, only looked rather bewilderedly at
 Saul. He must, Mrs. Ashton thought, have contracted a chill from the wet of the grass,for that evening he was certainly feverish and disordered; and the disorder was of themind as well as the body, for he seemed to have something he wished to say to Mrs.Ashton, only a press of household affairs prevented her from paying attention to him;and when she went, according to her habit, to see that the light in the boys' chamber hadbeen taken away, and to bid them good-night, he seemed to be sleeping, though his facewas unnaturally flushed, to her thinking: Lord Saul, however, was pale and quiet, andsmiling in his slumber.
 Next morning it happened that Dr. Ashton was occupied in church and other business,and unable to take the boys' lessons. He therefore set them tasks to be written and
 brought to him. Three times, if not oftener, Frank knocked at the study door, and eachtime the doctor chanced to be engaged with some visitor, and sent the boy off ratherroughly, which he later regretted. Two clergymen were at dinner this day, and bothremarked—being fathers of families—that the lad seemed sickening for a fever, inwhich they were too near the truth,[Pg 13] and it had been better if he had been put to bedforthwith: for a couple of hours later in the afternoon he came running into the house,crying out in a way that was really terrifying, and rushing to Mrs. Ashton, clung abouther, begging her to protect him, and saying, "Keep them off! keep them off!" withoutintermission. And it was now evident that some sickness had taken strong hold of him.He was therefore got to bed in another chamber from that in which he commonly lay,and the physician brought to him: who pronounced the disorder to be grave andaffecting the lad's brain, and prognosticated a fatal end to it if strict quiet were notobserved, and those sedative remedies used which he should prescribe.
 We are now come by another way to the point we had reached before. The minsterclock has been stopped from striking, and Lord Saul is on the threshold of the study.
 "What account can you give of this poor lad's state?" was Dr. Ashton's first question."Why, sir, little more than you know already, I fancy. I must blame myself, though, forgiving him a fright yesterday when we were acting that foolish play you saw. I fear Imade him take it more to heart than I meant."[Pg 14] "How so?" "Well, by telling him
 foolish tales I had picked up in Ireland of what we call the second sight." "Second  sight!What kind of sight might that be?" "Why, you know our ignorant people pretend thatsome are able to foresee what is to come—sometimes in a glass, or in the air, maybe,and at Kildonan we had an old woman that pretended to such a power. And I daresay Icoloured the matter more highly than I should: but I never dreamed Frank would take itso near as he did." "You were wrong, my lord, very wrong, in meddling with suchsuperstitious matters at all, and you should have considered whose house you were in,and how little becoming such actions are to my character and person or to your own: butpray how came it that you, acting, as you say, a play, should fall upon anything thatcould so alarm Frank?" "That is what I can hardly tell, sir: he passed all in a momentfrom rant about battles and lovers and Cleodora and Antigenes to something I could not
 follow at all, and then dropped down as you saw." "Yes: was that at the moment whenyou laid your hand on the top of his head?" Lord Saul gave a quick look at his
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 questioner—quick and spiteful—and for the first time seemed unready with[Pg 15] ananswer. "About that time it may have been," he said. "I have tried to recollect myself,but I am not sure. There was, at any rate, no significance in what I did then." "Ah!" saidDr. Ashton, "well, my lord, I should do wrong were I not to tell you that this fright ofmy poor nephew may have very ill consequences to him. The doctor speaks very
 despondingly of his state." Lord Saul pressed his hands together and looked earnestlyupon Dr. Ashton. "I am willing to believe you had no bad intention, as assuredly youcould have no reason to bear the poor boy malice: but I cannot wholly free you fromblame in the affair." As he spoke, the hurrying steps were heard again, and Mrs. Ashtoncame quickly into the room, carrying a candle, for the evening had by this time closedin. She was greatly agitated. "O come!" she cried, "come directly. I'm sure he is going.""Going? Frank? Is it possible? Already?" With some such incoherent words the doctorcaught up a book of prayers from the table and ran out after his wife. Lord Saul stoppedfor a moment where he was. Molly, the maid, saw him bend over and put both hands tohis face. If it were the last words she had to speak, she said afterwards,[Pg 16] he wasstriving to keep back a fit of laughing. Then he went out softly, following the others.
 Mrs. Ashton was sadly right in her forecast. I have no inclination to imagine the lastscene in detail. What Dr. Ashton records is, or may be taken to be, important to thestory. They asked Frank if he would like to see his companion, Lord Saul, once again.The boy was quite collected, it appears, in these moments. "No," he said, "I do not wantto see him; but you should tell him I am afraid he will be very cold." "What do youmean, my dear?" said Mrs. Ashton. "Only that;" said Frank, "but say to him besides thatI am free of them now, but he should take care. And I am sorry about your blackcockerel, Aunt Ashton; but he said we must use it so, if we were to see all that could beseen."
 Not many minutes after, he was gone. Both the Ashtons were grieved, she naturallymost; but the doctor, though not an emotional man, felt the pathos of the early death:and, besides, there was the growing suspicion that all had not been told him by Saul,and that there was something here which was out of his beaten track. When he left thechamber of death, it was to walk across the quadrangle of the residence to the[Pg 17] sexton's house. A passing bell, the greatest of the minster bells, must be rung, a gravemust be dug in the minster yard, and there was now no need to silence the chiming ofthe minster clock. As he came slowly back in the dark, he thought he must see LordSaul again. That matter of the black cockerel—trifling as it might seem—would have tobe cleared up. It might be merely a fancy of the sick boy, but if not, was there not a
 witch-trial he had read, in which some grim little rite of sacrifice had played a part?Yes, he must see Saul.
 I rather guess these thoughts of his than find written authority for them. That there wasanother interview is certain: certain also that Saul would (or, as he said, could) throw nolight on Frank's words: though the message, or some part of it, appeared to affect himhorribly. But there is no record of the talk in detail. It is only said that Saul sat all thatevening in the study, and when he bid good-night, which he did most reluctantly, askedfor the doctor's prayers.
 The month of January was near its end when Lord Kildonan, in the Embassy at Lisbon,
 received a letter that for once gravely disturbed that vain man and neglectful father. Saulwas[Pg 18] dead. The scene at Frank's burial had been very distressing. The day was
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 my dear?" "I don't know, I'm sure. Perhaps it's only fancy." "Yes, only fancy andromance, of course. What's that book, now—the name of that book, I mean, that youhad your head in all yesterday?" "The Talisman, Uncle. Oh, if this should turn out to bea talisman, how enchanting it would be!" "Yes, The Talisman: ah, well, you're welcometo it, whatever it is: I must be off about my business. Is all well in the house? Does it
 suit you? Any complaints from the servants' hall?" "No, indeed, nothing could be morecharming. The only soupçon of a complaint besides the lock of the linen closet, which Itold you of, is that Mrs. Maple says she cannot get rid of the sawflies out of that roomyou pass through at the other end of the hall. By the way, are you sure you like yourbedroom? It is a long way off from any one else, you know." "Like[Pg 22] it? To be sureI do; the further off from you, my dear, the better. There, don't think it necessary to beatme: accept my apologies. But what are sawflies? will they eat my coats? If not, theymay have the room to themselves for what I care. We are not likely to be using it." "No,of course not. Well, what she calls sawflies are those reddish things like a daddy-longlegs, but smaller,[1] and there are a great many of them perching about that room,certainly. I don't like them, but I don't fancy they are mischievous." "There seem to be
 several things you don't like this fine morning," said her uncle, as he closed the door.Miss Oldys remained in her chair looking at the tablet, which she was holding in thepalm of her hand. The smile that had been on her face faded slowly from it and gaveplace to an expression of curiosity and almost strained attention. Her reverie was brokenby the entrance of Mrs. Maple, and her invariable opening, "Oh, Miss, could I speak toyou a minute?"
 A letter from Miss Oldys to a friend in Lichfield, begun a day or two before, is the nextsource for this story. It is not devoid of [Pg 23] traces of the influence of that leader offemale thought in her day, Miss Anna Seward, known to some as the Swan of Lichfield.
 "My sweetest Emily will be rejoiced to hear that we are at length—my beloved uncleand myself—settled in the house that now calls us master—nay, master and mistress—as in past ages it has called so many others. Here we taste a mingling of modernelegance and hoary antiquity, such as has never ere now graced life for either of us. Thetown, small as it is, affords us some reflection, pale indeed, but veritable, of the sweetsof polite intercourse: the adjacent country numbers amid the occupants of its scatteredmansions some whose polish is annually refreshed by contact with metropolitansplendour, and others whose robust and homely geniality is, at times, and by way ofcontrast, not less cheering and acceptable. Tired of the parlours and drawing-rooms ofour friends, we have ready to hand a refuge from the clash of wits or the small talk of
 the day amid the solemn beauties of our venerable minster, whose silvern chimes daily'knoll us to prayer,' and in the shady walks of whose tranquil graveyard we muse withsoftened heart, and ever and anon with moistened eye,[Pg 24] upon the memorials of theyoung, the beautiful, the aged, the wise, and the good."
 Here there is an abrupt break both in the writing and the style.
 "But my dearest Emily, I can no longer write with the care which you deserve, and inwhich we both take pleasure. What I have to tell you is wholly foreign to what has gonebefore. This morning my uncle brought in to breakfast an object which had been foundin the garden; it was a glass or crystal tablet of this shape (a little sketch is given), which
 he handed to me, and which, after he left the room, remained on the table by me. I gazedat it, I know not why, for some minutes, till called away by the day's duties; and you
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 will smile incredulously when I say that I seemed to myself to begin to descry reflectedin it objects and scenes which were not in the room where I was. You will not, however,be surprised that after such an experience I took the first opportunity to seclude myselfin my room with what I now half believed to be a talisman of mickle might. I was notdisappointed. I assure you, Emily, by that memory which is dearest to both of us, that
 what I went through this afternoon transcends the limits of what I had[Pg 25] beforedeemed credible. In brief, what I saw, seated in my bedroom, in the broad daylight ofsummer, and looking into the crystal depth of that small round tablet, was this. First, aprospect, strange to me, of an enclosure of rough and hillocky grass, with a grey stoneruin in the midst, and a wall of rough stones about it. In this stood an old, and very ugly,woman in a red cloak and ragged skirt, talking to a boy dressed in the fashion of maybea hundred years ago. She put something which glittered into his hand, and he somethinginto hers, which I saw to be money, for a single coin fell from her trembling hand intothe grass. The scene passed—I should have remarked, by the way, that on the roughwalls of the enclosure I could distinguish bones, and even a skull, lying in a disorderlyfashion. Next, I was looking upon two boys; one the figure of the former vision, the
 other younger. They were in a plot of garden, walled round, and this garden, in spite ofthe difference in arrangement, and the small size of the trees, I could clearly recognizeas being that upon which I now look from my window. The boys were engaged in somecurious play, it seemed. Something was smouldering on the ground.[Pg 26] The elderplaced his hands upon it, and then raised them in what I took to be an attitude of prayer:and I saw, and started at seeing, that on them were deep stains of blood. The sky abovewas overcast. The same boy now turned his face towards the wall of the garden, andbeckoned with both his raised hands, and as he did so I was conscious that some movingobjects were becoming visible over the top of the wall—whether heads or other parts ofsome animal or human forms I could not tell. Upon the instant the elder boy turnedsharply, seized the arm of the younger (who all this time had been poring over what layon the ground), and both hurried off. I then saw blood upon the grass, a little pile ofbricks, and what I thought were black feathers scattered about. That scene closed, andthe next was so dark that perhaps the full meaning of it escaped me. But what I seemedto see was a form, at first crouching low among trees or bushes that were being threshedby a violent wind, then running very swiftly, and constantly turning a pale face to lookbehind him, as if he feared a pursuer: and, indeed, pursuers were following hard afterhim. Their shapes were but dimly seen, their number—three or four,[Pg 27] perhaps, onlyguessed. I suppose they were on the whole more like dogs than anything else, but dogssuch as we have seen they assuredly were not. Could I have closed my eyes to thishorror, I would have done so at once, but I was helpless. The last I saw was the victim
 darting beneath an arch and clutching at some object to which he clung: and those thatwere pursuing him overtook him, and I seemed to hear the echo of a cry of despair. Itmay be that I became unconscious: certainly I had the sensation of awaking to the lightof day after an interval of darkness. Such, in literal truth, Emily, was my vision—I cancall it by no other name—of this afternoon. Tell me, have I not been the unwillingwitness of some episode of a tragedy connected with this very house?"
 The letter is continued next day. "The tale of yesterday was not completed when I laiddown my pen. I said nothing of my experiences to my uncle—you know, yourself, howlittle his robust common-sense would be prepared to allow of them, and how in his eyesthe specific remedy would be a black draught or a glass of port. After a silent evening,
 then—silent, not sullen—I retired to rest. Judge[Pg 28] of my terror, when, not yet in bed,I heard what I can only describe as a distant bellow, and knew it for my uncle's voice,
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 though never in my hearing so exerted before. His sleeping-room is at the furtherextremity of this large house, and to gain access to it one must traverse an antique hallsome eighty feet long and a lofty panelled chamber, and two unoccupied bedrooms. Inthe second of these—a room almost devoid of furniture—I found him, in the dark, hiscandle lying smashed on the floor. As I ran in, bearing a light, he clasped me in arms
 that trembled for the first time since I have known him, thanked God, and hurried meout of the room. He would say nothing of what had alarmed him. 'To-morrow, to-morrow,' was all I could get from him. A bed was hastily improvised for him in theroom next to my own. I doubt if his night was more restful than mine. I could only getto sleep in the small hours, when daylight was already strong, and then my dreams wereof the grimmest—particularly one which stamped itself on my brain, and which I mustset down on the chance of dispersing the impression it has made. It was that I came upto my room with a heavy foreboding of evil oppressing me, and went with[Pg 29] ahesitation and reluctance I could not explain to my chest of drawers. I opened the topdrawer, in which was nothing but ribbons and handkerchiefs, and then the second,where was as little to alarm, and then, O heavens, the third and last: and there was a
 mass of linen neatly folded: upon which, as I looked with curiosity that began to betinged with horror, I perceived a movement in it, and a pink hand was thrust out of thefolds and began to grope feebly in the air. I could bear it no more, and rushed from theroom, clapping the door after me, and strove with all my force to lock it. But the keywould not turn in the wards, and from within the room came a sound of rustling andbumping, drawing nearer and nearer to the door. Why I did not flee down the stairs Iknow not. I continued grasping the handle, and mercifully, as the door was pluckedfrom my hand with an irresistible force, I awoke. You may not think this very alarming,but I assure you it was so to me.
