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Charles Dickens
The Haunted House =+ 2+ : -

IN TWO CHAPTERS

B

THE MORTALS IN THE HOUSE

UNDER none of the accredited ghostly circumstances,

and environed by none of the conventional ghostly
surroundings, did I first make acquaintance with the house
which is the subject of this Christmas piece. I saw it in the
daylight, with the sun upon it. There was no wind, no
rain, no lightning, no thunder, no awful or untoward circum-
stance, of any kind, to heighten its effect. More than that:
I had come to it direct from a railway station: it was not
more than a mile distant from the railway station; and, as T
stood outside the house, looking back upon the way I had
come, I could see the goods train running smoothly along
the embankment in the valley. I will not say that every-
thing was utterly commonplace, because I doubt if anything
can be that, except to utterly commonplace people—and
there my vanity steps in; but, I will take it on myself to say
that anybody might see the house as I saw it, any fine
autumn morning.

The manner of my lighting on it was this:

I was traveling towards London out of the North, intend-
ing to stop by the way, to look at the house. My health
required a temporary residence in the country; and a friend
of mine who knew that, and who had happened to drive past
the house, had written to me to suggest it as a likely place.
I had got into the train at midnight, and had fallen asleep,
and had woke up and had sat looking out of window at the
brilliant Northern Lights in the sky, and had fallen asleep
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English Mystery Stories

again, and had woke up again to find the night gone, with
the usual discontented conviction on me that I hadn’t been
to sleep at all;—upon which question, in the first imbecility
of that condition, I am ashamed to believe that I would have
done wager by battle with the man who sat opposite me.
That opposite man had had, through the night—as that
opposite man always has—several legs too many, and all of

" . then 'too: ac\ng In addition to this unreasonable conduct

(Whlch was only to be expected of him), he had had a pencil

- : ‘:,:dﬁda a pockct—book and had been perpetually listening and

taking notes. * It had appeared to me that these aggravatmg
notes related to the jolts and bumps of the carriage, and I
should have resigned myself to his taking them, under a
general supposition that he was in the civil-engineering way
of life, if he had not sat staring straight over my head
whenever he listened. He was a goggle-eyed gentleman of a
perplexed aspect, and his demeanor became unbearable.

It was a cold, dead morning (the sun not being up yet),
and when I had out-watched the paling light of the fires of
the iron country, and the curtain of heavy smoke that hung
at once between me and the stars and between me and the
day, I turned to my fellow-traveler and said:

“I beg your pardon, sir, but do you observe anything
particular in me?” For, really, he appeared to be taking
down, either my traveling-cap or my hair, with a minuteness
that was a liberty.

The goggle-eyed gentleman withdrew his eyes from
behind me, as if the back of the carriage were a hundred
miles off, and said, with a lofty look of compassion for
my insignificance :

“In you, sir—B.”

“B, sir?” said I, growing warm,

“T have nothing to do with you, sir,” returned the gentle-
man; “pray let me listen—0O.”

He enunciated this vowel after a pause, and noted it down.

At first I was alarmed, for an Express lunatic and no
communication with the guard, is a serious position. The
thought came to my relief that the gentleman might be
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what is popularly called a Rapper: one of a sect for (some
of) whom I have the highest respect, but whom I don’t
believe in. I was going to ask him the question, when he
took the bread out of my mouth.

“You will excuse me,” said the gentleman contemptuously,
“if I am too much in advance of common humanity to
trouble myself at all about it. I have passed the night—as
indeed I pass the whole of my time now—in spiritual inter-
course.”

“0O!” said I, something snappishly.

“ The conferences of the night began,” continued the gen-
tleman, turning several leaves of his notebook, ‘“ with this
message: ‘ Evil communications corrupt good manners.””

“ Sound,” said I; “but absolutely new?”

“ New from spirits,” returned the gentleman.

I could only repeat my rather snappish “O!” and ask if
I might be favored with the last communication.

“*¢A bird in the hand,’” said the gentleman, reading his
last entry with great solemnity, “‘is worth two in the
Bosh.””

“Truly T am of the same opinion,” said I; “ but shouldn’t
it be Bush?”

“Tt came to me Bosh,” returned the gentleman.

The gentleman then informed me that the spirit of
Socrates had delivered this special revelation in the course
of the night. “My friend, I hope you are pretty well.
There are two in this railway carriage. How do you do?
There are seventeen thousand four hundred and seventy-
nine spirits here, but you cannot see them. Pythagoras
is here. He is not at liberty to mention it, but hopes you
like traveling.” Galileo likewise had dropped in, with this
scientific intelligence. “I am glad to see you, amico.
Come sta? Water will freeze when it is cold enough,
Addio!” 1In the course of the night, also, the following
phenomena had occurred. Bishop Butler had insisted on
spelling his name, “ Bubler,” for which offense against
orthography and good manners he had been dismissed as
out of temper. John Milton (suspected of willful mystifica-
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tion) had repudiated the authorship of Paradise Lost, and
had introduced, as joint authors of that poem, two Unknown
gentlemen, respectively named Grungers and Scadgingtone.
And Prince Arthur, nephew of King John of England, had
described himself as tolerably comfortable in the seventh
circle, where he was learning to paint on velvet, under the
direction of Mrs. Trimmer and Mary Queen of Scots.

If this should meet the eye of the gentleman who favored
me with these disclosures, I trust he will excuse my con-
fessing that the sight of the rising sun, and the contempla-
tion of the magnificent Order of the vast Universe, made
me impatient of them. In a word, I was so impatient of
them, that I was mightily glad to get out at the next
station, and to exchange these clouds and vapors for the
free air of Heaven.

By that time it was a beautiful morning. As I walked
away among such leaves as had already fallen from the
golden, brown, and russet trees; and as I looked around me
on the wonders of Creation, and thought of the steady,
unchanging, and harmonious laws by which they are sus-
tained; the gentleman’s spiritual intercourse seemed to me
as poor a piece of journey-work as ever this world saw.
In which heathen state of mind, I came within view of the
house, and stopped to examine it attentively.

It was a solitary house, standing in a sadly neglected
garden: a pretty even square of some two acres. It was a
house of about the time of George the Second; as stiff, as
cold, as formal, and in as bad taste, as could possibly be
desired by the most loyal admirer of the whole quartet of
Georges. It was uninhabited, but had, within a year or
two, been cheaply repaired to render it habitable; I say
cheaply, because the work had been done in a surface
manner, and was already decaying as to the paint and
plaster, though the colors were fresh. A lopsided board
drooped over the garden wall, announcing that it was “to
let on very reasonable terms, well furnished.” It was much
too closely and heavily shadowed by trees, and, in particular,
there were six tall poplars before the front windows, which
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were excessively melancholy, and the site of which had
been extremely ill chosen.

It was easy to see that it was an avoided house—a house
that was shunned by the village, to which my eye was guided
by a church spire some half a mile off—a house that nobody
would take. And the natural inference was, that it had the
reputation of being a haunted house.

No period within the four-and-twenty hours of day and
night is so solemn to me, as the early morning. In the
summer time, I often rise very early, and repair to my room
to do a day’s work before breakfast, and I am always on
those occasions deeply impressed by the stillness and solitude
around me. DBesides that there is something awful in the
being surrounded by familiar faces asleep—in the knowledge
that those who are dearest to us and to whom we are dearest,
are profoundly unconscious of us, in an impassive state,
anticipative of that mysterious condition to which we are all
tending—the stopped life, the broken threads of yesterday,
the deserted seat, the closed book, the unfinished but
abandoned occupation, all are images of Death. The tran-
quillity of the hour is the tranquillity of Death. The color
and the chill have the same association. Even a certain air
that familiar household objects take upon them when they
first emerge from the shadows of the night into the morning,
of being newer, and as they used to be long ago, has its
counterpart in the subsidence of the worn face of maturity
or age, in death, into the old youthful look. Moreover, I
once saw the apparition of my father, at this hour. He was
alive and well, and nothing ever came of it, but I saw him
in the daylight, sitting with his back towards me, on a
seat that stood beside my bed. His head was resting on his
hand, and whether he was slumbering or grieving, I could
not discern. Amazed to see him there, I sat up, moved
my position, leaned out of bed, and watched him. As he
did not move, I spoke to him more than once. As he did
not move then, I became alarmed and laid my hand upon
his shoulder, as I thought—and there was no such thing.

For all these reasons, and for others less easily and briefly
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statable, I find the early morning to be my most ghostly
time. Any house would be more or less haunted, to me, in
the early morning; and a haunted house could scarcely
address me to greater advantage than then.

I walked on into the village, with the desertion of this
house upon my mind, and I found the landlord of the
little inn, sanding his doorstep. I bespoke breakfast, and
broached the subject of the house.

“Is it haunted?” I asked.

The landlord looked at me, shook his head, and answered,
“1 say nothing.”

“Then it is haunted?”

“Well!” cried the landlord, in an outburst of frankness
that had the appearance of desperation—“1 wouldn’t sleep
in it.”

“Why not?”

“If T wanted to have all the bells in a house ring, with
nobody to ring ’em; and all the doors in a house bang, with
nobody to bang ’em; and all sorts of feet treading about,
with no feet there; why, then,” said the landlord, “ I'd sleep
in that house.”

“Is anything seen there?”

The landlord looked at me again, and then, with his
former appearance of desperation, called down his stable-
yard for “Ikey!”

The call produced a high-shouldered young fellow, with
a round red face, a short crop of sandy hair, a very broad,
humorous mouth, a turned-up nose, and a great sleeved
waistcoat of purple bars, with mother of pearl buttons, that
seemed to be growing upon him, and to be in a fair way—
if it were not pruned—of covering his head and overrunning
his boots.

“This gentleman wants to know,” said the landlord, “if
anything’s seen at the Poplars.”

“’Qoded woman with a howl,” said Ikey, in a state of
great freshness.

“Do you mean a cry?”

“I mean a bird, sir.”
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“ A hooded woman with an owl. Dear me! Did you
ever see her?”

“1 seen the howl.”

“Never the woman?”

“Not so plain as the howl, but they always keeps
together.”

“Has anybody ever seen the woman as plainly as the
owl?”

“Lord bless you, sir! Lots.”

13 Who? ”»

“Lord bless you, sir! Lots.”

“The general-dealer opposite, for instance, who is open-
ing his shop?”

“ Perkins? Bless you, Perkins wouldn’t go a-nigh the
place. No!” observed the young man, with considerable
feeling ; “ he an’t overwise, an’t Perkins, but he an’t such a
fool as that”

(Here, the landlord murmured his confidence in Perkins’s
knowing better.)

“Who is—or who was—the hooded woman with the
ow!l? Do you know?”

“Well!” said Ikey, holding up his cap with one hand
while he scratched his head with the other, “they say, in
general, that she was murdered, and the howl he ’ooted the
while.”