 "At breakfast to-day my uncle was very uncommunicative, and I think ashamed of thefright he had given us; but afterwards he inquired of me whether Mr. Spearman was stillin town, adding that he thought that was a[Pg 30] young man who had some sense left inhis head. I think you know, my dear Emily, that I am not inclined to disagree with himthere, and also that I was not unlikely to be able to answer his question. To Mr.Spearman he accordingly went, and I have not seen him since. I must send this strangebudget of news to you now, or it may have to wait over more than one post."
 The reader will not be far out if he guesses that Miss Mary and Mr. Spearman made amatch of it not very long after this month of June. Mr. Spearman was a young spark,who had a good property in the neighbourhood of Whitminster, and not unfrequently
 about this time spent a few days at the "King's Head," ostensibly on business. But hemust have had some leisure, for his diary is copious, especially for the days of which Iam telling the story. It is probable to me that he wrote this episode as fully as he couldat the bidding of Miss Mary.
 "Uncle Oldys (how I hope I may have the right to call him so before long!) called thismorning. After throwing out a good many short remarks on indifferent topics, he said 'Iwish, Spearman, you'd listen to an odd story and keep a close tongue about it just[Pg 31] for a bit, till I get more light on it.' 'To be sure,' said I, 'you may count on me.' 'I don'tknow what to make of it,' he said. 'You know my bedroom. It is well away from everyone else's, and I pass through the great hall and two or three other rooms to get to it.' 'Is
 it at the end next the minster, then?' I asked. 'Yes, it is: well, now, yesterday morningmy Mary told me that the room next before it was infested with some sort of fly that the
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 housekeeper couldn't get rid of. That may be the explanation, or it may not. What doyou think?' 'Why,' said I, 'you've not yet told me what has to be explained.' 'Trueenough, I don't believe I have; but by-the-by, what are these sawflies? What's the size ofthem?' I began to wonder if he was touched in the head. 'What I call a sawfly,' I saidvery patiently, 'is a red animal, like a daddy-longlegs, but not so big, perhaps an inch
 long, perhaps less. It is very hard in the body, and to me'—I was going to say'particularly offensive,' but he broke in, 'Come, come; an inch or less. That won't do.' 'Ican only tell you,' I said, 'what I know. Would it not be better if you told me from firstto last what it is that has puzzled you, and then I may be able to[Pg 32] give you somekind of an opinion.' He gazed at me meditatively. 'Perhaps it would,' he said. 'I toldMary only to-day that I thought you had some vestiges of sense in your head.' (I bowedmy acknowledgements.) 'The thing is, I've an odd kind of shyness about talking of it.Nothing of the sort has happened to me before. Well, about eleven o'clock last night, orafter, I took my candle and set out for my room. I had a book in my other hand—Ialways read something for a few minutes before I drop off to sleep. A dangerous habit: Idon't recommend it: but I know how to manage my light and my bed curtains. Now
 then, first, as I stepped out of my study into the great half that's next to it, and shut thedoor, my candle went out. I supposed I had clapped the door behind me too quick, andmade a draught, and I was annoyed, for I'd no tinder-box nearer than my bedroom. But Iknew my way well enough, and went on. The next thing was that my book was struckout of my hand in the dark: if I said twitched out of my hand it would better express thesensation. It fell on the floor. I picked it up, and went on, more annoyed than before,and a little startled. But as you know, that hall has many windows[Pg 33] withoutcurtains, and in summer nights like these it is easy to see not only where the furniture is,but whether there's any one or anything moving, and there was no one—nothing of thekind. So on I went through the hall and through the audit chamber next to it, which alsohas big windows, and then into the bedrooms which lead to my own, where the curtainswere drawn, and I had to go slower because of steps here and there. It was in the secondof those rooms that I nearly got my quietus. The moment I opened the door of it I feltthere was something wrong. I thought twice, I confess, whether I shouldn't turn backand find another way there is to my room rather than go through that one. Then I wasashamed of myself, and thought what people call better of it, though I don't know about"better" in this case. If I was to describe my experience exactly, I should say this: therewas a dry, light, rustling sound all over the room as I went in, and then (you rememberit was perfectly dark) something seemed to rush at me, and there was—I don't knowhow to put it—a sensation of long thin arms, or legs, or feelers, all about my face, andneck, and body. Very little strength in them, there seemed to be, but[Pg 34] Spearman, I
 don't think I was ever more horrified or disgusted in all my life, that I remember: and itdoes take something to put me out. I roared out as loud as I could, and flung away mycandle at random, and, knowing I was near the window, I tore at the curtain andsomehow let in enough light to be able to see something waving which I knew was aninsect's leg, by the shape of it: but, Lord, what a size! Why the beast must have been astall as I am. And now you tell me sawflies are an inch long or less. What do you makeof it, Spearman?'
 "'For goodness sake finish your story first,' I said. 'I never heard anything like it.' 'Oh,'said he, 'there's no more to tell. Mary ran in with a light, and there was nothing there. Ididn't tell her what was the matter. I changed my room for last night, and I expect for
 good.' 'Have you searched this odd room of yours?' I said. 'What do you keep in it?' 'Wedon't use it,' he answered. 'There's an old press there, and some little other furniture.'
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 'And in the press?' said I. 'I don't know; I never saw it opened, but I do know that it'slocked.' 'Well, I should have it looked into, and, if you had time, I own to having somecuriosity to see the place myself.' 'I didn't exactly like to[Pg 35] ask you, but that's ratherwhat I hoped you'd say. Name your time and I'll take you there.' 'No time like thepresent,' I said at once, for I saw he would never settle down to anything while this
 affair was in suspense. He got up with great alacrity, and looked at me, I am tempted tothink, with marked approval. 'Come along,' was all he said, however; and was prettysilent all the way to his house. My Mary (as he calls her in public, and I in private) wassummoned, and we proceeded to the room. The Doctor had gone so far as to tell her thathe had had something of a fright there last night, of what nature he had not yet divulged;but now he pointed out and described, very briefly, the incidents of his progress. Whenwe were near the important spot, he pulled up, and allowed me to pass on. 'There's theroom,' he said. 'Go in, Spearman, and tell us what you find.' Whatever I might have feltat midnight, noonday I was sure would keep back anything sinister, and I flung the dooropen with an air and stepped in. It was a well-lighted room, with its large window onthe right, though not, I thought, a very airy one. The principal piece of furniture was the
 gaunt old press of dark wood. There was, too,[Pg 36] a four-post bedstead, a mereskeleton which could hide nothing, and there was a chest of drawers. On the window-sill and the floor near it were the dead bodies of many hundred sawflies, and one torpidone which I had some satisfaction in killing. I tried the door of the press, but could notopen it: the drawers, too, were locked. Somewhere, I was conscious, there was a faintrustling sound, but I could not locate it, and when I made my report to those outside, Isaid nothing of it. But, I said, clearly the next thing was to see what was in those lockedreceptacles. Uncle Oldys turned to Mary. 'Mrs. Maple,' he said, and Mary ran off—noone, I am sure, steps like her—and soon came back at a soberer pace, with an elderlylady of discreet aspect.
 "'Have you the keys of these things, Mrs. Maple?' said Uncle Oldys. His simple wordslet loose a torrent (not violent, but copious) of speech: had she been a shade or twohigher in the social scale, Mrs. Maple might have stood as the model for Miss Bates.
 "'Oh, Doctor, and Miss, and you too, sir,' she said, acknowledging my presence with abend, 'them keys! who was that again that come when first we took over things in thishouse—a[Pg 37] gentleman in business it was, and I gave him his luncheon in the smallparlour on account of us not having everything as we should like to see it in the largeone—chicken, and apple-pie, and a glass of madeira—dear, dear, you'll say I'm runningon, Miss Mary; but I only mention it to bring back my recollection; and there it
 comes—Gardner, just the same as it did last week with the artichokes and the text of thesermon. Now that Mr. Gardner, every key I got from him were labelled to itself, andeach and every one was a key of some door or another in this house, and sometimestwo; and when I say door, my meaning is door of a room, not like such a press as this is.Yes, Miss Mary, I know full well, and I'm just making it clear to your uncle and youtoo, sir. But now there was a box which this same gentleman he give over into mycharge, and thinking no harm after he was gone I took the liberty, knowing it was youruncle's property, to rattle it: and unless I'm most surprisingly deceived, in that box therewas keys, but what keys, that, Doctor, is known Elsewhere, for open the box, no that Iwould not do.'
 "I wondered that Uncle Oldys remained as quiet as he did under this address. Mary, I[Pg38] knew, was amused by it, and he probably had been taught by experience that it was
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 useless to break in upon it. At any rate he did not, but merely said at the end, 'Have youthat box handy, Mrs. Maple? If so, you might bring it here.' Mrs. Maple pointed herfinger at him, either in accusation or in gloomy triumph. 'There,' she said, 'was I tochoose out the very words out of your mouth, Doctor, them would be the ones. And ifI've took it to my own rebuke one half-a-dozen times, it's been nearer fifty. Laid awake I
 have in my bed, sat down in my chair I have, the same you and Miss Mary gave me theday I was twenty year in your service, and no person could desire a better—yes, MissMary, but it is the truth, and well we know who it is would have it different if he could."All very well," says I to myself, "but pray, when the Doctor calls you to account forthat box, what are you going to say?" No, Doctor, if you was some masters I've heard ofand I was some servants I could name, I should have an easy task before me, but thingsbeing, humanly speaking, what they are, the one course open to me is just to say to youthat without Miss Mary comes to my room and helps me to my recollection, which herwits may[Pg 39] manage what's slipped beyond mine, no such box as that, small though itbe, will cross your eyes this many a day to come.'
 "'Why, dear Mrs. Maple, why didn't you tell me before that you wanted me to help youto find it?' said my Mary. 'No, never mind telling me why it was: let us come at onceand look for it.' They hastened off together. I could hear Mrs. Maple beginning anexplanation which, I doubt not, lasted into the furthest recesses of the housekeeper'sdepartment. Uncle Oldys and I were left alone. 'A valuable servant,' he said, noddingtowards the door. 'Nothing goes wrong under her: the speeches are seldom over threeminutes.' 'How will Miss Oldys manage to make her remember about the box?' I asked.
 "'Mary? Oh, she'll make her sit down and ask her about her aunt's last illness, or whogave her the china dog on the mantel-piece—something quite off the point. Then, asMaple says, one thing brings up another, and the right one will come round sooner thanyou could suppose. There! I believe I hear them coming back already.'
 "It was indeed so, and Mrs. Maple was hurrying on ahead of Mary with the box in her[Pg 40]outstretched hand, and a beaming face. 'What was it,' she cried as she drew near,'what was it as I said, before ever I come out of Dorsetshire to this place? Not that I'm aDorset woman myself, nor had need to be. "Safe bind, safe find," and there it was in theplace where I'd put it—what?—two months back, I daresay.' She handed it to UncleOldys, and he and I examined it with some interest, so that I ceased to pay attention toMrs. Ann Maple for the moment, though I know that she went on to expound exactlywhere the box had been, and in what way Mary had helped to refresh her memory on
 the subject.
 "It was an oldish box, tied with pink tape and sealed, and on the lid was pasted a labelinscribed in old ink, 'The Senior Prebendary's House, Whitminster.' On being opened itwas found to contain two keys of moderate size, and a paper, on which, in the samehand as the label, was 'Keys of the Press and Box of Drawers standing in the disusedChamber.' Also this: 'The Effects in this Press and Box are held by me, and to be heldby my successors in the Residence, in trust for the noble Family of Kildonan, if claimbe made by any survivor of it. I having made all the Enquiry possible[Pg 41] to myselfam of the opinion that that noble House is wholly extinct: the last Earl having been, asis notorious, cast away at sea, and his only Child and Heire deceas'd in my House (the
 Papers as to which melancholy Casualty were by me repos'd in the same Press in thisyear of our Lord 1753, 21 March). I am further of opinion that unless grave discomfort
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 arise, such persons, not being of the Family of Kildonan, as shall become possess'd ofthese keys, will be well advised to leave matters as they are: which opinion I do notexpress without weighty and sufficient reason; and am Happy to have my Judgmentconfirm'd by the other Members of this College and Church who are conversant withthe Events referr'd to in this Paper. Tho. Ashton, S.T.P., Præb. senr. Will. Blake, S.T.P.,
  Decanus. Hen. Goodman, S.T.B., Præb. junr.'
 "'Ah!' said Uncle Oldys, 'grave discomfort! So he thought there might be something. Isuspect it was that young man,' he went on, pointing with the key to the line about the'only Child and Heire.' 'Eh, Mary? The viscounty of Kildonan was Saul.' 'How do youknow that, Uncle?' said Mary. 'Oh, why not? it's all in Debrett—two little fat[Pg 42] books. But I meant the tomb by the lime walk. He's there. What's the story, I wonder?Do you know it, Mrs. Maple? and, by the way, look at your sawflies by the windowthere.'
 "Mrs. Maple, thus confronted with two subjects at once, was a little put to it to do
  justice to both. It was no doubt rash in Uncle Oldys to give her the opportunity. I couldonly guess that he had some slight hesitation about using the key he held in his hand.
 "'Oh them flies, how bad they was, Doctor and Miss, this three or four days: and you,too, sir, you wouldn't guess, none of you! And how they come, too! First we took theroom in hand, the shutters was up, and had been, I daresay, years upon years, and not afly to be seen. Then we got the shutter bars down with a deal of trouble and left it so forthe day, and next day I sent Susan in with the broom to sweep about, and not twominutes hadn't passed when out she come into the hall like a blind thing, and we hadregular to beat them off her. Why her cap and her hair, you couldn't see the colour of it,I do assure you, and all clustering round her eyes, too. Fortunate enough she's not a girlwith fancies, else if it had been me, why only the tickling of [Pg 43] the nasty thingswould have drove me out of my wits. And now there they lay like so many dead things.Well, they was lively enough on the Monday, and now here's Thursday, is it, or no,Friday. Only to come near the door and you'd hear them pattering up against it, andonce you opened it, dash at you, they would, as if they'd eat you. I couldn't helpthinking to myself, "If you was bats, where should we be this night?" Nor you can'tcresh 'em, not like a usual kind of a fly. Well, there's something to be thankful for, if wecould but learn by it. And then this tomb, too,' she said, hastening on to her second pointto elude any chance of interruption, 'of them two poor young lads. I say poor, and yetwhen I recollect myself, I was at tea with Mrs. Simpkins, the sexton's wife, before you
 come, Doctor and Miss Mary, and that's a family has been in the place, what? I daresaya hundred years in that very house, and could put their hand on any tomb or yet grave inall the yard and give you name and age. And his account of that young man, Mr.Simpkins's I mean to say—well!' She compressed her lips and nodded several times.'Tell us, Mrs. Maple,' said Mary. 'Go on,' said Uncle Oldys. 'What[Pg 44] about him?'said I. 'Never was such a thing seen in this place, not since Queen Mary's times and thePope and all,' said Mrs. Maple. 'Why, do you know he lived in this very house, him andthem that was with him, and for all I can tell in this identical room' (she shifted her feetuneasily on the floor). 'Who was with him? Do you mean the people of the house?' saidUncle Oldys suspiciously. 'Not to call people, Doctor, dear no,' was the answer; 'morewhat he brought with him from Ireland, I believe it was. No, the people in the house
 was the last to hear anything of his goings-on. But in the town not a family but knewhow he stopped out at night: and them that was with him, why they were such as would
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 strip the skin from the child in its grave; and a withered heart makes an ugly thin ghost,says Mr. Simpkins. But they turned on him at the last, he says, and there's the mark stillto be seen on the minster door where they run him down. And that's no more than thetruth, for I got him to show it to myself, and that's what he said. A lord he was, with aBible name of a wicked king, whatever his godfathers could have been thinking of.'
 'Saul was the name,' said Uncle Oldys. 'To be sure[Pg 45] it was Saul, Doctor, and thankyou; and now isn't it King Saul that we read of raising up the dead ghost that wasslumbering in its tomb till he disturbed it, and isn't that a strange thing, this young lordto have such a name, and Mr. Simpkins's grandfather to see him out of his window of adark night going about from one grave to another in the yard with a candle, and themthat was with him following through the grass at his heels: and one night him to comeright up to old Mr. Simpkins's window that gives on the yard and press his face upagainst it to find out if there was any one in the room that could see him: and only justtime there was for old Mr. Simpkins to drop down like, quiet, just under the windowand hold his breath, and not stir till he heard him stepping away again, and this rustling-like in the grass after him as he went, and then when he looked out of his window in the
 morning there was treadings in the grass and a dead man's bone. Oh, he was a cruelchild for certain, but he had to pay in the end, and after.' 'After?' said Uncle Oldys, witha frown. 'Oh yes, Doctor, night after night in old Mr. Simpkins's time, and his son, that'sour Mr. Simpkins's father, yes, and our own Mr. Simpkins too.[Pg 46] Up against thatsame window, particular when they've had a fire of a chilly evening, with his face righton the panes, and his hands fluttering out, and his mouth open and shut, open and shut,for a minute or more, and then gone off in the dark yard. But open the window at suchtimes, no, that they dare not do, though they could find it in their heart to pity the poorthing, that pinched up with the cold, and seemingly fading away to a nothink as theyears passed on. Well, indeed, I believe it is no more than the truth what our Mr.Simpkins says on his own grandfather's word, "A withered heart makes an ugly thinghost."' 'I daresay,' said Uncle Oldys suddenly: so suddenly that Mrs. Maple stoppedshort. 'Thank you. Come away, all of you.' 'Why, Uncle,' said Mary, 'are you not goingto open the press after all?' Uncle Oldys blushed, actually blushed. 'My dear,' he said,'you are at liberty to call me a coward, or applaud me as a prudent man, whichever youplease. But I am neither going to open that press nor that chest of drawers myself, noram I going to hand over the keys to you or to any other person. Mrs. Maple, will youkindly see about getting a man or two to move those pieces of [Pg 47] furniture into thegarret?' 'And when they do it, Mrs. Maple,' said Mary, who seemed to me—I did notthen know why—more relieved than disappointed by her uncle's decision, 'I havesomething that I want put with the rest; only quite a small packet.'
 "We left that curious room not unwillingly, I think. Uncle Oldys's orders were carriedout that same day. And so," concludes Mr. Spearman, "Whitminster has a Bluebeard'schamber, and, I am rather inclined to suspect, a Jack-in-the-box, awaiting some futureoccupant of the residence of the senior prebendary."
 FOOTNOTES:
 [1] Apparently the ichneumon fly (Ophion obscurum), and not the true sawfly, is meant.
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 It is no part of my plan to repeat the whole conversation which ensued between the two.I must content myself with stating that it largely referred to common acquaintances,e.g., to the nephew of Mr. Denton's friend who had recently married and settled inChelsea, to the sister-in-law of Mr. Denton's friend who had been seriously indisposed,but was now better, and to a piece of china which Mr. Denton's friend had purchased
 some months before at a price much below its true value. From which you will rightlyinfer that the conversation was rather in the nature of a monologue. In due time,however, the friend bethought himself that Mr. Denton was there for a purpose, andsaid[Pg 54] he, "What are you looking out for in particular? I don't think there's much inthis lot." "Why, I thought there might be some Warwickshire collections, but I don't seeanything under Warwick in the catalogue." "No, apparently not," said the friend. "Allthe same, I believe I noticed something like a Warwickshire diary. What was the nameagain? Drayton? Potter? Painter—either a P or a D, I feel sure." He turned over theleaves quickly. "Yes, here it is. Poynter. Lot 486. That might interest you. There are thebooks, I think: out on the table. Some one has been looking at them. Well, I must begetting on. Good-bye, you'll look us up, won't you? Couldn't you come this afternoon?
 We've got a little music about four. Well, then, when you're next in town." He went off.Mr. Denton looked at his watch and found to his confusion that he could spare no morethan a moment before retrieving his luggage and going for the train. The moment was
  just enough to show him that there were four largish volumes of the diary—that itconcerned the years about 1710, and that there seemed to be a good many insertions init of various kinds. It seemed quite worth while to leave a commission of [Pg 55] five andtwenty pounds for it, and this he was able to do, for his usual agent entered the room ashe was on the point of leaving it.
 That evening he rejoined his aunt at their temporary abode, which was a small dower-house not many hundred yards from the Manor. On the following morning the tworesumed a discussion that had now lasted for some weeks as to the equipment of thenew house. Mr. Denton laid before his relative a statement of the results of his visit totown—particulars of carpets, of chairs, of wardrobes, and of bedroom china. "Yes,dear," said his aunt, "but I don't see any chintzes here. Did you go to ----?" Mr. Dentonstamped on the floor (where else, indeed, could he have stamped?). "Oh dear, oh dear,"he said, "the one thing I missed. I am sorry. The fact is I was on my way there and Ihappened to be passing Robins's." His aunt threw up her hands. "Robins's! Then thenext thing will be another parcel of horrible old books at some outrageous price. I dothink, James, when I am taking all this trouble for you, you might contrive to rememberthe one or two things which I specially begged you to see after. It's not as if I was
 asking it for myself. I don't know whether you think [Pg 56] I get any pleasure out of it,but if so I can assure you it's very much the reverse. The thought and worry and troubleI have over it you have no idea of, and you have simply to go to the shops and order thethings." Mr. Denton interposed a moan of penitence. "Oh, aunt——" "Yes, that's allvery well, dear, and I don't want to speak sharply, but you must  know how veryannoying it is: particularly as it delays the whole of our business for I can't tell howlong: here is Wednesday—the Simpsons come to-morrow, and you can't leave them.Then on Saturday we have friends, as you know, coming for tennis. Yes, indeed, youspoke of asking them yourself, but, of course, I had to write the notes, and it isridiculous, James, to look like that. We must occasionally be civil to our neighbours:you wouldn't like to have it said we were perfect bears. What was I saying? Well,
 anyhow it comes to this, that it must be Thursday in next week at least, before you can
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 go to town again, and until we have decided upon the chintzes it is impossible to settleupon one single other thing."
 Mr. Denton ventured to suggest that as the paint and wallpapers had been dealt with,[Pg
 57] this was too severe a view: but this his aunt was not prepared to admit at the
 moment. Nor, indeed, was there any proposition he could have advanced which shewould have found herself able to accept. However, as the day went on, she receded alittle from this position: examined with lessening disfavour the samples and price listssubmitted by her nephew, and even in some cases gave a qualified approval to hischoice.
 As for him, he was naturally somewhat dashed by the consciousness of duty unfulfilled,but more so by the prospect of a lawn-tennis party, which, though an inevitable evil inAugust, he had thought there was no occasion to fear in May. But he was to some extentcheered by the arrival on the Friday morning of an intimation that he had secured at theprice of £12 10s. the four volumes of Poynter's manuscript diary, and still more by the
 arrival on the next morning of the diary itself.
 The necessity of taking Mr. and Mrs. Simpson for a drive in the car on Saturdaymorning and of attending to his neighbours and guests that afternoon prevented himfrom doing more than open the parcel until the party had retired to bed on the Saturdaynight. It was then[Pg 58] that he made certain of the fact, which he had before onlysuspected, that he had indeed acquired the diary of Mr. William Poynter, Squire ofAcrington (about four miles from his own parish)—that same Poynter who was for atime a member of the circle of Oxford antiquaries, the centre of which was ThomasHearne, and with whom Hearne seems ultimately to have quarrelled—a not uncommonepisode in the career of that excellent man. As is the case with Hearne's own collections,the diary of Poynter contained a good many notes from printed books, descriptions ofcoins and other antiquities that had been brought to his notice, and drafts of letters onthese subjects, besides the chronicle of everyday events. The description in the sale-catalogue had given Mr. Denton no idea of the amount of interest which seemed to lie inthe book, and he sat up reading in the first of the four volumes until a reprehensibly latehour.
 On the Sunday morning, after church, his aunt came into the study and was divertedfrom what she had been going to say to him by the sight of the four brown leatherquartos on the table. "What are these?" she said suspiciously. "New, aren't they? Oh!
 are[Pg 59] these the things that made you forget my chintzes? I thought so. Disgusting.What did you give for them, I should like to know? Over Ten Pounds? James, it is reallysinful. Well, if you have money to throw away on this kind of thing, there can be noreason why you should not subscribe—and subscribe handsomely—to my anti-Vivisection League. There is not, indeed, James, and I shall be very seriously annoyedif——. Who did you say wrote them? Old Mr. Poynter, of Acrington? Well, of course,there is some interest in getting together old papers about this neighbourhood. But TenPounds!" She picked up one of the volumes—not that which her nephew had beenreading—and opened it at random, dashing it to the floor the next instant with a cry ofdisgust as a earwig fell from between the pages. Mr. Denton picked it up with asmothered expletive and said, "Poor book! I think you're rather hard on Mr. Poynter."
 "Was I, my dear? I beg his pardon, but you know I cannot abide those horrid creatures.Let me see if I've done any mischief." "No, I think all's well: but look here what you've
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 opened him on." "Dear me, yes, to be sure! how very interesting. Do unpin it, James,and let me look at it."[Pg 60] 
 It was a piece of patterned stuff about the size of the quarto page, to which it wasfastened by an old-fashioned pin. James detached it and handed it to his aunt, carefully
 replacing the pin in the paper.
 Now, I do not know exactly what the fabric was; but it had a design printed upon it,which completely fascinated Miss Denton. She went into raptures over it, held it againstthe wall, made James do the same, that she might retire to contemplate it from adistance: then pored over it at close quarters, and ended her examination by expressingin the warmest terms her appreciation of the taste of the ancient Mr. Poynter who hadhad the happy idea of preserving this sample in his diary. "It is a most charmingpattern," she said, "and remarkable too. Look, James, how delightfully the lines ripple.It reminds one of hair, very much, doesn't it. And then these knots of ribbon at intervals.They give just the relief of colour that is wanted. I wonder——" "I was going to say,"
 said James with deference, "I wonder if it would cost much to have it copied for ourcurtains." "Copied? how could you have it copied, James?" "Well, I don't know thedetails, but I suppose that is a printed[Pg 61] pattern, and that you could have a block cutfrom it in wood or metal." "Now, really, that is a capital idea, James. I am almostinclined to be glad that you were so—that you forgot the chintzes on Monday. At anyrate, I'll promise to forgive and forget if you get this lovely old thing copied. No one willhave anything in the least like it, and mind, James, we won't allow it to be sold. Now Imust  go, and I've totally forgotten what it was I came in to say: never mind, it'll keep."
 After his aunt had gone James Denton devoted a few minutes to examining the patternmore closely than he had yet had a chance of doing. He was puzzled to think why itshould have struck Miss Benton so forcibly. It seemed to him not specially remarkableor pretty. No doubt it was suitable enough for a curtain pattern: it ran in vertical bands,and there was some indication that these were intended to converge at the top. She wasright, too, in thinking that these main bands resembled rippling—almost curling—tresses of hair. Well, the main thing was to find out by means of trade directories, orotherwise, what firm would undertake the reproduction of an old pattern of this kind.Not to delay the reader over[Pg 62] this portion of the story, a list of likely names wasmade out, and Mr. Denton fixed a day for calling on them, or some of them, with hissample.
 The first two visits which he paid were unsuccessful: but there is luck in odd numbers.The firm in Bermondsey which was third on his list was accustomed to handling thisline. The evidence they were able to produce justified their being entrusted with the job."Our Mr. Cattell" took a fervent personal interest in it. "It's 'eartrending, isn't it, sir," hesaid, "to picture the quantity of reelly lovely medeevial stuff of this kind that lays well-nigh unnoticed in many of our residential country 'ouses: much of it in peril, I take it, ofbeing cast aside as so much rubbish. What is it Shakespeare says—unconsidered trifles.Ah, I often say he 'as a word for us all, sir. I say Shakespeare, but I'm well aware alldon't 'old with me there—I 'ad something of an upset the other day when a gentlemancame in—a titled man, too, he was, and I think he told me he'd wrote on the topic, and I'appened to cite out something about 'Ercules and the painted cloth. Dear me, you never
 see such a pother. But as to this, what you've[Pg 63] kindly confided to us, it's a piece ofwork we shall take a reel enthusiasm in achieving it out to the very best of our ability.