This very concise summary of the facts was all I could
learn, except that a young man, as hearty and likely a young
man as ever I see, had been took with fits and held down in
’em, after seeing the hooded woman. Also, that a person-
age, dimly described as “a hold chap, a sort of one-eyed
tramp, answering to the name of Joby, unless you challenged
him as Greenwood, and then he said, * Why not? and even
if so, mind your own business,”” had encountered the
hooded woman, a matter of five or six times. But, I was
not materially assisted by these witnesses: inasmuch as the
first was in California, and the last was, as Ikey said (and
he was confirmed by the landlord), Anywheres.

Now, although I regard with a hushed and solemn fear,
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the mysteries, between which and this state of existence is
interposed the barrier of the great trial and change that fall
on all the things that live; and although I have not the
audacity to pretend that I know anything of them; I can
no more reconcile the mere banging of doors, ringing of
bells, creaking of boards, and such-like insignificances, with
the majestic beauty and pervading analogy of ali the Divine
rules that I am permitted to understand, than I had been
able, a little while before, to voke the spiritual intercourse
of my fellow-traveler to the chariot of the rising sun.
Moreover, I have lived in two haunted houses—both abroad.
In one of these, an old Italian palace, which bore the reputa-
tion of being very badly haunted indeed, and which had
recently been twice abandoned on that account, I lived eight
months, most tranquilly and pleasantly: notwithstanding
that the house had a score of mysterious bedrooms, which
were never used, and possessed, in one large room in which
I sat reading, times out of number at all hours, and next to
which I slept, a haunted chamber of the first pretensions.
I gently hinted these considerations to the landlord. And
as to this particular house having a bad name, I reasoned
with him, Why, how many things had bad names undeserv-
edly, and how easy it was to give bad names, and did he
not think that if he and I were persistently to whisper in
the village that any weird-looking old drunken tinker of the
neighborhood had sold himself to the Devil, he would come
in time to be suspected of that commercial venture! All
this wise talk was perfectly ineffective with the landlord,
I am bound to confess, and was as dead a failure as ever
I made in my life, '

To cut this part of the story short, I was piqued about
the haunted house, and was already half resolved to take it.
So, after breakfast, I got the keys from Perkins’s brother-
in-law (a whip and harness maker, who keeps the Post
Office, and is under submission to a most rigorous wife of
the Doubly Seceding Little Emmanuel persuasion), and
went up to the house, attended by my landlord and by Ikey.

Within I found it as I had expected it, transcendently
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dismal. The slowly changing shadows waved on it from
the heavy trees, were doleful in the last degree; the house
was ill-placed, ill-built, ill-planned, and ill-fitted. It was
damp, it was not free from dry rot, there was a flavor of
rats in it, and it was the gloomy victim of that indescribable
decay which settles on all the work of man’s hands whenever
it is not turned to man’s account. The kitchens and offices
were too large, and too remote from each other. Above
stairs and below, waste tracts of passage intervened between
patches of fertility represented by rooms; and there was a
moldy old well with a green growth upon it, hiding like a
murderous trap, near the bottom of the back-stairs, under
the double row of bells. One of these bells was labeled,
on a black ground in faded white leiters, Master B. This,
they told me, was the bell that rang the most.

“Who was Master B.?” I asked. “Is it known what
he did while the owl hooted? ”

“Rang the bell,” said Ikey.

I was rather struck by the prompt dexterity with which
this young man pitched his fur cap at the bell, and rang it
himself. It was a loud, unpleasant bell, and made a very
disagreeable sound. The other bells were inscribed accord-
ing to the names of the rooms to which their wires were
conducted: as “ Picture Room,” “ Double Room,” “ Clock
Room,” and the like. Following Master’s" B.’s bell to its
source, I found that young gentleman to have had but in-
different third-class accommodation in a triangular cabin
under the cock-loft, with a corner fireplace which Master B.
must have been exceedingly small if he were ever able to
warm himself at, and a corner chimney-piece like a pyram-
idal staircase to the ceiling for Tom Thumb. The paper-
ing of one side of the room had dropped down bodily, with
fragments of plaster adhering to it, and almost blocked up
the door. It appeared that Master B., in his spiritual con-
dition, always made a point of pulling the paper down.
Neither the landlord nor Ikey could suggest why he made
such a fool of himself.

Except that the house had an immensely large rambling
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loft at top, I made no other discoveries. It was moderately
well furnished, but sparely. Some of the furniture—say, a
third, was as old as the house; the rest was of various peri-
ods within the last half century. I was referred to a corn-
chandler in the market-place of the country town to treat
for the house. I went that day, and I took it for six months.

It was just the middle of October when I moved in with
my maiden sister (I venture to call her eight-and-thirty, she
is so very handsome, sensible, and engaging). We took with
us, a deaf stable-man, my bloodhound Turk, two women
servants, and a young person called an Odd Girl. I have
reason to record of the attendant last enumerated, who was
one of the Saint Lawrence’s Union Female Orphans, that
she was a fatal mistake and a disastrous engagement.

The year was dying early, the leaves were falling fast, it
was a raw, cold day when we took possession, and the gloom
of the house was most depressing. The cook (an amiable
woman, but of a weak turn of intellect) burst into tears on
beholding the kitchen, and requested that her silver watch
might be delivered over to her sister (2 Tuppintock’s
Gardens, Ligg’s Walk, Clapham Rise), in the event of any-
thing happening to her from the damp. Streaker, the house-
maid, feigned cheerfulness, but was the greater martyr. The
Odd Girl, who had never been in the country, alone was
pleased, and made arrangements for sowing an acorn in the
garden outside the scullery window, and rearing an oak.

We went, before dark, through all the natural—as
opposed to supernatural—miseries incidental to our state.
Dispiriting reports ascended (like the smoke) from the
basement in volumes, and descended from the upper rooms.
There was no rolling-pin, there was no salamander (which
failed to surprise me, for I don’t know what it is), there
was nothing in the house; what there was, was broken, the
last people must have lived like pigs, what could the mean-
ing of the landlord be? Through these distresses, the Odd
Girl was cheerful and exemplary. But within four hours
after dark we had got into a supernatural groove, and the
Qdd Girl had seen “ Eyes,” and was in hysterics.
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My sister and T had agreed to keep the haunting strictly
to ourselves, and my impression was, and still is, that I had
not left Ikey, when he helped to unload the cart, alone with
the women, or any one of them, for one minute. Neverthe-
less, as I say, the Odd Girl had “seen Eyes” (no other
explanation could ever be drawn from her), before nine, and
by ten o’clock had had as much vinegar applied to her as
would pickle a handsome salmon.

I leave a discerning public to judge of my feelings, when,
under these untoward circumstances, at about half-past ten
o’clock Master B.’s bell began to ring in a most infuriated
manner, and Turk howled until the house resounded with
his lamentations !

I hope I may never again be in a state of mind so un-
christian as the mental frame in which I lived for some
weeks, respecting the memory of Master B. Whether his
bell was rung by rats, or mice, or bats, or wind, or what
other accidental vibration, or sometimes by one cause, some-
times another, and sometimes by collusion, I don’t know;
but, certain it is, that it did ring two nights out of three,
until I conceived the happy idea of twisting Master B.’s
neck—in other words, breaking his bell off short—and
silencing that young gentleman, as to my experience and
belief, forever.

But, by that time, the Odd Girl had developed such im-
proving powers of catalepsy, that she had become a shining
example of that very inconvenient disorder. She would
stiffen, like a Guy Fawkes endowed with unreason, on the
most irrelevant occasions. I would address the servants in
a lucid manner, pointing out to them that I had painted
Master B.’s room and balked the paper, and taken Master
B.’s bell away and balked the ringing, and if they could
suppose that that confounded boy had lived and died, to
clothe himself with no better behavior than would most
unquestionably have brought him and the sharpest particles
of a birch-broom into close acquaintance in the present im-
perfect state of existence, could they also suppose a mere
poor human being, such as I was, capable by those con-
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temptible means of counteracting and limiting the powers
of the disembodied spirits of the dead, or of any spirits P—I
say I would become emphatic and cogent, not to say rather
complacent, in such an address, when it would all go for
nothing by reason of the Odd Girl’'s suddenly stiffening
from the toes upward, and glaring among us like a parochial
petrifaction.

Streaker, the housemaid, too, had an attribute of a most
discomfiting nature. I am unable to say whether she was
of an unusually lymphatic temperament, or what else was
the matter with her, but this young woman became a mere
Distillery for the production of the largest and most trans-
parent tears I ever met with. Combined with these char-
acteristics, was a peculiar tenacity of hold in those specimens,
so that they didn’t fall, but hung upon her face and nose. In
this condition, and mildly and deplorably shaking her head,
her silence would throw me more heavily than the Admirable
Crichton could have done in a verbal disputation for a purse
of money. Cook, likewise, always covered me with con-
fusion as with a garment, by neatly winding up the session
with the protest that the Ouse was wearing her out, and by
meekly repeating her last wishes regarding her silver watch.

As to our nightly life, the contagion of suspicion and fear
was among us, and there is no such contagion under the
sky. Hooded woman? According to the accounts, we
were in a perfect convent of hooded women. Noises?
With that contagion downstairs, I myself have sat in the
dismal parlor, listening, until I have heard so many and such
strange noises, that they would have chilled my blood if I
had not warmed it by dashing out to make discoveries.
Try this in bed, in the dead of night; try this at your own
comfortable fireside, in the life of the night. You can fill
any house with noises, if you will, until you have a noise
for every nerve in your nervous system.

I repeat; the contagion of suspicion and fear was among
us, and there is no such contagion under the sky. The
women (their noses in a chronic state of excoriation from
smelling-salts) were always primed and loaded for a swoon,
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and ready to go off with hair-triggers. The two elder
detached the Odd Girl on all expeditions that were con-
sidered doubly hazardous, and she always established the
reputation of such adventures by coming back cataleptic.
If Cook or Streaker went overhead after dark, we knew we
should presently hear a bump on the ceiling; and this took
place so constantly, that it was as if a fighting man were
engaged to go about the house, administering a touch of
his art which I believe is called The Auctioneer, to every
domestic he met with.

It was in vain to do anything. It was in vain to be
frightened, for the moment in one’s own person, by a real
owl, and then to show the owl. It was in vain to discover,
by striking an accidental discord on the piano, that Turk
always howled at particular notes and combinations. It was
in vain to be a Rhadamanthus with the bells, and if an
unfortunate bell rang without leave, to have it down inexo-
rably and silence it. It was in vain to fire up chimneys, let
torches down the well, charge furiously into suspected
rooms and recesses. We changed servants, and it was no
better. The new set ran away, and a third set came, and it
was no better. At last our comfortable housekeeping got
to be so disorganized and wretched, that I one night
dejectedly said to my sister: “ Patty, I begin to despair of
our getting people to go on with us here, and I think we
must give this up.”

My sister, who is a woman of immense spirit, replied,
“No, John, don’t give it up. Don’t be beaten, John. There
is another way.”