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 What man 'as done, as I was observing only a few weeks back to another esteemedclient, man can do, and in three to four weeks' time, all being well, we shall 'ope to laybefore you evidence to that effect, sir. Take the address, Mr. 'Iggins, if you please."
 Such was the general drift of Mr. Cattell's observations on the occasion of his first
 interview with Mr. Denton. About a month later, being advised that some samples wereready for his inspection, Mr. Denton met him again, and had, it seems, reason to besatisfied with the faithfulness of the reproduction of the design. It had been finished offat the top in accordance with the indication I mentioned, so that the vertical bands
  joined. But something still needed to be done in the way of matching the colour of theoriginal. Mr. Cattell had suggestions of a technical kind to offer, with which I need nottrouble you. He had also views as to the general desirability of the pattern which werevaguely adverse. "You say you don't wish this to be supplied excepting to personalfriends equipped with a authorization[Pg 64] from yourself, sir. It shall be done. I quiteunderstand your wish to keep it exclusive: lends it a catchit, does it not, to the suite?What's every man's, it's been said, is no man's."
 "Do you think it would be popular if it were generally obtainable?" asked Mr. Denton.
 "I 'ardly think it, sir," said Cattell, pensively clasping his beard. "I 'ardly think it. Notpopular: it wasn't popular with the man that cut the block, was it, Mr. 'Iggins?"
 "Did he find it a difficult job?"
 "He'd no call to do so, sir; but the fact is that the artistic temperament—and our men areartists, sir, every man of them—true artists as much as many that the world styles bythat term—it's apt to take some strange 'ardly accountable likes or dislikes, and here wasan example. The twice or thrice that I went to inspect his progress: language I couldunderstand, for that's 'abitual to him, but reel distaste for what I should call a daintyenough thing, I did not, nor am I now able to fathom. It seemed," said Mr. Cattell,looking narrowly upon Mr. Denton, "as if the man scented something almost Hevil inthe design."
 "Indeed? did he tell you so? I can't say I see anything sinister in it myself."[Pg 65] 
 "Neether can I, sir. In fact I said as much. 'Come, Gatwick,' I said, 'what's to do here?What's the reason of your prejudice—for I can call it no more than that?' But, no! no
 explanation was forthcoming. And I was merely reduced, as I am now, to a shrug of theshoulders, and a cui bono. However, here it is," and with that the technical side of thequestion came to the front again.
 The matching of the colours for the background, the hem, and the knots of ribbon wasby far the longest part of the business, and necessitated many sendings to and fro of theoriginal pattern and of new samples. During part of August and September, too, theDentons were away from the Manor. So that it was not until October was well in that asufficient quantity of the stuff had been manufactured to furnish curtains for the three orfour bedrooms which were to be fitted up with it.
 On the feast of Simon and Jude the aunt and nephew returned from a short visit to findall completed, and their satisfaction at the general effect was great. The new curtains, in
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 particular, agreed to admiration with their surroundings. When Mr. Denton was dressingfor dinner, and took stock of his room, in which[Pg 66] there was a large amount of thechintz displayed, he congratulated himself over and over again on the luck which hadfirst made him forget his aunt's commission and had then put into his hands thisextremely effective means of remedying his mistake. The pattern was, as he said at
 dinner, so restful and yet so far from being dull. And Miss Denton—who, by the way,had none of the stuff in her own room—was much disposed to agree with him.
 At breakfast next morning he was induced to qualify his satisfaction to some extent—but very slightly. "There is one thing I rather regret," he said, "that we allowed them to
  join up the vertical bands of the pattern at the top. I think it would have been better toleave that alone."
 "Oh?" said his aunt interrogatively.
 "Yes: as I was reading in bed last night they kept catching my eye rather. That is, I
 found myself looking across at them every now and then. There was an effect as if someone kept peeping out between the curtains in one place or another, where there was noedge, and I think that was due to the joining up of the bands at the top. The only otherthing that troubled me was the wind."[Pg 67] 
 "Why, I thought it was a perfectly still night."
 "Perhaps it was only on my side of the house, but there was enough to sway my curtainsand rustle them more than I wanted."
 That night a bachelor friend of James Denton's came to stay, and was lodged in a roomon the same floor as his host, but at the end of a long passage, halfway down which wasa red baize door, put there to cut off the draught and intercept noise.
 The party of three had separated. Miss Denton a good first, the two men at about eleven.James Denton, not yet inclined for bed, sat him down in an arm-chair and read for atime. Then he dozed, and then he woke, and bethought himself that his brown spaniel,which ordinarily slept in his room, had not come upstairs with him. Then he thought hewas mistaken: for happening to move his hand which hung down over the arm of thechair within a few inches of the floor, he felt on the back of it just the slightest touch ofa surface of hair, and stretching it out in that direction he stroked and patted a rounded
 something. But the feel of it, and still more the fact that instead of a responsivemovement, absolute stillness[Pg 68] greeted his touch, made him look over the arm. Whathe had been touching rose to meet him. It was in the attitude of one that had crept alongthe floor on its belly, and it was, so far as could be collected, a human figure. But of theface which was now rising to within a few inches of his own no feature was discernible,only hair. Shapeless as it was, there was about it so horrible an air of menace that as hebounded from his chair and rushed from the room he heard himself moaning with fear:and doubtless he did right to fly. As he dashed into the baize door that cut the passage intwo, and—forgetting that it opened towards him—beat against it with all the force inhim, he felt a soft ineffectual tearing at his back which, all the same, seemed to begrowing in power, as if the hand, or whatever worse than a hand was there, were
 becoming more material as the pursuer's rage was more concentrated. Then he
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 The money spent upon the curtains might as well have been thrown into the fire, as theywere. Mr. Cattell's comment upon what he heard of the story took the form of a
 quotation from Shakespeare. You may guess it without difficulty. It began with thewords "There are more things."
 [Pg 73] 
 AN EPISODE OF CATHEDRAL HISTORY
 [Pg 75] 
 AN EPISODE OF CATHEDRAL HISTORY
 There was once a learned gentleman who was deputed to examine and report upon thearchives of the Cathedral of Southminster. The examination of these records demandeda very considerable expenditure of time: hence it became advisable for him to engage
 lodgings in the city: for though the Cathedral body were profuse in their offers ofhospitality, Mr. Lake felt that he would prefer to be master of his day. This wasrecognized as reasonable. The Dean eventually wrote advising Mr. Lake, if he were notalready suited, to communicate with Mr. Worby, the principal Verger, who occupied ahouse convenient to the church and was prepared to take in a quiet lodger for three orfour weeks. Such an arrangement was precisely what Mr. Lake desired. Terms wereeasily agreed upon, and early in December, like another Mr. Datchery (as he remarkedto himself), the investigator found himself in the occupation of a very[Pg 76] comfortableroom in an ancient and "cathedraly" house.
 One so familiar with the customs of Cathedral churches, and treated with such obvious
 consideration by the Dean and Chapter of this Cathedral in particular, could not fail tocommand the respect of the Head Verger. Mr. Worby even acquiesced in certainmodifications of statements he had been accustomed to offer for years to parties ofvisitors. Mr. Lake, on his part, found the Verger a very cheery companion, and tookadvantage of any occasion that presented itself for enjoying his conversation when theday's work was over.
 One evening, about nine o'clock, Mr. Worby knocked at his lodger's door. "I'veoccasion," he said, "to go across to the Cathedral, Mr. Lake, and I think I made you apromise when I did so next I would give you the opportunity to see what it looks like atnight time. It is quite fine and dry outside, if you care to come."
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 "To be sure I will; very much obliged to you, Mr. Worby, for thinking of it, but let meget my coat."
 "Here it is, sir, and I've another lantern here that you'll find advisable for the steps, asthere's no moon."[Pg 77] 
 "Any one might think we were Jasper and Durdles, over again, mightn't they," saidLake, as they crossed the close, for he had ascertained that the Verger had read Edwin
  Drood .
 "Well, so they might," said Mr. Worby, with a short laugh, "though I don't knowwhether we ought to take it as a compliment. Odd ways, I often think, they had at thatCathedral, don't it seem so to you, sir? Full choral matins at seven o'clock in themorning all the year round. Wouldn't suit our boys' voices nowadays, and I think there'sone or two of the men would be applying for a rise if the Chapter was to bring it in—particular the alltoes."
 They were now at the south-west door. As Mr. Worby was unlocking it, Lake said, "Didyou ever find anybody locked in here by accident?"
 "Twice I did. One was a drunk sailor; however he got in I don't know. I s'pose he wentto sleep in the service, but by the time I got to him he was praying fit to bring the roofin. Lor'! what a noise that man did make! said it was the first time he'd been inside achurch for ten years, and blest if ever he'd try it again. The other was an old sheep: themboys it was, up to their games. That was the last time they tried it on, though. There,sir,[Pg 78] now you see what we look like; our late Dean used now and again to bringparties in, but he preferred a moonlight night, and there was a piece of verse he'd coat to'em, relating to a Scotch cathedral, I understand; but I don't know; I almost think theeffect's better when it's all dark-like. Seems to add to the size and heighth. Now if youwon't mind stopping somewhere in the nave while I go up into the choir where mybusiness lays, you'll see what I mean."
 Accordingly Lake waited, leaning against a pillar, and watched the light wavering alongthe length of the church, and up the steps into the choir, until it was intercepted by somescreen or other furniture, which only allowed the reflection to be seen on the piers androof. Not many minutes had passed before Worby reappeared at the door of the choirand by waving his lantern signalled to Lake to rejoin him.
 "I suppose it is Worby, and not a substitute," thought Lake to himself, as he walked upthe nave. There was, in fact, nothing untoward. Worby showed him the papers which hehad come to fetch out of the Dean's stall, and asked him what he thought of thespectacle: Lake agreed that it was well worth seeing. "I suppose," he said, as theywalked towards the[Pg 79] altar-steps together, "that you're too much used to going abouthere at night to feel nervous—but you must get a start every now and then, don't you,when a book falls down or a door swings to."
 "No, Mr. Lake, I can't say I think much about noises, not nowadays: I'm much moreafraid of finding an escape of gas or a burst in the stove pipes than anything else. Still
 there have been times, years ago. Did you notice that plain altar-tomb there—fifteenthcentury we say it is, I don't know if you agree to that? Well, if you didn't look at it, just
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 come back and give it a glance, if you'd be so good." It was on the north side of thechoir, and rather awkwardly placed: only about three feet from the enclosing stonescreen. Quite plain, as the Verger had said, but for some ordinary stone panelling. Ametal cross of some size on the northern side (that next to the screen) was the solitaryfeature of any interest.
 Lake agreed that it was not earlier than the Perpendicular period: "but," he said, "unlessit's the tomb of some remarkable person, you'll forgive me for saying that I don't thinkit's particularly noteworthy."
 "Well, I can't say as it is the tomb of [Pg 80]anybody noted in 'istory," said Worby, whohad a dry smile on his face, "for we don't own any record whatsoever of who it was putup to. For all that, if you've half an hour to spare, sir, when we get back to the house,Mr. Lake, I could tell you a tale about that tomb. I won't begin on it now; it strikes coldhere, and we don't want to be dawdling about all night."
 "Of course I should like to hear it immensely."
 "Very well, sir, you shall. Now if I might put a question to you," he went on, as theypassed down the choir aisle, "in our little local guide—and not only there, but in thelittle book on our Cathedral in the series—you'll find it stated that this portion of thebuilding was erected previous to the twelfth century. Now of course I should be gladenough to take that view, but—mind the step, sir—but, I put it to you—does the lay ofthe stone 'ere in this portion of the wall (which he tapped with his key) does it to youreye carry the flavour of what you might call Saxon masonry? No? I thought not; nomore it does to me: now, if you'll believe me, I've said as much to those men—one's thelibrarian of our Free Libry here, and the other came down from London on purpose—fifty times, if I have once, but I[Pg 81] might just as well have talked to that bit ofstonework. But there it is, I suppose every one's got their opinions."
 The discussion of this peculiar trait of human nature occupied Mr. Worby almost up tothe moment when he and Lake re-entered the former's house. The condition of the firein Lake's sitting-room led to a suggestion from Mr. Worby that they should finish theevening in his own parlour. We find them accordingly settled there some short timeafterwards.
 Mr. Worby made his story a long one, and I will not undertake to tell it wholly in his
 own words, or in his own order. Lake committed the substance of it to paperimmediately after hearing it, together with some few passages of the narrative whichhad fixed themselves verbatim in his mind; I shall probably find it expedient tocondense Lake's record to some extent.
 Mr. Worby was born, it appeared, about the year 1828. His father before him had beenconnected with the Cathedral, and likewise his grandfather. One or both had beenchoristers, and in later life both had done work as mason and carpenter respectivelyabout the fabric. Worby himself, though possessed, as he frankly acknowledged, of anindifferent voice, had been[Pg 82] drafted into the choir at about ten years of age.
 It was in 1840 that the wave of the Gothic revival smote the Cathedral of Southminster."There was a lot of lovely stuff went then, sir," said Worby, with a sigh. "My father
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 couldn't hardly believe it when he got his orders to clear out the choir. There was a newdean just come in—Dean Burscough it was—and my father had been 'prenticed to agood firm of joiners in the city, and knew what good work was when he saw it. Crool itwas, he used to say: all that beautiful wainscot oak, as good as the day it was put up,and garlands-like of foliage and fruit, and lovely old gilding work on the coats of arms
 and the organ pipes. All went to the timber yard—every bit except some little piecesworked up in the Lady Chapel, and 'ere in this overmantel. Well—I may be mistook, butI say our choir never looked as well since. Still there was a lot found out about thehistory of the church, and no doubt but what it did stand in need of repair. There werevery few winters passed but what we'd lose a pinnicle." Mr. Lake expressed hisconcurrence with Worby's views of restoration, but owns to a fear about this point lestthe story proper[Pg 83] should never be reached. Possibly this was perceptible in hismanner.