“ And what is that?” said 1.

“ John,” returned my sister, “if we are not to be driven
out of this house, and that for no reason whatever, that is
apparent to you or me, we must help ourselves and take the
house wholly and solely into our own hands.”

“ But the servants,” said I.

“Have no servants,” said my sister, boldly.

Like most people in my grade of life, I had never thought
of the possibility of going on without those faithful obstruc-
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tions. The notion was so new to me when suggested, that
I looked very doubtful.

“We know they come here to be frightened and infect
one another, and we know they are frightened and do infect
one another,” said my sister.

“ With the exception of Bottles,” I observed, in a medita-
tive tone.

(The deaf stable-man. I kept him in my service, and still
keep him, as a phenomenon of moroseness not to be matched
in England.)

“To be sure, John,” assented my sister; “ except Bottles.
And what does that go to prove? Bottles talks to nobody,
and hears nobody unless he is absolutely roared at, and what
alarm has Bottles ever given, or taken? None.”

This was perfectly true; the individual in question having
retired, every night at ten o’clock, to his bed over the
coach-house, with no other company than a pitchfork and a
pail of water. That the pail of water would have been
over me, and the pitchfork through me, if I had put myself
without announcement in Bottles’s way after that minute, I
had deposited in my own mind as a fact worth remembering.
Neither had Bottles ever taken the least notice of any of
our many uproars. An imperturbable and speechless man,
he had sat at his supper, with Streaker present in a swoon,
and the Odd Girl marble, and had only put another potato
in his cheek, or profited by the general misery to help himself
to beefsteak pie.

“ And so,” continued my sister, “ I exempt Bottles. And
considering, John, that the house is too large, and perhaps
too lonely, to be kept well in hand by Bottles, you, and
me, I propose that we cast about among our friends for a
certain selected number of the most reliable and willing—
form a Society here, for three months—wait upon ourselves
and one another—Ilive cheerfully and socially—and see what
happens.”

I was so charmed with my sister, that I embraced her
on the spot, and went into her plan with the greatest ardor.

We were then in the third week of November; but, we
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took our measures so vigorously, and were so well seconded
by the friends in whom we confided, that there was still a
week of the month unexpired, when our party all came
down together merrily, and mustered in the haunted house.

I will mention, in this place, two small changes that I
made while my sister and I were yet alone. It occurring
to me as not improbable that Turk howled in the house at
night, partly because he wanted to get out of it, I stationed
him in his kennel outside, but unchained; and I seriously
warned the village that any man who came in his way must
not expect to leave him without a rip in his own throat. I
then casually asked Ikey if he were a judge of a gun? On
his saying, “ Yes, sir, I knows a good gun when I sees her,”
I begged the favor of his stepping up to the house and
looking at mine.

“She’s a true one, sir,” said Ikey, after inspecting a
double-barreled rifle that I bought in New York a few years
ago. “ No mistake about her, sir.”

“Ikey,” said I, “ don’t mention it; I have seen something
in this house.”

“No, sir?” he whispered, greedily opening his eyes.
“’Qoded lady, sir?”

“Don’t be frightened,” said I. “It was a figure rather
like you.”

“Lord, sir?”

“Ikey!” said I, shaking hands with him warmly, T may
say affectionately; ““if there is any truth in these ghost-
stories, the greatest service I can do you is, to fire at that
figure. And I promise you, by Heaven and earth, I will do
it with this gun if I see it again!”

The young man thanked me, and took his leave with some
little precipitation, after declining a glass of liquor. I im-
parted my secret to him because I had never quite forgotten
his throwing his cap at the bell; because I had, on another
occasion, noticed something very like a fur cap, lying not
far from the bell, one night when it had burst out ringing;
and because I had remarked that we were at our ghostliest
whenever he came up in the evening to comfort the servants.
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Let me do Ikey no injustice. - He was afraid of the house,
and believed in its being haunted; and yet he would play
false on the haunting side, so surely as he got an oppor-
tunity. The Odd Girl’s case was exactly similar. She went
about the house in a state of real terror, and yet lied mon-
strously and willfully, and invented many of the alarms she
spread, and made many of the sounds we heard. I had
had my eye on the two, and I know it. It is nct necessary
for me, here, to account for this preposterous state of mind;
I content myself with remarking that it is familiarly known
to every intelligent man who has had fair medical, legal, or
other watchful experience; that it is as well established and
as common a state of mind as any with which observers are
acquainted; and that it is one of the first elements, above
all others, rationally to be suspected in, and strictly looked
for, and separated from, any question of this kind.

To return to our party. The first thing we did when we
were all assembled, was, to draw lots for bedrooms. That
done, and every bedroom, and, indeed, the whole house,
having been minutely examined by the whole body, we
allotted the various household duties, as if we had been on
a gipsy party, or a yachting party, or a hunting party, or
were shipwrecked. I then recounted the floating rumors
concerning the hooded lady, the owl, and Master B.: with
others, still more filmy, which had floated about during our
occupation, relative to some ridiculous old ghost of the female
gender who went up and down, carrying the ghost of a
round table; and also an impalpable Jackass, whom nobody
was ever able to catch. Some of these ideas I really believe
our people below had communicated to one another in some
diseased way, without conveying them in words. We then
gravely called one another to witness, that we were not there
to be deceived, or to deceive—which we considered pretty
much the same thing—and that, with a serious sense of
responsibility, we would be strictly true to one another, and
would strictly follow out the truth. The understanding
was established, that anyone who heard unusual noises in
the night, and who wished to trace them, should knock at
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my door; lastly, that on Twelfth Night, the last night of
holy Christmas, all our individual experiences since that
then present hour of our coming together in the haunted
house, should be brought to light for the good of all; and
that we would hold our peace on the subject till then, unless
on some remarkable provocation to break silence.

We were, in number and in character, as follows:

First—to get my sister and myself out of the way—there
were we two. In the drawing of lots, my sister drew her
own room, and I drew Master B.’s. Next, there was our
first cousin John Herschel, so called after the great
astronomer: than whom I suppose a better man at a tele-
scope does not breathe. With him, was his wife: a charm-
ing creature to whom he had been married in the previous
spring. I thought it (under the circumstances) rather im-
prudent to bring her, because there is no knowing what even
a false alarm may do at such a time; but I suppose he knew
his own business best, and I must say that if she had been
my wife, I never could have left her endearing and bright
face behind. They drew the Clock Room. Alfred Star-
ling, an uncommonly agreeable young fellow of eight-and-
twenty for whom I have the greatest liking, was in the
Double Room; mine, usually, and designated by that name
from having a dressing-room within it, with two large and
cumbersome windows, which no wedges I was ever able to
make, would keep from shaking, in any weather, wind or no
wind. Alfred is a young fellow who pretends to be “ fast ”’
(another word for loose, as I understand the term), but
who is much too good and sensible for that nonsense, and
who would have distinguished himself before now, if his
father had not unfortunately left him a small independence
of two hundred a year, on the strength of which his only
occupation in life has been to spend six. I am in hopes,
however, that his Banker may break, or that he may enter
into some speculation guaranteed to pay twenty per cent.;
for, I am convinced that if he could only be ruined, his
fortune is made. Belinda Bates, bosom friend of my sister,
and a most intellectual, amiable, and delightful girl, got the
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Picture Room. She has a fine genius for poetry, combined
with real business earnestness, and ““ goes in”—to use an
expression of Alfred’s—for Woman’s mission, Woman’s
rights, Woman’s wrongs, and everything that is woman’s
with a capital W, or is not and ought to be, or is and ought
not to be. “ Most praiseworthy, my dear, and Heaven
prosper you!” I whispered to her on the first night of my
taking leave of her at the Picture-Room door, “but don’t
overdo it. And in respect of the great necessity there is,
my darling, for more employments being within the reach
of Woman than our civilization has as yet assigned to her,
don’t fly at the unfortunate men, even those men who are at
first sight’in your way, as if they were the natural oppressors
of your sex; for, trust me, Belinda, they do sometimes spend
their wages among wives and daughters, sisters and
mothers, aunts and grandmothers; and the play is, really,
not all Wolf and Red Riding-Hood, but has other parts in
it.” However, I digress.

Belinda, as I have mentioned, occupied the Picture Room.
We had but three other chambers: the Corner Room, the
Cupboard Room, and the Garden Room. My old friend,
Jack Governor, “ slung his hammock,” as he called it, in the
Corner Room. I have always regarded Jack as the finest-
looking sailor that ever sailed. He is gray now, but as
handsome as he was a quarter of a century ago—nay, hand-
somer. A portly, cheery, well-built figure of a broad-
shouldered man, with a frank smile, a brilliant dark eye,
and a rich dark eyebrow. I remember those under darker
hair, and they look all the better for their silver setting.
He has been wherever his Union namesake flies, has Jack,
and I have met old shipmates of his, away in the Mediter-
ranean and on the other side of the Atlantic, who have
beamed and brightened at the casual mention of his name,
and have cried, “ You know Jack Governor? Then you
know a prince of men!” That he is! And so unmistak-
ably a naval officer, that if you were to meet him coming
out of an Esquimaux snow-hut in seal’s skin, you would be
vaguely persuaded he was in full naval uniform,

26



Charles Dickens

Jack once had that bright, clear eye of his on my sister;
but, it fell out that he married another lady and took her
to South America, where she died. This was a dozen years
ago or more. He brought down with him to our haunted
house a little cask of salt beef; for, he is always convinced
that all salt beef not of his own pickling is mere carrion,
and invariably, when he goes to London, packs a piece in
his portmanteau. He had also volunteered to bring with
him one “ Nat Beaver,” an old comrade of his, captain of a
merchantman. Mr. Beaver, with a thick-set wooden face
and figure, and apparently as hard as a block all over,
proved to be an intelligent man, with a world of watery
experiences in him, and great practical knowledge. At
times, there was a curious nervousness about him, appar-
ently the lingering result of some old illness; but, it seldom
lasted many minutes. He got the Cupboard Room, and lay
there next to Mr. Undery, my friend and solicitor: who
came down, in an amateur capacity, “to go through with
it,” as he said, and who plays whist better than the whole
Law List, from the red cover at the beginning to the red
cover at the end.

I never was happier in my life, and I believe it was the
universal feeling among us. Jack Governor, always a man
of wonderful resources, was Chief Cook, and made some
of the best dishes I ever ate, including unapproachable
curries. My sister was pastry cook and confectioner.
Starling and I were Cook’s Mate, turn and turn about, and
on special occasions the chief cook “ pressed” Mr. Beaver.
We had a great deal of outdoor sport and exercise, but
nothing was neglected within, and there was no ill-humor
or misunderstanding among us, and our evenings were sO
delightful that we had at least one good reason for being
reluctant to go to bed.

We had a few night alarms in the beginning. On the
first night, I was knocked up by Jack with a most wonderful
ship’s lantern in his hand, like the gills of some monster of
the deep, who informed me that he “ was going aloft to the
main truck,” to have the weathercock down. It was a
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stormy night and I remonstrated ; but Jack called my atten-
tion to its making a sound like a cry of despair, and said
somebody would be “ hailing a ghost ”” presently, if it wasn’t
done. So, up to the top of the house, where I could hardly
stand for the wind, we went, accompanied by Mr. Beaver;
and there Jack, lantern and all, with Mr. Beaver after him,
swarmed up to the top of a cupola, some two dozen feet
above the chimneys, and stood upon nothing particular,
coolly knocking the weathercock off, until they both got into
such good spirits with the wind and the height, that I
thought they would never come down. Another night, they
turned out again, and had a chimney-cowl off. Another
night, they cut a sobbing and gulping water-pipe away. An-
other night, they found out something else. On several oc-
casions, they both, in the coolest manner, simultaneously
dropped out of their respective bedroom windows, hand
over hand by their counterpanes, to ‘“ overhaul ” something
mysterious in the garden.

The engagement among us was faithfully kept, and no-
body revealed anything. All we knew was, if anyone’s
room were haunted, no one looked the worse for it.

The foregoing story is particularly interesting as illustrating
the leaning of Dickens’s mind toward the spiritualistic and mys-
tical fancies current in his time, and the counterbalance of his
common sense and fun.

* He probably never made up his own mind,” Mr. Andrew Lang
declares in a discussion of this Haunted House story. Mr. Lang
says he once took part in a similar quest, and ‘‘ can recognize the
accuracy of most of Dickens’s remarks. Indeed, even to persons
not on the level of the Odd Girl in education, the temptation to
produce ‘phenomena’ for fun is all but overwhelming. That
people communicate hallucinations to each other ‘in some diseased
way without words,’ is a modern theory perhaps first formulated
here by Dickens.”

‘“The Signal Man’s Story,” which follows, is likewise, Mr. Lang
believes, ‘‘probably based on some real story of the kind, some
anecdote of premonitions. There are scores in the records of the
Society for Psychical Research,”—THe EDpITOR.
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No. I Branch Line: The Signal-Man

“HALLOA! Below there!”

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

“Halloa! Below!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He answered in a low voice, “ Don’t you know it is?”

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

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

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

“1 was doubtful,” he returned, “ whether I had seen you
before.”

“Where?”

He pointed to the red light he had looked at.

“There?” I said.

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

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

“I think I may,” he rejoined. “ Yes; I am sure I may.”

His manner cleared, like my own. He replied to my
remarks with readiness, and in well-chosen words.

He took me into his box, where there was a fire, a desk
for an official book in which he had to make certain entries,
a telegraphic instrument with its dial, face, and needles, and
the little bell of which he had spoken. On my trusting
that he would excuse the remark that he had been well
educated, and (I hoped I might say without offence), per-
haps educated above that station, he observed that instances

3I



English Mystery Stories

of slight incongruity in such wise would rarely be found
wanting among large bodies of men; that he had heard it
was so in workhouses, in the police force, even in that last
desperate resource, the army; and that he knew it was so,
more or less, in any great railway staff. He had been, when
young (if I could bhelieve it, sitting in that hut—he
scarcely could), a student of natural philosophy, and had
attended lectures; but he had run wild, misused his oppor-
tunities, gone down, and never risen again. He had no
complaint to offer about that. He had made his bed, and
he lay upon it. It was far too late to make another.

In a word, I should have set this man down as one of the
safest of men to be employed in that capacity, but for the
circumstance that while he was speaking to me he twice
broke off with a fallen color, turned his face towards the
little bell when it did Nor ring, opened the door of the hut
‘(which was kept shut to exclude the unhealthy damp), and
looked out towards the red light near the mouth of the
tunnel. On both of those occasions, he came back to the
fire with the inexplicable air upon him which I had remarked,
without being able to define, when we were so far asunder.

Said I, when I rose to leave him, “ You almost make me
think that I have met with a contented man.”

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

“1 believe I used to be s0,” he rejoined, in the low voice
in which he had first spoken; “ but I am troubled, sir, I am
troubled.”

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

“With what? What is your trouble?”

“1It is very difficult to impart, sir. It is very, very diffi-
cult to speak of. If ever you make me another visit, I will
try to tell you.”

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

“1 go off early in the morning, and I shall be on again
at ten to-morrow night, sir.”
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“T will come at eleven.”

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

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

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

“Heaven knows,” said I. “I cried something to that
effect——"

“ Not to that effect, sir. Those were the very words. I
know them well.”

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

“For no other reason?”

“What other reason could I possibly have?”

“You had no feeling that they were conveyed to you in
any supernatural way?”

€« NO.”

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

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

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

“ That mistake?”

“No. That someone else.”

“Who is it?”

“1 don’t know.”

“Like me?”

“I don’t know. I never saw the face. The left arm is
across the face, and the right arm is waved—violently
waved. This way.”

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

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

“Into the tunnel?” said I.

“No. I ran on into the tunnel, five hundred yards. I
stopped, and held up my lamp above my head, and saw the
figures of the measured distance, and saw the wet stains
stealing down the falls and trickling through the arch. T
ran out again faster than I had run in (for I had a mortal
abhorrence of the place upon me), and I looked all round
the red light with my own red light, and I went up the iron
ladder to the gallery atop of it, and I came down again,
and ran back here. I telegraphed both ways, ¢ An alarm
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has been given. Is anything wrong?’ The answer came
back, both ways, ¢ All well.””

Resisting the slow touch of a frozen finger tracing out my
spine, I showed him how that this figure must be a deception
of his sense of sight; and how that figures, originating in
disease of the delicate nerves that minister to the functions
of the eye, were known to have often troubled patients, some
of whom had become conscious of the nature of their
affliction, and had even proved it by experiments upon them-
selves. ““As to an imaginary cry,” said I, “ do but listen
for a moment to the wind in this unnatural valley while we
speak so low, and to the wild harp it makes of the telegraph
wires.”

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

I asked his pardon, and he slowly added these words,
touching my arm—

“ Within six hours after the Appearance, the memorable
accident on this Line happened, and within ten hours the
dead and wounded were brought along through the tunnel
over the spot where the figure had stood.”

A disagreeable shudder crept over me, but I did my best
against it. It was not to be denied, I rejoined, that this was
a remarkable coincidence, calculated deeply to impress his
mind. But it was unquestionable that remarkable coinci-
dences did continually occur, and they must be taken into
account in dealing with such a subject. Though, to be sure,
I must admit, I added (for I thought I saw that he was
going to bring the objection to bear upon me), men of
common sense did not allow much for coincidences in
making the ordinary calculations of life.

He again begged to remark that he had not fin~
ished.

I again begged his pardon for being betrayed into
interruptions.
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“This,” he said, again laying his hand upon my arm, and
glancing over his shoulder with hollow eyes, “ was just a
year ago. Six or seven months passed, and I had recovered
from the surprise and shock, when one morning, as the day
was breaking, I, standing at the door, looked towards the
red light, and saw the specter again.” He stopped, with a
fixed look at me.

“Did it cry out?”

“No. It was silent.”

“Did it wave its arm?”

“No. It leaned against the shaft of the light, with both
hands before the face. Like this.”

Once more I followed his actions with my eyes. It was
an action of mourning. I have seen such an attitude in
stone figures on tombs.

“Did you go up to it?”

“I came in and sat down, partly to collect my thoughts,
partly because it had turned me faint. When I went to
the door again, daylight was above me, and the ghost was
gone.”

“ But nothing followed? Nothing came of this?”

He touched me on the arm with his forefinger twice or
thrice, giving a ghastly nod each time:—

“That very day, as a train came out of the tunnel, T
noticed, at a carriage window on my side, what looked like
a confusion of hands and heads, and something waved. I
saw it just in time to signal the driver, Stop! He shut off,
and put his brake on, but the train drifted past here a
hundred and fifty yards or more. I ran after it, and, as I
went along, heard terrible screams and cries. A beautiful
young lady had died instantaneously in one of the com-
partments and was brought in here, and laid down on this
floor between us.”

Involuntarily I pushed my chair back, as I looked from
the boards at which he pointed to himself.

“True, sir. True. Precisely as it happened, so I tell it
you.”

I could think of nothing to say, to any purpose, and my
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mouth was very dry. The wind and the wires took up the
story with a long, lamenting wail.

He resumed. ‘ Now, sir, mark this, and judge how my
mind is troubled. The specter came back a week ago.
Ever since, it has been there, now and again, by fits and
starts.”

“ At the light?”

“ At the Danger-light.”

“ What does it seem to do?”

He repeated, if possible with increased passion and vehe-
mence, that former gesticulation of “ For God’s sake, clear
the way!”

Then he went on. “I have no peace or rest for it. It
calls to me, for many minutes together, in an agonized
manner, ‘ Below there! ILook out! Look out!’ It stands
waving at me. It rings my little bell—"

I caught at that. “Did it ring your bell yesterday;
evening when I was here, and you went to the door?”

“ Twice.”

“Why, see,” said I, “ how your imagination misleads you,
My eyes were on the bell, and my ears were open to the bell,
and if I am a living man, it did Nor ring at these times.
No, nor at any other time, except when it was rung in the
natural course of physical things by the station communicat-
ing with you.”

He shook his head. “T have never made a mistake as to
that yet, sir. I have never confused the specter’s ring with
the man’s. The ghost’s ring is a strange vibration in the
bell that it derives from nothing else, and I have not
asserted that the bell stirs to the eye. I don’t wonder that
you failed to hear it. But I heard it.”

“ And did the specter seem to be there, when you looked
out?”

“It was there.”

“ Both times?”

He repeated firmly: “ Both times.”

“Will you come to the door with me, and look for it
now?”
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He bit his under lip as though he were somewhat un-
willing, but arose. I opened the door, and stood on the
step, while he stood in the doorway. There was the
Danger-light. There was the dismal mouth of the tunnel.
There were the high, wet, stone walls of the cutting. There
were the stars above them.

“Do you see it?” I asked him, taking particular note
of his face. His eyes were prominent and strained, but not
very much more so, perhaps, than my own had been when
I had directed them earnestly towards the same spot.

“No,” he answered. “ It is not there.”

“ Agreed,” said I.

We went in again, shut the door, and resumed our seats.
I was thinking how best to improve this advantage, if it
might be called one, when he took up the conversation in
such a matter-of-course way, so assuming that there could
be no serious question of fact between us, that I felt myself
placed in the weakest of positions.

“ By this time you will fully understand, sir,” he said,
“that what troubles me so dreadfully is the question,
What does the specter mean?”

I was not sure, I told him, that I did fully under-
stand.

“What is its warning against?” he said, ruminating,
with his eyes on the fire, and only by times turning them
on me. “What is the danger? What is the danger?
There is danger overhanging somewhere on the Line.
Some dreadful calamity will happen. It is not to be doubted
this third time, after what has gone before. But surely this
is a cruel haunting of me. What can I do?”