 Worby hastened to reassure him, "Not but what I could carry on about that topic forhours at a time, and do do when I see my opportunity. But Dean Burscough he was very
 set on the Gothic period, and nothing would serve him but everything must be madeagreeable to that. And one morning after service he appointed for my father to meet himin the choir, and he came back after he'd taken off his robes in the vestry, and he'd got aroll of paper with him, and the verger that was then brought in a table, and they begunspreading it out on the table with prayer books to keep it down, and my father helped'em, and he saw it was a picture of the inside of a choir in a Cathedral; and the Dean—he was a quick spoken gentleman—he says, 'Well, Worby, what do you think of that?''Why', says my father, 'I don't think I 'ave the pleasure of knowing that view. Would thatbe Hereford Cathedral, Mr. Dean?' 'No, Worby,' says the Dean, 'that's SouthminsterCathedral as we hope to see it before many years.' 'In-deed, sir,' says my father, and thatwas all he did say—leastways to the Dean—but he used to tell me he felt really faintin[Pg 84] himself when he looked round our choir as I can remember it, all comfortableand furnished-like, and then see this nasty little dry picter, as he called it, drawn out bysome London architect. Well, there I am again. But you'll see what I mean if you look atthis old view."
 Worby reached down a framed print from the wall. "Well, the long and the short of itwas that the Dean he handed over to my father a copy of an order of the Chapter that hewas to clear out every bit of the choir—make a clean sweep—ready for the new workthat was being designed up in town, and he was to put it in hand as soon as ever hecould get the breakers together. Now then, sir, if you look at that view, you'll see where
 the pulpit used to stand: that's what I want you to notice, if you please." It was, indeed,easily seen; an unusually large structure of timber with a domed sounding-board,standing at the east end of the stalls on the north side of the choir, facing the bishop'sthrone. Worby proceeded to explain that during the alterations, services were held in thenave, the members of the choir being thereby disappointed of an anticipated holiday,and the organist in particular incurring the suspicion of having wilfully damaged themechanism of [Pg 85] the temporary organ that was hired at considerable expense fromLondon.
 The work of demolition began with the choir screen and organ loft, and proceededgradually eastwards, disclosing, as Worby said, many interesting features of older work.
 While this was going on, the members of the Chapter were, naturally, in and about thechoir a great deal, and it soon became apparent to the elder Worby—who could not help
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 overhearing some of their talk—that, on the part of the senior Canons especially, theremust have been a good deal of disagreement before the policy now being carried outhad been adopted. Some were of opinion that they should catch their deaths of cold inthe return-stalls, unprotected by a screen from the draughts in the nave: others objectedto being exposed to the view of persons in the choir aisles, especially, they said, during
 the sermons, when they found it helpful to listen in a posture which was liable tomisconstruction. The strongest opposition, however, came from the oldest of the body,who up to the last moment objected to the removal of the pulpit. "You ought not totouch it, Mr. Dean," he said with great emphasis one morning, when the two werestanding before it: "you[Pg 86] don't know what mischief you may do." "Mischief? it'snot a work of any particular merit, Canon." "Don't call me Canon," said the old manwith great asperity, "that is, for thirty years I've been known as Dr. Ayloff, and I shallbe obliged, Mr. Dean, if you would kindly humour me in that matter. And as to thepulpit (which I've preached from for thirty years, though I don't insist on that) all I'll sayis, I know you're doing wrong in moving it." "But what sense could there be, my dearDoctor, in leaving it where it is, when we're fitting up the rest of the choir in a totally
 different style? What reason could be given—apart from the look of the thing?""Reason! reason!" said old Dr. Ayloff; "if you young men—if I may say so without anydisrespect, Mr. Dean—if you'd only listen to reason a little, and not be always askingfor it, we should get on better. But there, I've said my say." The old gentleman hobbledoff, and as it proved, never entered the Cathedral again. The season—it was a hotsummer—turned sickly on a sudden. Dr. Ayloff was one of the first to go, with someaffection of the muscles of the thorax, which took him painfully at night. And at manyservices the number of choirmen and boys was very thin.[Pg 87] 
 Meanwhile the pulpit had been done away with. In fact, the sounding-board (part ofwhich still exists as a table in a summer-house in the palace garden) was taken downwithin an hour or two of Dr. Ayloff's protest. The removal of the base—not effectedwithout considerable trouble—disclosed to view, greatly to the exultation of therestoring party, an altar-tomb—the tomb, of course, to which Worby had attractedLake's attention that same evening. Much fruitless research was expended in attempts toidentify the occupant; from that day to this he has never had a name put to him. Thestructure had been most carefully boxed in under the pulpit-base, so that such slightornament as it possessed was not defaced; only on the north side of it there was whatlooked like an injury; a gap between two of the slabs composing the side. It might betwo or three inches across. Palmer, the mason, was directed to fill it up in a week's time,when he came to do some other small jobs near that part of the choir.
 The season was undoubtedly a very trying one. Whether the church was built on a sitethat had once been a marsh, as was suggested, or for whatever reason, the residents inits immediate neighbourhood had, many of them,[Pg 88] but little enjoyment of theexquisite sunny days and the calm nights of August and September. To several of theolder people—Dr. Ayloff, among others, as we have seen—the summer proveddownright fatal, but even among the younger, few escaped either a sojourn in bed for amatter of weeks, or at the least, a brooding sense of oppression, accompanied by hatefulnightmares. Gradually there formulated itself a suspicion—which grew into aconviction—that the alterations in the Cathedral had something to say in the matter. Thewidow of a former old verger, a pensioner of the Chapter of Southminster, was visited
 by dreams, which she retailed to her friends, of a shape that slipped out of the little doorof the south transept as the dark fell in, and flitted—taking a fresh direction every
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 night—about the close, disappearing for a while in house after house, and finallyemerging again when the night sky was paling. She could see nothing of it, she said, butthat it was a moving form: only she had an impression that when it returned to thechurch, as it seemed to do in the end of the dream, it turned its head: and then, she couldnot tell why, but she thought it had red eyes. Worby remembered hearing the old lady[Pg
 89] tell this dream at a tea-party in the house of the chapter clerk. Its recurrence might,perhaps, he said, be taken as a symptom of approaching illness; at any rate before theend of September the old lady was in her grave.
 The interest excited by the restoration of this great church was not confined to its owncounty. One day that summer an F.S.A., of some celebrity, visited the place. Hisbusiness was to write an account of the discoveries that had been made, for the Societyof Antiquaries, and his wife, who accompanied him, was to make a series of illustrativedrawings for his report. In the morning she employed herself in making a general sketchof the choir; in the afternoon she devoted herself to details. She first drew the newlyexposed altar-tomb, and when that was finished, she called her husband's attention to a
 beautiful piece of diaper-ornament on the screen just behind it, which had, like the tombitself, been completely concealed by the pulpit. Of course, he said, an illustration of thatmust be made; so she seated herself on the tomb and began a careful drawing whichoccupied her till dusk.
 Her husband had by this time finished his work of measuring and description, andthey[Pg 90] agreed that it was time to be getting back to their hotel. "You may as wellbrush my skirt, Frank," said the lady, "it must have got covered with dust, I'm sure." Heobeyed dutifully; but, after a moment, he said, "I don't know whether you value thisdress particularly, my dear, but I'm inclined to think it's seen its best days. There's agreat bit of it gone." "Gone? Where?" said she. "I don't know where it's gone, but it's offat the bottom edge behind here." She pulled it hastily into sight, and was horrified tofind a jagged tear extending some way into the substance of the stuff; very much, shesaid, as if a dog had rent it away. The dress was, in any case, hopelessly spoilt, to hergreat vexation, and though they looked everywhere, the missing piece could not befound. There were many ways, they concluded, in which the injury might have comeabout, for the choir was full of old bits of woodwork with nails sticking out of them.Finally, they could only suppose that one of these had caused the mischief, and that theworkmen, who had been about all day, had carried off the particular piece with thefragment of dress still attached to it.
 It was about this time, Worby thought, that[Pg 91] his little dog began to wear an anxiousexpression when the hour for it to be put into the shed in the back yard approached. (Forhis mother had ordained that it must not sleep in the house.) One evening, he said, whenhe was just going to pick it up and carry it out, it looked at him "like a Christian, andwaved its 'and, I was going to say—well, you know 'ow they do carry on sometimes,and the end of it was I put it under my coat, and 'uddled it upstairs—and I'm afraid I asgood as deceived my poor mother on the subject. After that the dog acted very artfulwith 'iding itself under the bed for half-an-hour or more before bed-time came, and weworked it so as my mother never found out what we'd done." Of course Worby was gladof its company anyhow, but more particularly when the nuisance that is stillremembered in Southminster as "the crying" set in.
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 "Night after night," said Worby, "that dog seemed to know it was coming; he'd creepout, he would, and snuggle into the bed and cuddle right up to me shivering, and whenthe crying come he'd be like a wild thing, shoving his head under my arm, and I wasfully near as bad. Six or seven times we'd hear it, not more, and[Pg 92] when he'd drorout his 'ed again I'd know it was over for that night. What was it like, sir? Well, I never
 heard but one thing that seemed to hit it off. I happened to be playing about in theClose, and there was two of the Canons met and said 'Good morning' one to another.'Sleep well last night?' says one—it was Mr. Henslow that one, and Mr. Lyall was theother—'Can't say I did,' says Mr. Lyall, 'rather too much of Isaiah 34. 14 for me.' '34.14,' says Mr. Henslow, 'what's that?' 'You call yourself a Bible reader!' says Mr. Lyall.(Mr. Henslow, you must know, he was one of what used to be termed Simeon's lot—pretty much what we should call the Evangelical party.) 'You go and look it up.' Iwanted to know what he was getting at myself, and so off I ran home and got out myown Bible, and there it was: 'the satyr shall cry to his fellow.' Well, I thought, is thatwhat we've been listening to these past nights? and I tell you it made me look over myshoulder a time or two. Of course I'd asked my father and mother about what it could be
 before that, but they both said it was most likely cats: but they spoke very short, and Icould see they was troubled. My word! that was a noise—'ungry-like, as[Pg 93] if it wascalling after some one that wouldn't come. If ever you felt you wanted company, itwould be when you was waiting for it to begin again. I believe two or three nights therewas men put on to watch in different parts of the Close; but they all used to get togetherin one corner, the nearest they could to the High Street, and nothing came of it.
 "Well, the next thing was this. Me and another of the boys—he's in business in the citynow as a grocer, like his father before him—we'd gone up in the Close after morningservice was over, and we heard old Palmer the mason bellowing to some of his men. Sowe went up nearer, because we knew he was a rusty old chap and there might be somefun going. It appears Palmer'd told this man to stop up the chink in that old tomb. Well,there was this man keeping on saying he'd done it the best he could, and there wasPalmer carrying on like all possessed about it. 'Call that making a job of it?' he says. 'Ifyou had your rights you'd get the sack for this. What do you suppose I pay you yourwages for? What do you suppose I'm going to say to the Dean and Chapter when theycome round, as come they may do any time, and see where you've been bunglingabout[Pg 94] covering the 'ole place with mess and plaster and Lord knows what?' 'Well,master, I done the best I could,' says the man; 'I don't know no more than what you do'ow it come to fall out this way. I tamped it right in the 'ole,' he says, 'and now it's fellout,' he says, 'I never see.'
 "'Fell out?' says old Palmer, 'why it's nowhere near the place. Blowed out, you mean,'and he picked up a bit of plaster, and so did I, that was laying up against the screen,three or four feet off, and not dry yet; and old Palmer he looked at it curious-like, andthen he turned round on me and he says, 'Now then, you boys, have you been up tosome of your games here?' 'No,' I says, 'I haven't, Mr. Palmer; there's none of us beenabout here till just this minute,' and while I was talking the other boy, Evans, he gotlooking in through the chink, and I heard him draw in his breath, and he came awaysharp and up to us, and says he, 'I believe there's something in there. I saw somethingshiny.' 'What! I daresay,' says old Palmer; 'Well, I ain't got time to stop about there.You, William, you go off and get some more stuff and make a job of it this time; if not,
 there'll be trouble in my yard,' he says.[Pg 95] 
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 "So the man he went off, and Palmer too, and us boys stopped behind, and I says toEvans, 'Did you really see anything in there?' 'Yes,' he says, 'I did indeed.' So then Isays, 'Let's shove something in and stir it up.' And we tried several of the bits of woodthat was laying about, but they were all too big. Then Evans he had a sheet of musiche'd brought with him, an anthem or a service, I forget which it was now, and he rolled
 it up small and shoved it in the chink; two or three times he did it, and nothinghappened. 'Give it me, boy,' I said, and I had a try. No, nothing happened. Then, I don'tknow why I thought of it, I'm sure, but I stooped down just opposite the chink and putmy two fingers in my mouth and whistled—you know the way—and at that I seemed tothink I heard something stirring, and I says to Evans, 'Come away,' I says; 'I don't likethis.' 'Oh, rot,' he says, 'Give me that roll,' and he took it and shoved it in. And I don'tthink ever I see any one go so pale as he did. 'I say, Worby,' he says, 'it's caught, or elsesome one's got hold of it.' 'Pull it out or leave it,' I says, 'Come and let's get off.' So hegave a good pull, and it came away. Leastways most of it did, but the end[Pg 96] wasgone. Torn off it was, and Evans looked at it for a second and then he gave a sort of acroak and let it drop, and we both made off out of there as quick as ever we could.
 When we got outside Evans says to me, 'Did you see the end of that paper.' 'No,' I says,'only it was torn.' 'Yes, it was,' he says, 'but it was wet too, and black!' Well, partlybecause of the fright we had, and partly because that music was wanted in a day or two,and we knew there'd be a set-out about it with the organist, we didn't say nothing to anyone else, and I suppose the workmen they swept up the bit that was left along with therest of the rubbish. But Evans, if you were to ask him this very day about it, he'd stick toit he saw that paper wet and black at the end where it was torn."