He pulled out his handkerchief, and wiped the drops from
his heated forehead.

“If I telegraph Danger, on either side of me, or on both,
I can give no reason for it,” he went on, wiping the palms
of his hands. “I should get into trouble, and do no good.
They would think I was mad. This is the way it would
work—DMessage: ‘ Danger! Take care!’ Answer: ‘ What
Danger? Where?’ Message: ‘Don’t know. But, for
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God’s sake, take care!’ They would displace me. What
else could they do?”

His pain of mind was most pitiable to see. It was the
mental torture of a conscientious man, oppressed beyond
endurance by an unintelligible responsibility involving
life.

“When it first stood under the Danger-light,” he went
on, putting his dark hair back from his head, and draw-
ing his hands outward across and across his temples in an
extremity of feverish distress, “ why not tell me where that
accident was to happen—if it must happen? Why not tell
me how it could be averted—if it could have been averted?
When on its second coming it hid its face, why not tell me,
instead, ‘She is going to die. Let them keep her at
home’? If it came, on those two occasions, only to show
me that its warnings were true, and so to prepare me for
the third, why not warn me plainly now? And I, Lord
help me! A mere poor signal-man on this solitary station!
Why not go to somebody with credit to be believed, and
power to act?”

When I saw him in this state, I saw that for the poor
man’s sake, as well as for the public safety, what I had to
do for the time was to compose his mind. Therefore,
setting aside all question of reality or unreality between
us, I represented to him that whoever thoroughly discharged
his duty must do well, and that at least it was his comfort
that he understood his duty, though he did not understand
these confounding Appearances. In this effort I succeeded
far better than in the attempt to reason him out of his
conviction. He became calm; the occupations incidental
to his post as the night advanced began to make larger
demands on his attention: and I left him at two in the
morning. I had offered to stay through the night, but he
would not hear of it.

That I more than once looked back at the red light as I
ascended the pathway, that I did not like the red light, and
that I should have slept but poorly if my bed had been under
it, I see no reason to conceal. Nor did I like the two
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sequences of the accident and the dead girl. I see no reason
to conceal that either.

But what ran most in my thoughts was the consideration
how ought I to act, having become the recipient of this
disclosure? I had proved the man to be intelligent, vigilant,
painstaking, and exact; but how long might he remain so,
in his state of mind? Though in a subordinate position,
still he held a most important trust, and would I (for in-
stance) like to stake my own life on the chances of his
continuing to execute it with precision?

Unable to overcome a feeling that there would be some-
thing treacherous in my communicating what he had told
me to his superiors in the Company, without first being
plain with himself and proposing a middle course to him, I
ultimately resolved to offer to accompany him (otherwise
keeping his secret for the present) to the wisest medical
practitioner we could hear of in those parts, and to take
his opinion. A change in his time of duty would come
round next night, he had apprised me, and he would be
off an hour or two after sunrise, and on again soon after
sunset. I had appointed to return accordingly.

Next evening was a lovely evening, and I walked out early
to enjoy it. The sun was not yet quite down when I
traversed the field-path near the top of the deep cutting.
I would extend my walk for an hour, I said to myself, half
an hour on and half an hour back, and it would then be
time to go to my signal-man’s box.

Before pursuing my stroll, I stepped to the brink, and
mechanically looked down, from the point from which I had
first seen him, I cannot describe the thrill that seized upon
me, when, close at the mouth of the tunnel, I saw the
appearance of a man, with his left sleeve across his eyes,
passionately waving his right arm.

The nameless horror that oppressed me passed in a
moment, for in a moment I saw that this appearance of a
man was a man indeed, and that there was a little group
of other men, standing at a short distance, to whom he
seemed to be rehearsing the gesture he made. The Danger-
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light was not yet lighted. Against its shaft, a little low
hut, entirely new to me, had been made of some wooden
supports and tarpaulin. It looked no bigger than a bed.

“ What is the matter?” I asked the men.

“ Signal-man killed this morning, sir.”

“ Not the man belonging to that box?”

“Yes, sir.”

“ Not the man I know?”

“You will recognize him, sir, if you knew him,” said the
man who spoke for the others, solemnly uncovering his own
head, and raising an end of the tarpaulin, “ for his face
is quite composed.”

“ Oh, how did this happen, how did this happen?”’ I asked,
turning from one to another as the hut closed in again.

““He was cut down by an engine, sir. No man in England
knew his work better, But somehow he was not clear of the
outer rail. It was just at broad day. He had struck the
light, and had the lamp in his hand. As the engine came
out of the tunnel, his back was towards her, and she cut
him down. That man drove her, and he was showing how
it happened. Show the gentleman, Tom.”

The man, who wore a rough, dark dress, stepped back
to his former place at the mouth of the tunnel.

“Coming round the curve in the tunnel, sir,” he said,
“I saw him at the end, like as if I saw him down a per-
spective-glass. There was no time to check speed, and I
knew him to be very careful. As he didn’t seem to take
heed of the whistle, I shut it off when we were running
down upon him, and called to him as loud as I could.”

“What did you say?”

“I said, ‘Below there! Look out! Look out! For
God’s sake, clear the way!’”

I started.

“ Ah!it was a dreadful time, sir. I never left off calling
to him. I put this arm before my eyes not to see, and I
waved this arm to the last; but it was no use.”
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The Haunted and the Haunters;
Or, The House and the Brain

FRIEND of mine, who is a man of letters and a phi-

losopher, said to me one day, as if between jest and

earnest, “ Fancy! since we last met I have discovered a
haunted house in the midst of London.”

“ Really haunted,—and by what?—ghosts?”

“Well, I can’t answer that question; all I know is this:
six weeks ago my wife and I were in search of a furnished
apartment. Passing a quiet street, we saw on the window
of one of the houses a bill, ‘ Apartments, Furnished.” The
situation suited us; we entered the house, liked the rooms,
engaged them by the week,—and left them the third day.
No power on earth could have reconciled my wife to stay
longer; and I don’t wonder at it.”

“What did you see?”

“Excuse me; I have no desire to be ridiculed as a super-
stitious dreamer,—nor, on the other hand, could I ask you
to accept on my affirmation what you would hold to be
incredible without the evidence of your own senses. Let
me only say this, it was not so much what we saw or heard
(in which you might fairly suppose that we were the dupes
of our own excited fancy, or the victims of imposture in
others) that drove us away, as it was an indefinable terror
which seized both of us whenever we passed by the door
of a certain unfurnished room, in which we neither saw nor
heard anything. And the strangest marvel of all was, that
for once in my life I agreed with my wife, silly woman
though she be,—and allowed, after the third night, that it
was impossible to stay a fourth in that house. Accordingly,
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on the fourth morning I summoned the woman who kept
the house and attended on us, and told her that the rooms
did not quite suit us, and we would not stay out our week.
She said dryly, ‘I know why; you have stayed longer than
any other lodger. Few ever stayed a second night; none
before you a third. But I take it they have been very kind
to you.

“‘They,—who?’ I asked, affecting to smile.

“‘Why, they who haunt the house, whoever they are.
I don’t mind them. I remember them many years ago,
when I lived in this house, not as a servant; but I know
they will be the death of me some day. I don’t care,—I'm
old, and must die soon anyhow; and then I shall be with
them, and in this house still.” The woman spoke with so
dreary a calmness that really it was a sort of awe that pre-
vented my conversing with her further. I paid for my
week, and too happy were my wife and I to get off so
cheaply.”

“You excite my curiosity,” said I; “nothing I should
like better than to sleep in a haunted house. Pray
give me the address of the one which you left so igno-
miniously.”

My friend gave me the address; and when we parted, I
walked straight toward the house thus indicated.

It is situated on the north side of Oxford Street, in a
dull but respectable thoroughfare. I found the house shut
up,—no bill at the window, and no response to my knock.
As I was turning away, a beer-boy, collecting pewter pots
at the neighboring areas, said to me, “ Do you want any
one at that house, sir?”

“Yes, I heard it was to be let.”

“ Let!—why, the woman who kept it is dead,—has been
dead these three weeks, and no one can be found to stay
there, though Mr. J offered ever so much. He offered
mother, who chars for him, £1 a week just to open and shut
the windows, and she would not.”

“Would not!—and why?”

“The house is haunted; and the old woman who kept it
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was found dead in her bed, with her eyes wide open. They
say the devil strangled her.”

“Pooh! You speak of Mr. J——. 1Is he the owner of
the house?”

“ Yes‘)’

“ Where does he live?”

“In G—— Street, No. —.”

“What is he? In any business?”

“No, sir,—nothing particular; a single gentleman.”

I gave the potboy the gratuity earned by his liberal in-
formation, and proceeded to Mr. | , in G Street,
which was close by the street that boasted the haunted
house. I was lucky enough to find Mr. J at home,—an
elderly man with intelligent countenance and prepossessing
manners.

I communicated my name and my business frankly. I
said I heard the house was considered to be haunted,—
that I had a strong desire to examine a house with so
equivocal a reputation; that I should be greatly obliged if
he would allow me to hire it, though only for a night. I
was willing to pay for that privilege whatever he might
be inclined to ask. “ Sir,” said Mr. J , with great cour-
tesy, ‘“ the house is at your service, for as short or as long
a time as you please. Rent is out of the question,—the
obligation will be on my side should you be able to dis-
cover the cause of the strange phenomena which at present
deprive it of all value. I cannot let it, for I cannot even
get a servant to keep it in order or answer the door. Un-
luckily the house is haunted, if I may use that expression,
not only by night, but by day; though at night the dis-
turbances are of a more unpleasant and sometimes of a
more alarming character. The poor old woman who died
in it three weeks ago was a pauper whom I took out of a
workhouse; for in her childhood she had been known to
some of my family, and had once been in such good cir-
cumstances that she had rented that house of my uncle.
She was a woman of superior education and strong mind,
and was the only person I could ever induce to remain in
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the house. Indeed, since her death, which was sudden, and
the coroner’s inquest, which gave it a notoriety in the neigh-
borhood, I have so despaired of finding any person to take
charge of the house, much more a tenant, that I would will-
ingly let it rent free for a year to anyone who would pay its
rates and taxes.”

“How long is it since the house acquired this sinister
character?”

“That I can scarcely tell you, but very many years since.
The old woman I spoke of, said it was haunted when she
rented it between thirty and forty years ago. The fact is,
that my life has been spent in the East Indies, and in the
civil service of the Company. I returned to England last
year, on inheriting the fortune of an uncle, among whose
possessions was the house in question. I found it shut up
and uninhabited. I was told that it was haunted, that no
one would inhabit it. I smiled at what seemed to me so
idle a story. I spent some money in repairing it, added to
its old-fashioned furniture a few modern articles,—adver-
tised it, and obtained a lodger for a year. He was a colonel
on half pay. He came in with his family, a son and a
daughter, and four or five servants: they all left the house
the next day; and, although each of them declared that he
had seen something different from that which had scared
the others, a something still was equally terrible to all. I
really could not in conscience sue, nor even blame, the
colonel for breach of agreement. Then I put in the old
woman I have spoken of, and she was empowered to let
the house in apartments. I never had one lodger who
stayed more than three days. I do not tell you their stories,
—to no two lodgers have there been exactly the same phe-
nomena repeated. It is better that you should judge for
yourself, than enter the house with an imagination influ-
enced by previous narratives; only be prepared to see and
to hear something or other, and take whatever precautions
you yourself please.”