 After that the boys gave the choir a wide berth, so that Worby was not sure what wasthe result of the mason's renewed mending of the tomb. Only he made out fromfragments of conversation dropped by the workmen passing through the choir that somedifficulty had been met with, and that the governor—Mr. Palmer to wit—had tried hisown hand at the job. A little later, he happened to see Mr. Palmer himself knocking atthe door of the Deanery[Pg 97] and being admitted by the butler. A day or so after that,he gathered from a remark his father let fall at breakfast that something a little out of thecommon was to be done in the Cathedral after morning service on the morrow. "And I'd
  just as soon it was to-day," his father added, "I don't see the use of running risks.""'Father,' I says, 'what are you going to do in the Cathedral to-morrow?' and he turnedon me as savage as I ever see him—he was a wonderful good-tempered man as ageneral thing, my poor father was. 'My lad,' he says, 'I'll trouble you not to go pickingup your elders' and betters' talk: it's not manners and it's not straight. What I'm going to
 do or not going to do in the Cathedral to-morrow is none of your business: and if I catchsight of you hanging about the place to-morrow after your work's done, I'll send youhome with a flea in your ear. Now you mind that.' Of course I said I was very sorry andthat, and equally of course I went off and laid my plans with Evans. We knew there wasa stair up in the corner of the transept which you can get up to the triforium, and in themdays the door to it was pretty well always open, and even if it wasn't we knew the keyusually laid under a[Pg 98] bit of matting hard by. So we made up our minds we'd beputting away music and that, next morning while the rest of the boys was clearing off,and then slip up the stairs and watch from the triforium if there was any signs of workgoing on.
 "Well, that same night I dropped off asleep as sound as a boy does, and all of a suddenthe dog woke me up, coming into the bed, and thought I, now we're going to get it
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 sharp, for he seemed more frightened than usual. After about five minutes sure enoughcame this cry. I can't give you no idea what it was like; and so near too—nearer than I'dheard it yet—and a funny thing, Mr. Lake, you know what a place this Close is for anecho, and particular if you stand this side of it. Well, this crying never made no sign ofan echo at all. But, as I said, it was dreadful near this night; and on the top of the start I
 got with hearing it, I got another fright; for I heard something rustling outside in thepassage. Now to be sure I thought I was done; but I noticed the dog seemed to perk up abit, and next there was some one whispered outside the door, and I very near laughedout loud, for I knew it was my father and mother that had got out of bed with the noise.'Whatever is it?' says my[Pg 99] mother. 'Hush! I don't know,' says my father, excited-like, 'don't disturb the boy. I hope he didn't hear nothing.'
 "So, me knowing they were just outside, it made me bolder, and I slipped out of bedacross to my little window—giving on the Close—but the dog he bored right down tothe bottom of the bed—and I looked out. First go off I couldn't see anything. Then rightdown in the shadow under a buttress I made out what I shall always say was two spots
 of red—a dull red it was—nothing like a lamp or a fire, but just so as you could pick'em out of the black shadow. I hadn't but just sighted 'em when it seemed we wasn't theonly people that had been disturbed, because I see a window in a house on the left-handside become lighted up, and the light moving. I just turned my head to make sure of it,and then looked back into the shadow for those two red things, and they were gone, andfor all I peered about and stared, there was not a sign more of them. Then come my lastfright that night—something come against my bare leg—but that was all right: that wasmy little dog had come out of bed, and prancing about, making a great to-do, onlyholding his tongue, and me seeing he was quite in spirits again,[Pg 100] I took him backto bed and we slept the night out!
 "Next morning I made out to tell my mother I'd had the dog in my room, and I wassurprised, after all she'd said about it before, how quiet she took it. 'Did you?' she says.'Well, by good rights you ought to go without your breakfast for doing such a thingbehind my back: but I don't know as there's any great harm done, only another time youask my permission, do you hear?' A bit after that I said something to my father abouthaving heard the cats again. 'Cats,' he says, and he looked over at my poor mother, andshe coughed and he says, 'Oh! ah! yes, cats. I believe I heard 'em myself.'
 "That was a funny morning altogether: nothing seemed to go right. The organist hestopped in bed, and the minor Canon he forgot it was the 19th day and waited for the
 Venite; and after a bit the deputy he set off playing the chant for evensong, which was aminor; and then the Decani boys were laughing so much they couldn't sing, and when itcame to the anthem the solo boy he got took with the giggles, and made out his nosewas bleeding, and shoved the book at me what hadn't practised the verse and wasn'tmuch of a singer if I had known[Pg 101] it. Well, things was rougher, you see, fifty yearsago, and I got a nip from the counter-tenor behind me that I remembered.
 "So we got through somehow, and neither the men nor the boys weren't by way ofwaiting to see whether the Canon in residence—Mr. Henslow it was—would come tothe vestries and fine 'em, but I don't believe he did: for one thing I fancy he'd read thewrong lesson for the first time in his life, and knew it. Anyhow Evans and me didn't find
 no difficulty in slipping up the stairs as I told you, and when we got up we laidourselves down flat on our stomachs where we could just stretch our heads out over the
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 old tomb, and we hadn't but just done so when we heard the verger that was then, firstshutting the iron porch-gates and locking the south-west door, and then the transeptdoor, so we knew there was something up, and they meant to keep the public out for abit.
 "Next thing was, the Dean and the Canon come in by their door on the north, and then Isee my father, and old Palmer, and a couple of their best men, and Palmer stood atalking for a bit with the Dean in the middle of the choir. He had a coil of rope and themen had crows. All of 'em looked a bit nervous. So there they stood talking, and at last Iheard[Pg 102] the Dean say, 'Well, I've no time to waste, Palmer. If you think this'llsatisfy Southminster people, I'll permit it to be done; but I must say this, that never inthe whole course of my life have I heard such arrant nonsense from a practical man as Ihave from you. Don't you agree with me, Henslow?' As far as I could hear Mr. Henslowsaid something like 'Oh! well we're told, aren't we, Mr. Dean, not to judge others?' andthe Dean he gave a kind of sniff, and walked straight up to the tomb, and took his standbehind it with his back to the screen, and the others they come edging up rather
 gingerly. Henslow, he stopped on the south side and scratched on his chin, he did. Thenthe Dean spoke up: 'Palmer,' he says, 'which can you do easiest, get the slab off the top,or shift one of the side slabs?'
 "Old Palmer and his men they pottered about a bit looking round the edge of the topslab and sounding the sides on the south and east and west and everywhere but thenorth. Henslow said something about it being better to have a try at the south side,because there was more light and more room to move about in. Then my father, who'dbeen watching of them, went round to the north side, and knelt down and felt of the slabby the chink, and he got[Pg 103] up and dusted his knees and says to the Dean: 'Begpardon, Mr. Dean, but I think if Mr. Palmer'll try this here slab he'll find it'll come outeasy enough. Seems to me one of the men could prize it out with his crow by means ofthis chink.' 'Ah! thank you, Worby,' says the Dean; 'that's a good suggestion. Palmer, letone of your men do that, will you?'
 "So the man come round, and put his bar in and bore on it, and just that minute whenthey were all bending over, and we boys got our heads well out over the edge of thetriforium, there come a most fearful crash down at the west end of the choir, as if awhole stack of big timber had fallen down a flight of stairs. Well, you can't expect me totell you everything that happened all in a minute. Of course there was a terriblecommotion. I heard the slab fall out, and the crowbar on the floor, and I heard the Dean
 say 'Good God!'
 "When I looked down again I saw the Dean tumbled over on the floor, the men wasmaking off down the choir, Henslow was just going to help the Dean up, Palmer wasgoing to stop the men, as he said afterwards, and my father was sitting on the altar stepwith his face in his hands. The Dean he was very cross. 'I wish to goodness you'd lookwhere you're[Pg 104] coming to, Henslow,' he says. 'Why you should all take to yourheels when a stick of wood tumbles down I cannot imagine,' and all Henslow could do,explaining he was right away on the other side of the tomb, would not satisfy him.
 "Then Palmer came back and reported there was nothing to account for this noise and
 nothing seemingly fallen down, and when the Dean finished feeling of himself theygathered round—except my father, he sat where he was—and some one lighted up a bit
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 of candle and they looked into the tomb. 'Nothing there,' says the Dean, 'what did I tellyou? Stay! here's something. What's this: a bit of music paper, and a piece of tornstuff—part of a dress it looks like. Both quite modern—no interest whatever. Anothertime perhaps you'll take the advice of an educated man'—or something like that, and offhe went, limping a bit, and out through the north door, only as he went he called back
 angry to Palmer for leaving the door standing open. Palmer called out 'Very sorry, sir,'but he shrugged his shoulders, and Henslow says, 'I fancy Mr. Dean's mistaken. I closedthe door behind me, but he's a little upset.' Then Palmer says, 'Why, where's Worby?'and they saw him sitting on the step and went up to him. He[Pg 105] was recoveringhimself, it seemed, and wiping his forehead, and Palmer helped him up on to his legs, asI was glad to see.
 "They were too far off for me to hear what they said, but my father pointed to the northdoor in the aisle, and Palmer and Henslow both of them looked very surprised andscared. After a bit, my father and Henslow went out of the church, and the others madewhat haste they could to put the slab back and plaster it in. And about as the clock
 struck twelve the Cathedral was opened again and us boys made the best of our wayhome.
 "I was in a great taking to know what it was had given my poor father such a turn, andwhen I got in and found him sitting in his chair taking a glass of spirits, and my motherstanding looking anxious at him, I couldn't keep from bursting out and makingconfession where I'd been. But he didn't seem to take on, not in the way of losing histemper. 'You was there, was you? Well did you see it?' 'I see everything, father,' I said,'except when the noise came.' 'Did you see what it was knocked the Dean over?' he says,'that what come out of the monument? You didn't? Well, that's a mercy.' 'Why, whatwas it, father?' I said. 'Come, you must have seen it,' he says.[Pg 106] ' Didn't  you see? Athing like a man, all over hair, and two great eyes to it?'
 "Well, that was all I could get out of him that time, and later on he seemed as if he wasashamed of being so frightened, and he used to put me off when I asked him about it.But years after, when I was got to be a grown man, we had more talk now and again onthe matter, and he always said the same thing. 'Black it was,' he'd say, 'and a mass ofhair, and two legs, and the light caught on its eyes.'
 "Well, that's the tale of that tomb, Mr. Lake; it's one we don't tell to our visitors, and Ishould be obliged to you not to make any use of it till I'm out of the way. I doubt Mr.
 Evans'll feel the same as I do, if you ask him."
 This proved to be the case. But over twenty years have passed by, and the grass isgrowing over both Worby and Evans; so Mr. Lake felt no difficulty aboutcommunicating his notes—taken in 1890—to me. He accompanied them with a sketchof the tomb and a copy of the short inscription on the metal cross which was affixed atthe expense of Dr. Lyall to the centre of the northern side. It was from the Vulgate ofIsaiah xxxiv., and consisted merely of the three words—
 IBI CUBAVIT LAMIA.
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 LETTER II
 KING'S HEAD, Dec. 23, '37.
 MY DEAR ROBERT,—In the first place, there is as yet no news of Uncle H., and I think
 you may finally dismiss any idea—I won't say hope—that I might after all "turn up" forXmas. However, my thoughts will be with you, and you have my best wishes for areally festive day. Mind that none of my nephews or nieces expend any fraction of theirguineas on presents for me.
 Since I got here I have been blaming myself for taking this affair of Uncle H. too easily.From what people here say, I gather that there is very little hope that he can still bealive; but whether it is accident or design that carried him off I cannot judge. The factsare these. On Friday the 19th, he went as usual shortly before five o'clock to readevening prayers at the Church; and when they were over the clerk brought him amessage, in response to which he set off to pay a visit to a sick person at an outlying
 cottage the better part of two miles away. He paid the visit, and started on his return journey at about half-past six. This is the last that is known of him. The people[Pg 112] here are very much grieved at his loss; he had been here many years, as you know, andthough, as you also know, he was not the most genial of men, and had more than a littleof the martinet  in his composition, he seems to have been active in good works, andunsparing of trouble to himself.
 Poor Mrs. Hunt, who has been his housekeeper ever since she left Woodley, is quiteovercome: it seems like the end of the world to her. I am glad that I did not entertain theidea of taking quarters at the Rectory; and I have declined several kindly offers ofhospitality from people in the place, preferring as I do to be independent, and finding
 myself very comfortable here.
 You will, of course, wish to know what has been done in the way of inquiry and search.First, nothing was to be expected from investigation at the Rectory; and to be brief,nothing has transpired. I asked Mrs. Hunt—as others had done before—whether therewas either any unfavourable symptom in her master such as might portend a suddenstroke, or attack of illness, or whether he had ever had reason to apprehend any suchthing: but both she, and also his medical man, were clear that this was[Pg 113] not thecase. He was quite in his usual health. In the second place, naturally, ponds and streamshave been dragged, and fields in the neighbourhood which he is known to have visitedlast, have been searched—without result. I have myself talked to the parish clerk and—more important—have been to the house where he paid his visit.
 There can be no question of any foul play on these people's part. The one man in thehouse is ill in bed and very weak: the wife and the children of course could do nothingthemselves, nor is there the shadow of a probability that they or any of them shouldhave agreed to decoy poor Uncle H. out in order that he might be attacked on the wayback. They had told what they knew to several other inquirers already, but the womanrepeated it to me. The Rector was looking just as usual: he wasn't very long with thesick man—"He ain't," she said, "like some what has a gift in prayer; but there, if we wasall that way, 'owever would the chapel people get their living?" He left some money
 when he went away, and one of the children saw him cross the stile into the next field.
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 He was dressed as he always was: wore his bands—I gather he is nearly the last[Pg 114] man remaining who does so—at any rate in this district.
 You see I am putting down everything. The fact is that I have nothing else to do, havingbrought no business papers with me; and, moreover, it serves to clear my own mind,
 and may suggest points which have been overlooked. So I shall continue to write all thatpasses, even to conversations if need be—you may read or not as you please, but praykeep the letters. I have another reason for writing so fully, but it is not a very tangibleone.
 You may ask if I have myself made any search in the fields near the cottage.Something—a good deal—has been done by others, as I mentioned; but I hope to goover the ground to-morrow. Bow Street has now been informed, and will send down byto-night's coach, but I do not think they will make much of the job. There is no snow,which might have helped us. The fields are all grass. Of course I was on the qui vive forany indication to-day both going and returning; but there was a thick mist on the way
 back, and I was not in trim for wandering about unknown pastures, especially on anevening when bushes looked like men, and a cow lowing in the[Pg 115] distance mighthave been the last trump. I assure you, if Uncle Henry had stepped out from among thetrees in a little copse which borders the path at one place, carrying his head under hisarm, I should have been very little more uncomfortable than I was. To tell you the truth,I was rather expecting something of the kind. But I must drop my pen for the moment:Mr. Lucas, the curate, is announced.
  Later. Mr. Lucas has been, and gone, and there is not much beyond the decencies ofordinary sentiment to be got from him. I can see that he has given up any idea that theRector can be alive, and that, so far as he can be, he is truly sorry. I can also discern thateven in a more emotional person than Mr. Lucas, Uncle Henry was not likely to inspirestrong attachment.
 Besides Mr. Lucas, I have had another visitor in the shape of my Boniface—mine hostof the "King's Head"—who came to see whether I had everything I wished, and whoreally requires the pen of a Boz to do him justice. He was very solemn and weighty atfirst. "Well, sir," he said, "I suppose we must bow our 'ead beneath the blow, as my poorwife had used to say. So far as I can gather there's[Pg 116] been neither hide nor yet hairof our late respected incumbent scented out as yet; not that he was what the Scriptureterms a hairy man in any sense of the word."
 I said—as well as I could—that I supposed not, but could not help adding that I hadheard he was sometimes a little difficult to deal with. Mr. Bowman looked at me sharplyfor a moment, and then passed in a flash from solemn sympathy to impassioneddeclamation. "When I think," he said, "of the language that man see fit to employ to mein this here parlour over no more a matter than a cask of beer—such a thing as I toldhim might happen any day of the week to a man with a family—though as it turned outhe was quite under a mistake, and that I knew at the time, only I was that shocked tohear him I couldn't lay my tongue to the right expression."
 He stopped abruptly and eyed me with some embarrassment. I only said, "Dear me, I'm
 sorry to hear you had any little differences; I suppose my uncle will be a good dealmissed in the parish?" Mr. Bowman drew a long breath. "Ah, yes!" he said; "your uncle!
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 an hour ago—to leave no stone unturned as may throw even a spark of light on thispainful matter."
 In fact, Mr. Bowman did accompany us on our exploration, but though I am sure hisgenuine wish was to be helpful, I am afraid he did not contribute to the serious side of
 it. He appeared to be under the impression that[Pg 120] we were likely to meet eitherUncle Henry or the person responsible for his disappearance, walking about the fields—and did a great deal of shading his eyes with his hand and calling our attention, bypointing with his stick, to distant cattle and labourers. He held several longconversations with old women whom we met, and was very strict and severe in hismanner—but on each occasion returned to our party saying, "Well, I find she don't seemto 'ave no connexion with this sad affair. I think you may take it from me, sir, as there'slittle or no light to be looked for from that quarter; not without she's keeping somethinkback intentional."
 We gained no appreciable result, as I told you at starting; the Bow Street men have left
 the town, whether for London or not, I am not sure.
 This evening I had company in the shape of a bagman, a smartish fellow. He knew whatwas going forward, but though he has been on the roads for some days about here, hehad nothing to tell of suspicious characters—tramps, wandering sailors or gipsies. Hewas very full of a capital Punch and Judy Show he had seen this same day at W——,and asked if it had[Pg 121] been here yet, and advised me by no means to miss it if it doescome. The best Punch and the best Toby dog, he said, he had ever come across. Tobydogs, you know, are the last new thing in the shows. I have only seen one myself, butbefore long all the men will have them.
 Now why, you will want to know, do I trouble to write all this to you? I am obliged todo it, because it has something to do with another absurd trifle (as you will inevitablysay), which in my present state of rather unquiet fancy—nothing more, perhaps—I haveto put down. It is a dream, sir, which I am going to record, and I must say it is one of theoddest I have had. Is there anything in it beyond what the bagman's talk and UncleHenry's disappearance could have suggested? You, I repeat, shall judge: I am not in asufficiently cool and judicial frame to do so.
 It began with what I can only describe as a pulling aside of curtains: and I found myselfseated in a place—I don't know whether in doors or out. There were people—only a
 few—on either side of me, but I did not recognize them, or indeed think much aboutthem. They never spoke, but, so far as I remember,[Pg 122] were all grave and pale-facedand looked fixedly before them. Facing me there was a Punch and Judy Show, perhapsrather larger than the ordinary ones, painted with black figures on a reddish-yellowground. Behind it and on each side was only darkness, but in front there was asufficiency of light. I was "strung up" to a high degree of expectation and listened everymoment to hear the panpipes and the Roo-too-too-it. Instead of that there camesuddenly an enormous—I can use no other word—an enormous single toll of a bell, Idon't know from how far off—somewhere behind. The little curtain flew up and thedrama began.
 I believe someone once tried to re-write Punch as a serious tragedy; but whoever hemay have been, this performance would have suited him exactly. There was something
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 Satanic about the hero. He varied his methods of attack: for some of his victims he layin wait, and to see his horrible face—it was yellowish white, I may remark—peeringround the wings made me think of the Vampyre in Fuseli's foul sketch. To others he waspolite and carneying—particularly to the unfortunate alien who can only sayShallabalah—though what Punch said[Pg 123] I never could catch. But with all of them I
 came to dread the moment of death. The crack of the stick on their skulls, which in theordinary way delights me, had here a crushing sound as if the bone was giving way, andthe victims quivered and kicked as they lay. The baby—it sounds more ridiculous as Igo on—the baby, I am sure, was alive. Punch wrung its neck, and if the choke or squeakwhich it gave were not real, I know nothing of reality.
 The stage got perceptibly darker as each crime was consummated, and at last there wasone murder which was done quite in the dark, so that I could see nothing of the victim,and took some time to effect. It was accompanied by hard breathing and horrid muffledsounds, and after it Punch came and sat on the foot-board and fanned himself andlooked at his shoes, which were bloody, and hung his head on one side, and sniggered in
 so deadly a fashion that I saw some of those beside me cover their faces, and I wouldgladly have done the same. But in the meantime the scene behind Punch was clearing,and showed, not the usual house front, but something more ambitious—a grove of treesand the gentle slope of a hill, with a very natural—in fact, I should say a real—moon[Pg
 124] shining on it. Over this there rose slowly an object which I soon perceived to be ahuman figure with something peculiar about the head—what, I was unable at first tosee. It did not stand on its feet, but began creeping or dragging itself across the middledistance towards Punch, who still sat back to it; and by this time, I may remark (thoughit did not occur to me at the moment) that all pretence of this being a puppet show hadvanished. Punch was still Punch, it is true, but, like the others, was in some sense a livecreature, and both moved themselves at their own will.
 When I next glanced at him he was sitting in malignant reflection; but in another instantsomething seemed to attract his attention, and he first sat up sharply and then turnedround, and evidently caught sight of the person that was approaching him and was infact now very near. Then, indeed, did he show unmistakable signs of terror: catching uphis stick, he rushed towards the wood, only just eluding the arm of his pursuer, whichwas suddenly flung out to intercept him. It was with a revulsion which I cannot easilyexpress that I now saw more or less clearly what this pursuer was like. He was a sturdyfigure clad in black, and,[Pg 125] as I thought, wearing bands: his head was covered witha whitish bag.
 The chase which now began lasted I do not know how long, now among the trees, nowalong the slope of the field, sometimes both figures disappearing wholly for a fewseconds, and only some uncertain sounds letting one know that they were still afoot. Atlength there came a moment when Punch, evidently exhausted, staggered in from theleft and threw himself down among the trees. His pursuer was not long after him, andcame looking uncertainly from side to side. Then, catching sight of the figure on theground, he too threw himself down—his back was turned to the audience—with a swiftmotion twitched the covering from his head, and thrust his face into that of Punch.Everything on the instant grew dark.
 There was one long, loud, shuddering scream, and I awoke to find myself lookingstraight into the face of—what in all the world do you think?—but a large owl, which
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 was seated on my window-sill immediately opposite my bed-foot, holding up its wingslike two shrouded arms. I caught the fierce glance of its yellow eyes, and then it wasgone. I heard the single[Pg 126] enormous bell again—very likely, as you are saying toyourself, the church clock; but I do not think so—and then I was broad awake.
 All this, I may say, happened within the last half-hour. There was no probability of mygetting to sleep again, so I got up, put on clothes enough to keep me warm, and amwriting this rigmarole in the first hours of Christmas Day. Have I left out anything? Yes,there was no Toby dog, and the names over the front of the Punch and Judy booth wereKidman and Gallop, which were certainly not what the bagman told me to look out for.
 By this time, I feel a little more as if I could sleep, so this shall be sealed and wafered.
 LETTER IV
  Dec. 26, '37.
 MY DEAR ROBERT,—All is over. The body has been found. I do not make excuses fornot having sent off my news by last night's mail, for the simple reason that I wasincapable of putting pen to paper. The events that attended the discovery bewildered meso completely that I needed what I could get of a night's rest to enable me to face thesituation at all. Now I can give you my journal of the[Pg 127] day, certainly the strangestChristmas Day that ever I spent or am likely to spend.
 The first incident was not very serious. Mr. Bowman had, I think, been keepingChristmas Eve, and was a little inclined to be captious: at least, he was not on foot veryearly, and to judge from what I could hear, neither men or maids could do anything to
 please him. The latter were certainly reduced to tears; nor am I sure that Mr. Bowmansucceeded in preserving a manly composure. At any rate, when I came downstairs, itwas in a broken voice that he wished me the compliments of the season, and a little lateron, when he paid his visit of ceremony at breakfast, he was far from cheerful: evenByronic, I might almost say, in his outlook on life.
 "I don't know," he said, "if you think with me, sir; but every Christmas as comes roundthe world seems a hollerer thing to me. Why, take an example now from what laysunder my own eye. There's my servant Eliza—been with me now for going on fifteenyears. I thought I could have placed my confidence in Elizar, and yet this verymorning—Christmas morning too, of all the blessed days in the year—with the bells aringing and—and—all like[Pg 128] that—I say, this very morning, had it not have beenfor Providence watching over us all, that girl would have put—indeed I may go so far tosay, 'ad put the cheese on your breakfast table——" He saw I was about to speak, andwaved his hand at me. "It's all very well for you to say, 'Yes, Mr. Bowman, but you tookaway the cheese and locked it up in the cupboard,' which I did, and have the key here, orif not the actual key one very much about the same size. That's true enough, sir, butwhat do you think is the effect of that action on me? Why it's no exaggeration for me tosay that the ground is cut from under my feet. And yet when I said as much to Eliza, notnasty, mind you, but just firm like, what was my return? 'Oh,' she says: 'Well,' she says,'there wasn't no bones broke, I suppose.' Well, sir, it 'urt me, that's all I can say: it 'urt
 me, and I don't like to think of it now."
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 There was an ominous pause here, in which I ventured to say something like, "Yes, verytrying," and then asked at what hour the church service was to be. "Eleven o'clock," Mr.Bowman said with a heavy sigh. "Ah, you won't have no such discourse from poor Mr.Lucas as what you would have done from[Pg 129] our late Rector. Him and me may havehad our little differences, and did do, more's the pity."
 I could see that a powerful effort was needed to keep him off the vexed question of thecask of beer, but he made it. "But I will say this, that a better preacher, nor yet one tostand faster by his rights, or what he considered to be his rights—however, that's not thequestion now—I for one, never set under. Some might say, 'Was he a eloquent man?'and to that my answer would be: 'Well, there you've a better right per'aps to speak ofyour own uncle than what I have.' Others might ask, 'Did he keep a hold of hiscongregation?' and there again I should reply, 'That depends.' But as I say—Yes, Eliza,my girl, I'm coming—eleven o'clock, sir, and you inquire for the King's Head pew." Ibelieve Eliza had been very near the door, and shall consider it in my vail.
 The next episode was church: I felt Mr. Lucas had a difficult task in doing justice toChristmas sentiments, and also to the feeling of disquiet and regret which, whatever Mr.Bowman might say, was clearly prevalent. I do not think he rose to the occasion. Iwas[Pg 130] uncomfortable. The organ wolved—you know what I mean: the wind died—twice in the Christmas Hymn, and the tenor bell, I suppose owing to some negligenceon the part of the ringers, kept sounding faintly about once in a minute during thesermon. The clerk sent up a man to see to it, but he seemed unable to do much. I wasglad when it was over. There was an odd incident, too, before the service. I went inrather early, and came upon two men carrying the parish bier back to its place under thetower. From what I overheard them saying, it appeared that it had been put out bymistake, by some one who was not there. I also saw the clerk busy folding up a moth-eaten velvet pall—not a sight for Christmas Day.
 I dined soon after this, and then, feeling disinclined to go out, took my seat by the fire inthe parlour, with the last number of Pickwick , which I had been saving up for somedays. I thought I could be sure of keeping awake over this, but I turned out as bad as ourfriend Smith. I suppose it was half-past two when I was roused by a piercing whistleand laughing and talking voices outside in the market-place. It was a Punch and Judy—Ihad no doubt the[Pg 131] one that my bagman had seen at W——. I was half delighted,half not—the latter because my unpleasant dream came back to me so vividly; but,anyhow, I determined to see it through, and I sent Eliza out with a crown-piece to the
 performers and a request that they would face my window if they could manage it.
 The show was a very smart new one; the names of the proprietors, I need hardly tellyou, were Italian, Foresta and Calpigi. The Toby dog was there, as I had been led toexpect. All B—— turned out, but did not obstruct my view, for I was at the large first-floor window and not ten yards away.
 The play began on the stroke of a quarter to three by the church clock. Certainly it wasvery good; and I was soon relieved to find that the disgust my dream had given me forPunch's onslaughts on his ill-starred visitors was only transient. I laughed at the demiseof the Turncock, the Foreigner, the Beadle, and even the baby. The only drawback was
 the Toby dog's developing a tendency to howl in the wrong place. Something hadoccurred, I suppose, to upset him, and something considerable: for, I forget exactly at
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 what point, he[Pg 132] gave a most lamentable cry, leapt off the foot board, and shotaway across the market-place and down a side street. There was a stage-wait, but only abrief one. I suppose the men decided that it was no good going after him, and that hewas likely to turn up again at night.