“ Have you never had a curiosity yourself to pass a night
in that house?”
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“Yes. I passed not a night, but three hours in broad
daylight alone in that house. My curiosity is not satis-
fied, but it is quenched. I have no desire to renew the
experiment. You cannot complain, you see, sir, that I
am not sufficiently candid; and unless your interest be ex-
ceedingly eager and your nerves unusually strong, I hon-
estly add, that I advise you nof to pass a night in that
house.”

“ My interest is exceedingly keen,” said I; “and though
only a coward will boast of his nerves in situations wholly
unfamiliar to him, yet my nerves have been seasoned in
such variety of danger that I have the right to rely on
them,—even in a haunted house.”

Mr. J said very little more; he took the keys of the
house out of his bureau, gave them to me,—and, thanking
him cordially for his frankness, and his urbane concession
to my wish, I carried off my prize.

Impatient for the experiment, as soon as I reached home,
I summoned my confidential servant,—a young man of gay
spirits, fearless temper, and as free from superstitious preju-
dice as anyone I could think of.

“ )7 said I, “ you remember in Germany how dis-
appointed we were at not finding a ghost in that old castle,
which was said to be haunted by a headless apparition?
Well, I have heard of a house in London which, I have
reason to hope, is decidedly haunted. I mean to sleep there
to-night. From what I hear, there is no doubt that some-
thing will allow itself to be seen or to be heard,—some-
thing, perhaps, excessively horrible. Do you think if I
take you with me, I may rely on your presence of mind,
whatever may happen?”

“ Oh, sir, pray trust me,” answered F
delight.

“Very well; then here are the keys of the house,—this
is the address. Go now,—select for me any bedroom you
please; and since the house has not been inhabited for
weeks, make up a good fire, air the bed well,—see, of
course, that there are candles as well as fuel. Take with
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you my revolver and my dagger,—so much for my weapons;
arm yourself equally well; and if we are not a match for a
dozen ghosts, we shall be but a sorry couple of English-
men.”

I was engaged for the rest of the day on business so
urgent that I had not leisure to think much on the noc-
turnal adventure to which I had plighted my honor. I
dined alone, and very late, and while dining, read, as is my
habit. I selected one of the volumes of Macaulay’s Essays.
I thought to myself that I would take the book with me;
there was so much of healthfulness in the style, and prac-
tical life in the subjects, that it would serve as an antidote
against the influences of superstitious fancy.

Accordingly, about half-past nine, I put the book into
my pocket, and strolled leisurely toward the haunted house.
I took with me a favorite dog: an exceedingly sharp, bold,
and vigilant bull terrier,—a dog fond of prowling about
strange, ghostly corners and passages at night in search
of rats; a dog of dogs for a ghost.

I reached the house, knocked, and my servant opened
with a cheerful smile.

We did not stay long in the drawing-rooms,—in fact,
they felt so damp and so chilly that I was glad to get to
the fire upstairs. We locked the doors of the drawing-
rooms,—a precaution which, I should observe, we had taken
with all the rooms we had searched below. The bedroom
my servant had selected for me was the best on the floor,
—a large one, with two windows fronting the street. The
four-posted bed, which took up no inconsiderable space,
was opposite to the fire, which burned clear and bright; a
door in the wall to the left, between the bed and the window,
communicated with the room which my servant appropri-
ated to himself. This last was a small room with a sofa bed,
and had no communication with the landing place,—no
other door but that which conducted to the bedroom I was
to occupy. On either side of my fireplace was a cupboard
without locks, flush with the wall, and covered with the
same dull-brown paper. We examined these cupboards,—
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only hooks to suspend female dresses, nothing else; we
sounded the walls,—evidently solid, the outer walls of the
building. Having finished the survey of these apartments,
warmed myself a few moments, and lighted my cigar, I
then, still accompanied by F , went forth to complete
my reconnoiter. In the landing place there was another
door; it was closed firmly. * Sir,” said my servant, in sur-
prise, “ I unlocked this door with all the others when I first
came; it cannot have got locked from the inside, for——"

Before he had finished his sentence, the door, which
neither of us then was touching, opened quietly of itself.
We looked at each other a single instant. The same
thought seized both,—some human agency might be de-
tected here. I rushed in first, my servant followed. A
small, blank, dreary room without furniture; a few empty
boxes and hampers in a corner; a small window ; the shut-
ters closed; not even a fireplace; no other door but that
by which we had entered; no carpet on the floor, and the
floor seemed very old, uneven, worm-eaten, mended here
and there, as was shown by the whiter patches on the wood;
but no living being, and no visible place in which a living
being could have hidden. As we stood gazing round, the
door by which we had entered closed as quietly as it had
before opened; we were imprisoned.

For the first time I felt a creep of indefinable horror.
Not so my servant. “ Why, they don’t think to trap us, sir;
I could break that trumpery door with a kick of my foot.”

“Try first if it will open to your hand,” said I, shaking
off the vague apprehension that had seized me, “ while I
unclose the shutters and see what is without.”

I unbarred the shutters,—the window looked on the little
back yard I have before described; there was no ledge with-
out,—nothing to break the sheer descent of the wall. No
man getting out of that window would have found any
footing till he had fallen on the stones below.

F. , meanwhile, was vainly attempting to open the
door. He now turned round to me and asked my permis-
sion to use force. And I should here state, in justice to
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the servant, that, far from evincing any superstitious ter-
rors, his nerve, composure, and even gayety amidst circum-
stances so extraordinary, compelled my admiration, and
made me congratulate myself on having secured a com-
panion in every way fitted to the occasion. I willingly gave
him the permission he required. But though he was a
remarkably strong man, his force was as idle as his milder
efforts; the door did not even shake to his stoutest kick.
Breathless and panting, he desisted. I then tried the door
myself, equally in vain. As I ceased from the effort, again
that creep of horror came over me; but this time it was
more cold and stubborn. I felt as if some strange and
ghastly exhalation were rising up from the chinks of that
rugged floor, and filling the atmosphere with a venomous
influence hostile to human life. The door now very slowly
and quietly opened as of its own accord. We precipitated
ourselves into the landing place. We both saw a large,
pale light—as large as the human figure, but shapeless and
unsubstantial—move before us, and ascend the stairs that
led from the landing into the attics. I followed the light,
and my servant followed me. It entered, to the right of
the landing, a small garret, of which the door stood open.
T entered in the same instant. The light then collapsed
into a small globule, exceedingly brilliant and vivid, rested
a moment on a bed in the corner, quivered, and vanished.
We approached the bed and examined it,—a half-tester,
such as is commonly found in attics devoted to servants.
On the drawers that stood near it we perceived an old
faded silk kerchief, with the needle still left in a rent half
repaired. The kerchief was covered with dust; probably it
had belonged to the old woman who had last died in that
house, and this might have been her sleeping room. I had
sufficient curiosity to open the drawers: there were a few
odds and ends of female dress, and two letters tied round
with a narrow ribbon of faded yellow. I took the liberty
to possess myself of the letters. We found nothing else in
the room worth noticing,—nor did the light reappear; but
we distinctly heard, as we turned to go, a pattering footfall
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on the floor, just before us. We went through the other
attics (in all four), the footfall still preceding us. Nothing
to be seen,—nothing but the footfall heard. I had the let-
ters in my hand; just as I was descending the stairs I dis-
tinctly felt my wrist seized, and a faint, soft effort made to
draw the letters from my clasp. I only held them the more
tightly, and the effort ceased.

We regained the bedchamber appropriated to myself,
and I then remarked that my dog had not followed us
when we had left it. He was thrusting himself close to
the fire, and trembling. I was impatient to examine the
letters; and while I read them, my servant opened a little
box in which he had deposited the weapons I had ordered
him to bring, took them out, placed them on a table close at
my bed head, and then occupied himself in soothing the
dog, who, however, seemed to heed him very little.

The letters were short,—they were dated; the dates ex-
actly thirty-five years ago. They were evidently from a lover
to his mistress, or a husband to some young wife. Not
only the terms of expression, but a distinct reference to a
former voyage, indicated the writer to have been a seafarer.
The spelling and handwriting were those of a man imper-
fectly educated, but still the language itself was forcible.
In the expressions of endearment there was a kind of rough,
wild love; but here and there were dark unintelligible hints
at some secret not of love,—some secret that seemed of
crime. “We ought to love each other,” was one of the
sentences I remember, “ for how everyone else would exe-
crate us if all was known.” Again: “ Don’t let anyone be
in the same room with you at night,—you talk in your
sleep.” And again: “ What’s done can’t be undone; and
I tell you there’s nothing against us unless the dead could
come to life.” Here there was underlined in a better hand-
writing (a female’s), “ They do!” At the end of the letter
latest in date the same female hand had written these words:
“ Lost at sea the 4th of June, the same day as ”

I put down the letters, and began to muse over their
contents.
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Fearing, however, that the train of thought into which
I fell might unsteady my nerves, I fully determined to keep
my mind in a fit state to cope with whatever of marvelous
the advancing night might bring forth. I roused myself;
laid the letters on the table; stirred up the fire, which was
stiil bright and cheering ; and opened my volume of Macau-
lay. I read quietly enough till about half past eleven. I
then threw myself dressed upon the bed, and told my
servant he might retire to his own room, but must keep
himself awake. I bade him leave open the loor between
the two rooms. Thus alone, I kept two candles burning
on the table by my bed head. I placed my watch beside
the weapons, and calmly resumed my Macaulay. Opposite
to me the fire burned clear; and on the hearth rug, seem-
ingly asleep, lay the dog. In about twenty minutes I felt
an exceedingly cold air pass by my cheek, like a sudden
draught. I fancied the door to my right, communicating
with the landing place, must have got open; but no,—it
was closed. I then turned my glance to my left, and saw
the flame of the candles violently swayed as by a wind.
At the same moment the watch beside the revolver softly
slid from the table,~softly, softly; no visible hand,—it was
gone. I sprang up, seizing the revolver with the one hand,
the dagger with the other; I was not willing that my weap-
ons should share the fate of the watch. Thus armed, I
looked round the floor,—no sign of the watch. Three slow,
loud, distinct knocks were now heard at the bed head;
my servant called out, “Is that you, sir?”

“No; be on your guard.”

The dog now roused himself and sat on his haunches,
his ears moving quickly backward and forward. He
kept his eyes fixed on me with a look so strange that he
concentered all my attention on himself. Slowly he rose
up, all his hair bristling, and stood perfectly rigid, and
with the same wild stare. I had no time, however, to ex-
amine the dog. Presently my servant emerged from his
room; and if ever I saw horror in the human face, it was
then. I should not have recognized him had we met in
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the street, so altered was every lineament. He passed by
me quickly, saying, in a whisper that seemed scarcely to
come from his lips, “ Run, run! it is after me!” He gained
the door to the landing, pulled it open, and rushed forth. I
followed him into the landing involuntarily, calling him to
stop; but, without heeding me, he bounded down the stairs,
clinging to the balusters, and taking several steps at a time.
I heard, where I stood, the street door open,—heard it again
clap to. I was left alone in the haunted house.

It was but for a moment that I remained undecided
whether or not to follow my servant; pride and curiosity
alike forbade so dastardly a flight. I reéntered my room,
closing the door after me, and proceeded cautiously into
the interior chamber. I encountered nothing to justify my
servant’s terror. I again carefully examined the walls, to
see if there were any concealed door. I could find no trace
of one,—not even a seam in the dull-brown paper with
which the room was hung. How, then, had the Tuing,
whatever it was, which had so scared him, obtained ingress
except though my own chamber?

I returned to my room, shut and locked the door that
opened upon the interior one, and stood on the hearth,
expectant and prepared. I now perceived that the dog
had slunk into an angle of the wall, and was pressing him-
self close against it, as if literally striving to force his way
into it. I approached the animal and spoke to it; the poor
brute was evidently beside itself with terror. It showed
all its teeth, the slaver dropping from its jaws, and would
certainly have bitten me if I had touched it. It did not
seem to recognize me. Whoever has seen at the Zo6logical
Gardens a rabbit, fascinated by a serpent, cowering in a
corner, may form some idea of the anguish which the dog
exhibited. Finding all efforts to soothe the animal in vain,
and fearing that his bite might be as venomous in that state
as in the madness of hydrophobia, I left him alone, placed
my weapons on the table beside the fire, seated myself, and
recommenced my Macaulay.

Perhaps, in order not to appear seeking credit for a cour-
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age, or rather a coolness, which the reader may conceive I
exaggerate, I may be pardoned if I pause to indulge in one
or two egotistical remarks.

As I hold presence of mind, or what is called courage,
to be precisely proportioned to familiarity with the circum-
stances that lead to it, so I should say that I had been long
sufficiently familiar with all experiments that appertain to
the marvelous. I had witnessed many very extraordinary
phenomena in various parts of the world,—phenomena that
would be either totally disbelieved if I stated them, or as-
cribed to supernatural agencies. Now, my theory is that
the supernatural is the impossible, and that what is called
supernatural is only a something in the laws of Nature of
which we have been hitherto ignorant. Therefore, if a ghost
rise before me, I have not the right to say, *“ So, then, the
supernatural is possible;” but rather, ““ So, then, the appa-
rition of a ghost is, contrary to received opinion, within the
laws of Nature,—that is, not supernatural.”

Now, in all that I had hitherto witnessed, and indeed in
all the wonders which the amateurs of mystery in our age
record as facts, a material living agency is always required.
On the Continent you will find still magicians who assert that
they can raise spirits. Assume for the moment that they
assert truly, still the living material form of the magician is
present; and he is the material agency by which, from some
constitutional peculiarities, certain strange phenomena are
represented to your natural senses.

Accept, again, as truthful, the tales of spirit manifestation
in America,—musical or other sounds; writings on paper,.
produced by no discernible hand; articles of furniture moved
without apparent human agency; or the actual sight and
touch of hands, to which no bodies seem to belong,—still
there must be found the MEDIUM, or living being, with con-
stitutioral peculiarities capable of obtaining these signs.
In fine, in all such marvels, supposing even that there is
no imposture, there must be a human being like ourselves
by whom, or through whom, the effects presented to human
beings are produced. It is so with the now familiar phe-
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nomena of mesmerism or electro-biology; the mind of the
person operated on is affected through a material living
agent. Nor, supposing it true that a mesmerized patient
can respond to the will or passes of a mesmerizer a hun-
dred miles distant, is the response less occasioned by a ma-
terial being; it may be through a material fluid—call it
Electric, call it Odic, call it what you will—which has the
power of traversing space and passing obstacles, that the
material effect is communicated from one to the other.
Hence, all that I had hitherto witnessed, or expected to
witness, in this strange house, I believed to be occasioned
through some agency or medium as mortal as myself; and
this idea necessarily prevented the awe with which those
who regard as supernatural things that are not within the
ordinary operations of Nature, might have been impressed
by the adventures of that memorable night.

As, then, it was my conjecture that all that was pre-
sented, or would be presented to my senses, must originate
in some human being gifted by constitution with the power
so to present them, and having some motive so to do, I
felt an interest in my theory which, in its way, was rather
philosophical than superstitious. And I can sincerely say
that I was in as tranquil a temper for observation as any
practical experimentalist could be in awaiting the effects
of some rare, though perhaps perilous, chemical combina-
tion. Of course, the more I kept my mind detached from
fancy, the more the temper fitted for observation would be
obtained; and I therefore riveted eye and thought on the
strong daylight sense in the page of my Macaulay.

I now became aware that something interposed between
the page and the light,—the page was overshadowed. I
looked up, and I saw what I shall find it very difficult, per-
haps impossible, to describe.

It was a Darkness shaping itself forth from the air in
very undefined outline. I cannot say it was of a human
form, and yet it had more resemblance to a human form,
or rather shadow, than to anything else. As it stood, wholly
apart and distinct from the air and the light around it, its
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dimensions seemed gigantic, the summit nearly touching
the ceiling. While I gazed, a feeling of intense cold seized
me. An iceberg before me could not more have chilled me;
nor could the cold of an iceberg have been more purely
physical. I feel convinced that it was not the cold caused
by fear. As I continued to gaze, I thought—but this I
cannot say with precision—that I distinguished two eyes
looking down on me from the height. One moment I
fancied that I distinguished them clearly, the next they
seemed gone; but still two rays of a pale-blue light fre-
quently shot through the darkness, as from the height on
which I half believed, half doubted, that I had encountered
the eyes.

I strove to speak,—my voice utterly failed me; I could
only think to myself, “Is this fear? It is nof fear!” 1
strove to rise,—in vain; I felt as if weighed down by an
irresistible force. Indeed, my impression was that of an
immense and overwhelming Power opposed to my volition,
—that sense of utter inadequacy to cope with a force be-
yond man’s, which one may feel physically in a storm at
sea, in a conflagration, or when confronting some terrible
wild beast, or rather, perhaps, the shark of the ocean, I felt
morally. Opposed to my will was another will, as far supe-
rior to its strength as storm, fire, and shark are superior in
material force to the force of man.

And now, as this impression grew on me,—now came, at
last, horror, horror to a degree that no words can convey.
Still I retained pride, if not courage; and in my own mind
I said, “ This is horror; but it is not fear; unless I fear I
cannot pe harmed; my reason rejects this thing; it is an
illusion,—I do not fear.” With a violent effort I succeeded
at last in stretching out my hand toward the weapon on
the table; as I did so, on the arm and shoulder I received
a strange shock, and my arm fell to my side powerless.
And now, to add to my horror, the light began slowly to
wane from the candles,—they were not, as it were, extin-
guished, but their flame seemed very gradually withdrawn;
it was the same with the fire,—the light was extracted from
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the fuel; in a few minutes the room was in utter darkness.
The dread that came over me, to be thus in the dark with
that dark Thing, whose power was so intensely felt, brought
areaction of nerve. In fact, terror had reached that climax,
that either my senses must have deserted me, or I must
have burst through the spell. 1 did burst through it. I
found voice, though the voice was a shriek. 1 remember
that I broke forth with words like these, “I do not fear,
my soul does not fear”; and at the same time I found
strength to rise. Still in that profound gloom I rushed to
one of the windows; tore aside the curtain; flung open the
shutters ; my first thought was—Li1GHT. And when I saw
the moon high, clear, and calm, I felt a joy that almost
compensated for the previous terror. There was the moon,
there was also the light from the gas lamps in the deserted
slumberous street. I turned to look back into the room;
the moon penetrated its shadow very palely and partially—
but still there was light. The dark Thing, whatever it might
be, was gone,—except that I could yet see a dim shadow,
which seemed the shadow of that shade, against the oppo-
site wall.

My eye now rested on the table, and from under the
table (which was without cloth or cover,—an old mahog-
any round table) there rose a hand, visible as far as the
wrist. It was a hand, seemingly, as much of flesh and
blood as my own, but the hand of an aged person, lean,
wrinkled, small too,—a woman’s hand. That hand very
softly closed on the two letters that lay on the table; hand
and letters both vanished. There then came the same three
loud, measured knocks I had heard at the bed head before
this extraordinary drama had commenced.

As those sounds slowly ceased, I felt the whole room vi-
brate sensibly; and at the far end there rose, as from the
floor, sparks or globules like bubbles of light, many colored,
—agreen, yellow, fire-red, azure. Up and down, to and {ro,
hither, thither as tiny Will-o’-the-Wisps, the sparks moved,
slow or swift, each at its own caprice. A chair (as in the
drawing-room below) was now advanced from the wall
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without apparent agency, and placed at the opposite side
of the table. Suddenly, as forth from the chair, there grew
a shape,—a woman’s shape. It was distinct as a shape of
life,—ghastly as a shape of death. The face was that of
youth, with a strange, mournful beauty; the throat and
shoulders were bare, the rest of the form in a loose robe
of cloudy white. It began sleeking its long, yellow hair,
which fell over its shoulders; its eyes were not turned
toward me, but to the door; it seemed listening, watching,
waiting. The shadow of the shade in the background grew
darker; and again I thought I beheld the eyes gleam-
ing out from the summit of the shadow,—eyes fixed upon
that shape.

As if from the door, though it did not open, there grew
out another shape, equally distinct, equally ghastly,—a man’s
shape, a young man’s. It was in the dress of the last cen-
tury, or rather in a likeness of such dress (for both the male
shape and the female, though defined, were evidently un-
substantial, impalpable,—simulacra, phantasms); and there
was something incongruous, grotesque, yet fearful, in the
contrast between the elaborate finery,the courtly precision of
that old-fashioned garb, with its ruffles and lace and buckles,
and the corpselikeaspectand ghostlike stillness of the flitting
wearer. Just as the male shape approached the female, the
dark Shadow started from the wall, all three for a moment
wrapped in darkness. When the pale light returned, the
two phantoms were as if in the grasp of the Shadow that
towered between them; and there was a blood stain on the
breast of the female; and the phantom male was leaning
on its phantom sword, and blood seemed trickling fast from
the ruffles from the lace; and the darkness of the inter-
mediate Shadow swallowed them up,—they were gone.
And again the bubbles of light shot, and sailed, and undu-
lated, growing thicker and thicker and more wildly con-
fused in their movements.