 We went on. Punch dealt faithfully with Judy, and in fact with all comers; and thencame the moment when the gallows was erected, and the great scene with Mr. Ketchwas to be enacted. It was now that something happened of which I can certainly not yetsee the import fully. You have witnessed an execution, and know what the criminal'shead looks like with the cap on. If you are like me, you never wish to think of it again,and I do not willingly remind you of it. It was just such a head as that, that I, from mysomewhat higher post, saw in the inside of the show-box; but at first the audience didnot see it. I expected it to emerge into their view, but instead of that there slowly rosefor a few seconds an uncovered face, with an expression of terror upon it, of which Ihave never imagined the like. It seemed as if the man, whoever he was, was beingforcibly lifted, with his arms somehow[Pg 133] pinioned or held back, towards the little
 gibbet on the stage. I could just see the nightcapped head behind him. Then there was acry and a crash. The whole show-box fell over backwards; kicking legs were seenamong the ruins, and then two figures—as some said; I can only answer for one—werevisible running at top speed across the square and disappearing in a lane which leads tothe fields.
 Of course everybody gave chase. I followed; but the pace was killing, and very fewwere in, literally, at the death. It happened in a chalk pit: the man went over the edgequite blindly and broke his neck. They searched everywhere for the other, until itoccurred to me to ask whether he had ever left the market-place. At first everyone wassure that he had; but when we came to look, he was there, under the show-box, deadtoo.
 But in the chalk pit it was that poor Uncle Henry's body was found, with a sack over thehead, the throat horribly mangled. It was a peaked corner of the sack sticking out of thesoil that attracted attention. I cannot bring myself to write in greater detail.
 I forgot to say the men's real names were Kidman and Gallop. I feel sure I have heard[Pg
 134] them, but no one here seems to know anything about them.
 I am coming to you as soon as I can after the funeral. I must tell you when we meet
 what I think of it all.
 [Pg 135] 
 TWO DOCTORS
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 [Pg 137] 
 TWO DOCTORS
 It is a very common thing, in my experience, to find papers shut up in old books; but
 one of the rarest things to come across any such that are at all interesting. Still it doeshappen, and one should never destroy them unlooked at. Now it was a practice of minebefore the war occasionally to buy old ledgers of which the paper was good, and whichpossessed a good many blank leaves, and to extract these and use them for my ownnotes and writings. One such I purchased for a small sum in 1911. It was tightlyclasped, and its boards were warped by having for years been obliged to embrace anumber of extraneous sheets. Three-quarters of this inserted matter had lost all vestigeof importance for any living human being: one bundle had not. That it belonged to alawyer is certain, for it is endorsed: The strangest case I have yet met , and bears initials,and an address in Gray's Inn. It is only materials for a case, and consists of [Pg 138] statements by possible witnesses. The man who would have been the defendant orprisoner seems never to have appeared. The dossier  is not complete, but, such as it is, itfurnishes a riddle in which the supernatural appears to play a part. You must see whatyou can make of it.
 The following is the setting and the tale as I elicit it.
 Dr. Abell was walking in his garden one afternoon waiting for his horse to be broughtround that he might set out on his visits for the day. As the place was Islington, themonth June, and the year 1718, we conceive the surroundings as being countrified andpleasant. To him entered his confidential servant, Luke Jennett, who had been with him
 twenty years.
 "I said I wished to speak to him, and what I had to say might take some quarter of anhour. He accordingly bade me go into his study, which was a room opening on theterrace path where he was walking, and came in himself and sat down. I told him that,much against my will, I must look out for another place. He inquired what was myreason, in consideration I had been so long with him. I said if he would excuse me hewould do me a[Pg 139] great kindness, because (this appears to have been common formeven in 1718) I was one that always liked to have everything pleasant about me. As wellas I can remember, he said that was his case likewise, but he would wish to know why Ishould change my mind after so many years, and, says he, 'you know there can be no
 talk of a remembrance of you in my will if you leave my service now.' I said I had mademy reckoning of that.
 "'Then,' says he, 'you must have some complaint to make, and if I could I wouldwillingly set it right.' And at that I told him, not seeing how I could keep it back, thematter of my former affidavit and of the bedstaff in the dispensing-room, and said that ahouse where such things happened was no place for me. At which he, looking veryblack upon me, said no more, but called me fool, and said he would pay what wasowing me in the morning; and so, his horse being waiting, went out. So for that night Ilodged with my sister's husband near Battle Bridge and came early next morning to mylate master, who then made a great matter that I had not lain in his house and stopped a
 crown out of my wages owing.
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 "After that I took service here and there,[Pg 140] not for long at a time, and saw no moreof him till I came to be Dr. Quinn's man at Dodds Hall in Islington."
 There is one very obscure part in this statement, namely, the reference to the formeraffidavit and the matter of the bedstaff. The former affidavit is not in the bundle of
 papers. It is to be feared that it was taken out to be read because of its special oddity,and not put back. Of what nature the story was may be guessed later, but as yet no cluehas been put into our hands.
 The Rector of Islington, Jonathan Pratt, is the next to step forward. He furnishesparticulars of the standing and reputation of Dr. Abell and Dr. Quinn, both of whomlived and practised in his parish.
 "It is not to be supposed," he says, "that a physician should be a regular attendant atmorning and evening prayers, or at the Wednesday lectures, but within the measure oftheir ability I would say that both these persons fulfilled their obligations as loyal
 members of the Church of England. At the same time (as you desire my private mind) Imust say, in the language of the schools, distinguo. Dr. A. was to me a source ofperplexity, Dr. Q. to my[Pg 141] eye a plain, honest believer, not inquiring over closelyinto points of belief, but squaring his practice to what lights he had. The other interestedhimself in questions to which Providence, as I hold, designs no answer to be given us inthis state: he would ask me, for example, what place I believed those beings now to holdin the scheme of creation which by some are thought neither to have stood fast when therebel angels fell, nor to have joined with them to the full pitch of their transgression.
 "As was suitable, my first answer to him was a question, What warrant he had forsupposing any such beings to exist? for that there was none in Scripture I took it he wasaware. It appeared—for as I am on the subject, the whole tale may be given—that hegrounded himself on such passages as that of the satyr which Jerome tells us conversedwith Antony; but thought too that some parts of Scripture might be cited in support.'And besides,' said he, 'you know 'tis the universal belief among those that spend theirdays and nights abroad, and I would add that if your calling took you so continuously asit does me about the country lanes by night, you might not be so surprised as I see youto be by my suggestion.' 'You[Pg 142] are then of John Milton's mind,' I said, 'and holdthat
 Millions of spiritual creatures walk the earth
 Unseen, both when we wake and when we sleep.'
 "'I do not know,' he said, 'why Milton should take upon himself to say "unseen"; thoughto be sure he was blind when he wrote that. But for the rest, why, yes, I think he was inthe right.' 'Well,' I said, 'though not so often as you, I am not seldom called abroadpretty late; but I have no mind of meeting a satyr in our Islington lanes in all the years Ihave been here; and if you have had the better luck, I am sure the Royal Society wouldbe glad to know of it.'
 "I am reminded of these trifling expressions because Dr. A. took them so ill, stampingout of the room in a huff with some such word as that these high and dry parsons had no
 eyes but for a prayerbook or a pint of wine.

Page 205
                        

8/10/2019 ghosdt stories.pdf
 http://slidepdf.com/reader/full/ghosdt-storiespdf 205/208
 "But this was not the only time that our conversation took a remarkable turn. There wasan evening when he came in, at first seeming gay and in good spirits, but afterwards ashe sat and smoked by the fire falling into a musing way; out of which to rouse him Isaid pleasantly[Pg 143] that I supposed he had had no meetings of late with his oddfriends. A question which did effectually arouse him, for he looked most wildly, and as
 if scared, upon me, and said, 'You were never there? I did not see you. Who broughtyou?' And then in a more collected tone, 'What was this about a meeting? I believe Imust have been in a doze.' To which I answered that I was thinking of fauns andcentaurs in the dark lane, and not of a witches' Sabbath; but it seemed he took itdifferently.
 "'Well,' said he, 'I can plead guilty to neither; but I find you very much more of a scepticthan becomes your cloth. If you care to know about the dark lane you might do worsethan ask my housekeeper that lived at the other end of it when she was a child.' 'Yes,'said I, 'and the old women in the almshouse and the children in the kennel. If I wereyou, I would send to your brother Quinn for a bolus to clear your brain.' 'Damn Quinn,'
 says he; 'talk no more of him: he has embezzled four of my best patients this month; Ibelieve it is that cursed man of his, Jennett, that used to be with me, his tongue is neverstill; it should be nailed to the pillory[Pg 144] if he had his deserts.' This, I may say, wasthe only time of his showing me that he had any grudge against either Dr. Quinn orJennett, and as was my business, I did my best to persuade him he was mistaken inthem. Yet it could not be denied that some respectable families in the parish had givenhim the cold shoulder, and for no reason that they were willing to allege. The end wasthat he said he had not done so ill at Islington but that he could afford to live at easeelsewhere when he chose, and anyhow he bore Dr. Quinn no malice. I think I nowremember what observation of mine drew him into the train of thought which he nextpursued. It was, I believe, my mentioning some juggling tricks which my brother in theEast Indies had seen at the court of the Rajah of Mysore. 'A convenient thing enough,'said Dr. Abell to me, 'if by some arrangement a man could get the power ofcommunicating motion and energy to inanimate objects.' 'As if the axe should moveitself against him that lifts it; something of that kind?' 'Well, I don't know that that wasin my mind so much; but if you could summon such a volume from your shelf or evenorder it to open at the right page.'[Pg 145] 
 "He was sitting by the fire—it was a cold evening—and stretched out his hand that way,and just then the fire-irons, or at least the poker, fell over towards him with a greatclatter, and I did not hear what else he said. But I told him that I could not easily
 conceive of an arrangement, as he called it, of such a kind that would not include as oneof its conditions a heavier payment than any Christian would care to make; to which heassented. 'But,' he said, 'I have no doubt these bargains can be made very tempting, verypersuasive. Still, you would not favour them, eh, Doctor? No, I suppose not.'
 "This is as much as I know of Dr. Abell's mind, and the feeling between these men. Dr.Quinn, as I said, was a plain, honest creature, and a man to whom I would have gone—indeed I have before now gone to him for advice on matters of business. He was,however, every now and again, and particularly of late, not exempt from troublesomefancies. There was certainly a time when he was so much harassed by his dreams that hecould not keep them to himself, but would tell them to his acquaintances and among
 them to me. I was at supper at his house, and he was not inclined to let me[Pg 146] leavehim at my usual time. 'If you go,' he said, 'there will be nothing for it but I must go to
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 bed and dream of the chrysalis.' 'You might be worse off,' said I. 'I do not think it,' hesaid, and he shook himself like a man who is displeased with the complexion of histhoughts. 'I only meant,' said I, 'that a chrysalis is an innocent thing.' 'This one is not,' hesaid, 'and I do not care to think of it.'
 "However, sooner than lose my company he was fain to tell me (for I pressed him) thatthis was a dream which had come to him several times of late, and even more than oncein a night. It was to this effect, that he seemed to himself to wake under an extremecompulsion to rise and go out of doors. So he would dress himself and go down to hisgarden door. By the door there stood a spade which he must take, and go out into thegarden, and at a particular place in the shrubbery somewhat clear and upon which themoon shone, for there was always in his dream a full moon, he would feel himselfforced to dig. And after some time the spade would uncover something light-coloured,which he would perceive to be a stuff, linen or woollen, and this he must clear with hishands. It was always the same: of [Pg 147] the size of a man and shaped like the chrysalisof a moth, with the folds showing a promise of an opening at one end.
 "He could not describe how gladly he would have left all at this stage and run to thehouse, but he must not escape so easily. So with many groans, and knowing only toowell what to expect, he parted these folds of stuff, or, as it sometimes seemed to be,membrane, and disclosed a head covered with a smooth pink skin, which breaking asthe creature stirred, showed him his own face in a state of death. The telling of this somuch disturbed him that I was forced out of mere compassion to sit with him the greaterpart of the night and talk with him upon indifferent subjects. He said that upon everyrecurrence of this dream he woke and found himself, as it were, fighting for his breath."
 Another extract from Luke Jennett's long continuous statement comes in at this point.
 "I never told tales of my master, Dr. Abell, to anybody in the neighbourhood. When Iwas in another service I remember to have spoken to my fellow-servants about thematter of the bedstaff, but I am sure I never said either I or he were the personsconcerned, and[Pg 148] it met with so little credit that I was affronted and thought best tokeep it to myself. And when I came back to Islington and found Dr. Abell still there,who I was told had left the parish, I was clear that it behoved me to use great discretion,for indeed I was afraid of the man, and it is certain I was no party to spreading any illreport of him. My master, Dr. Quinn, was a very just, honest man, and no maker ofmischief. I am sure he never stirred a finger nor said a word by way of inducement to a
 soul to make them leave going to Dr. Abell and come to him; nay, he would hardly bepersuaded to attend them that came, until he was convinced that if he did not they wouldsend into the town for a physician rather than do as they had hitherto done.
 "I believe it may be proved that Dr. Abell came into my master's house more than once.We had a new chambermaid out of Hertfordshire, and she asked me who was thegentleman that was looking after the master, that is Dr. Quinn, when he was out, andseemed so disappointed that he was out. She said whoever he was he knew the way ofthe house well, running at once into the study and then into the dispensing-room, andlast into the [Pg 149]bed-chamber. I made her tell me what he was like, and what she saidwas suitable enough to Dr. Abell; but besides she told me she saw the same man at
 church and some one told her that was the Doctor.
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 The surgeon's evidence forms of course part of the report of the inquest, but since it hasnothing but remarks upon the healthy state of the larger organs and the coagulation ofblood in various parts of the body, it need not be reproduced. The verdict was "Death bythe visitation of God."
 Annexed to the other papers is one which I was at first inclined to suppose had made itsway among them by mistake. Upon further consideration I think I can divine a reasonfor its presence.
 It relates to the rifling of a mausoleum in Middlesex which stood in a park (now brokenup), the property of a noble family which I will not name. The outrage was not that ofan ordinary resurrection man. The object, it seemed likely, was theft. The account isblunt and terrible. I shall not quote it. A dealer in the North of London suffered heavypenalties as a receiver of stolen goods in connexion with the affair.
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