The closet door to the right of the fireplace now opened,
and from the aperture there came the form of an aged
woman. In her hand she held letters,—the very letters over
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which I had seen the Hand close; and behind her I heard
a footstep. She turned round as if to listen, and then she
opened the letters and seemed to read; and over her shoul-
der I saw a livid face, the face as of a man long drowned,
—bloated, bleached, seaweed tangled in its dripping hair;
and at her feet lay a form as of a corpse; and beside the
corpse there cowered a child, a miserable, squalid child,
with famine in its cheeks and fear in its eyes. And as I
looked in the old woman’s face, the wrinkles and lines van-
ished, and it became a face of youth,—hard-eyed, stony, but
still youth; and the Shadow darted forth, and darkened
over these phantoms as it had darkened over the last.
Nothing now was left but the Shadow, and on that my
eyes were intently fixed, till again eyes grew out of the
Shadow,—malignant, serpent eyes. And the bubbles of
light again rose and fell, and in their disordered, irregu-
lar, turbulent maze, mingled with the wan moonlight. And
now from these globules themselves, as from the shell of
an egg, monstrous things burst out; the air grew filled
with them: larvee so bloodless and so hideous that I can
in no way describe them except to remind the reader of
the swarming life which the solar microscope brings before
his eyes in a drop of water,—things transparent, supple,
agile, chasing each other, devouring each other ; forms like
naught ever beheld by the naked eye. As the shapes were
without symmetry, so their movements were without order.
In their very vagrancies there was no sport; they came round
me and round, thicker and faster and swifter, swarming
over my head, crawling over my right arm, which was out-
stretched in involuntary command against all evil beings.
Sometimes I felt myself touched, but not by them; invisible
hands touched me., Once I felt the clutch as of cold, soft
fingers at my throat. I was still equally conscious that if
I gave way to fear I should be in bodily peril; and I con-
centered all my faculties in the single focus of resisting
stubborn will. And I turned my sight from the Shadow;
above all, from those strange serpent eyes,—eyes that had
now become distinctly visible. For there, though in naught
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else around me, I was aware that there was a WILL, and
a will of intense, creative, working evil, which might crush
down my own.

The pale atmosphere in the room began now to redden
as if in the air of some near conflagration. The larve
grew lurid as things that live in fire. Again the room
vibrated; again were heard the three measured knocks; and
again all things were swallowed up in the darkness of the
dark Shadow, as if out of that darkness all had come, into
that darkness all returned.

As the gloom receded, the Shadow was wholly gone.
Slowly, as it had been withdrawn, the flame grew again
into the candles on the table, again into the fuel in the
grate. The whole room came once more calmly, healthfully
into sight.

The two doors were still closed, the door communicating
with the servant’s room still locked. In the corner of the
wall, into which he had so convulsively niched himself, lay
the dog. I called to him,—no movement; I approached,
—the animal was dead: his eyes protruded; his tongue out
of his mouth; the froth gathered round his jaws. I took
him in my arms; I brought him to the fire. I felt acute
grief for the loss of my poor favorite,—acute self-reproach;
I accused myself of his death; I imagined he had died of
fright. But what was my surprise on finding that his neck
was actually broken. Had this been done in the dark?
Must it not have been by a hand human as mine; must there
not have been a human agency all the while in that room?
Good cause to suspect it. I cannot tell. I cannot do more
than state the fact fairly; the reader may draw his own
inference.

Another surprising circumstance,—my watch was re-
stored to the table from which it had been so mysteriously
withdrawn; but it had stopped at the very moment it was
so withdrawn, nor, despite all the skill of the watchmaker,
has it ever gome since,—that is, it will go in a strange,
erratic way for a few hours, and then come to a dead stop;
it is worthless.
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Nothing more chanced for the rest of the night. Nor,
indeed, had I long to wait before the dawn broke. Not till
it was broad daylight did I quit the haunted house. Before
I did so, I revisited the little blind room in which my
servant and myself had been for a time imprisoned. I had
a strong impression—for which I could not account—that
from that room had originated the mechanism of the phe-
nomena, if I may use the term, which had been experienced
in my chamber. And though I entered it now in the clear
day, with the sun peering through the filmy window, I still
felt, as I stood on its floors, the creep of the horror which
I had first there experienced the night before, and which
had been so aggravated by what had passed in my own
chamber. I could not, indeed, bear to stay more than half
a minute within those walls. I descended the stairs, and
again I heard the footfall before me; and when I opened
the street door, I thought I could distinguish a very low
laugh. I gained my own home, expecting to find my run-
away servant there; but he had not presented himself, nor
did I hear more of him for three days, when I received a
letter from him, dated from Liverpool to this effect:—

‘*“HoNoRED SirR,—I humbly entreat your pardon, though I can
scarcely hope that you will think that I deserve it, unless—which
Heaven forbidl—you saw what I did. I feel that it will be years
before I can recover myself; and as to being fit for service, it is out
of the question. I am therefore going to my brother-in-law at Mel-
bourne. The ship sails to-morrow. Perhaps the long voyage may
set me up. I do nothing now but start and tremble, and fancy 17 is
behind me. I humbly beg you, honored sir, to order my clothes,
and whatever wages are due to me, to be sent to my mother’s, at
Walworth,—John knows her address.”

The letter ended with additional apologies, somewhat
incoherent, and explanatory details as to effects that had
been under the writer’s charge.

This flight may perhaps warrant a suspicion that the man
wished to go to Australia, and had been somehow or other
fraudulently mixed up with the events of the night. I say
nothing in refutation of that conjecture; rather, I suggest
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it as one that would seem to many persons the most prob-
able solution of improbable occurrences. My belief in my
own theory remained unshaken. I returned in the evening
to the house, to bring away in a hack cab the things I had
left there, with my poor dog’s body. In this task I was
not disturbed, nor did any incident worth note befall me,
except that still, on ascending and descending the stairs,
I heard the same footfall in advance. On leaving the
house, I went to Mr. J ’s. He was at home. I re-
turned him the keys, told him that my curiosity was suf-
ficiently gratified, and was about to relate quickly what had
passed, when he stopped me, and said, though with much
politeness, that he had no longer any interest in a mystery
which none had ever solved.

I determined at least to tell him of the two letters I
had read, as well as of the extraordinary manner in which
they had disappeared; and I then inquired if he thought
they had been addressed to the woman who had died in the
house, and if there were anything in her early history which
could possibly confirm the dark suspicions to which the
letters gave rise. Mr. J seemed startled, and, after
musing a few moments, answered, “I am but little ac-
quainted with the woman’s earlier history, except as I
before told you, that her family were known to mine. But
you revive some vagte reminiscences to her prejudice. I
will make inquiries, and inform you of their result. Still,
even if we could admit the popular superstition that a per-
son who had been either the perpetrator or the victim of
dark crimes in life could revisit, as a restless spirit, the
scene in which those crimes had been committed, I should
observe that the house was infested by strange sights and
sounds before the old woman died—you smile—what would
you say?”

“I would say this, that I am convinced, if we could get
to the bottom of these mysteries, we should find a living
human agency.”

“What! you believe it is all an imposture? For what
object?”
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“Not an imposture in the ordinary sense of the word.
If suddenly I were to sink into a deep sleep, from which
you could not awake me, but in that sleep could answer
questions with an accuracy which I could not pretend to
when awake,—tell you what money you had in your pocket,
nay, describe your very thoughts,—it is not necessarily an
imposture, any more than it is necessarily supernatural. I
should be, unconsciously to myself, under a mesmeric influ-
ence, conveyed to me from a distance by a human being
who had acquired power over me by previous rapport.”

“ But if a mesmerizer could so affect another living being,
can you suppose that a mesmerizer could also affect inani-
mate objects: move chairs,—open and shut doors?”

“ Or impress our senses with the belief in such effects,—
we never having been en rapport with the person acting on
us? No. What is commonly called mesmerism could not
do this; but there may be a power akin to mesmerism, and
superior to it,—the power that in the old days was called
Magic. That such a power may extend to all inanimate ob-
jects of matter, I do not say; but if so, it would not be
against Nature,—it would be only a rare power in Nature
which might be given to constitutions with certain peculiar-
ities, and cultivated by practice to an extraordinary degree.
That such a power might extend over the dead,—that is,
over certain thoughts and memories that the dead may still
retain,—and compel, not that which ought properly to be
called the SouL, and which is far beyond human reach, but
rather a phantom of what has been most earth-stained on
earth, to make itself apparent to our senses, is a very ancient
though obsolete theory upon which I will hazard no opinion.
But I do not conceive the power would be supernatural. Let
me illustrate what I mean from an experiment which Para-
celsus describes as not difficult, and which the author of the
‘ Curiosities of Literature’ cites as credible: A flower per-
ishes; you burn it. Whatever were the elements of that
flower while it lived are gone, dispersed, you know not
whither; you can never discover nor re-collect them. But
you can, by chemistry, out of the burned dust of that flower,
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raise a spectrum of the flower, just as it seemed in life. It
may be the same with the human being. The soul has as
much escaped you as the essence or elements of the flower.
Still you may make a spectrum of it. And this phantom,
though in the popular superstition it is held to be the soul
of the departed, must not be confounded with the true soul;
it is but the eidolon of the dead form. Hence, like the best-
attested stories of ghosts or spirits, the thing that most
strikes us is the absence of what we hold to be soul,—that
is, of superior emancipated intelligence. These apparitions
come for little or no object,—they seldom speak when they
do come; if they speak, they utter no ideas above those of
an ordinary person on earth. American spirit seers have
published volumes of communications, in prose and verse,
which they assert to be given in the names of the most illus-
trious dead: Shakespeare, Bacon,—Heaven knows whom.
Those communications, taking the best, are certainly not a
whit of higher order than would be communications from
living persons of fair talent and education; they are won-
drously inferior to what Bacon, Shakespeare, and Plato said
and wrote when on earth. Nor, what is more noticeable, do
they ever contain an idea that was not on the earth before.
Wonderful, therefore, as such phenomena may be (granting
them to be truthful), I see much that philosophy may ques-
tion, nothing that it is incumbent on philosophy to deny,—
namely, nothing supernatural. They are but ideas conveyed
somehow or other (we have not yet discovered the means)
from one mortal brain to another. Whether, in so doing,
tables walk of their own accord, or fiendlike shapes appear
in a magic circle, or bodiless hands rise and remove material
objects, or a Thing of Darkness, such as presented itself to
me, freeze our blood,—still am I persuaded that these are
but agencies conveyed, as by electric wires, to my own brain
from the brain of another. In some constitutions there is
a natural chemistry, and those constitutions may produce
chemic wonders,—in others a natural fluid, call it electricity,
and these may produce electric wonders. But the wonders
differ from Normal Science in this,—they are alike object-
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less, purposeless, puerile, frivolous. They lead on to no
grand results; and therefore the world does not heed, and
true sages have not cultivated them. But sure I am, that
of all I saw or heard, a man, human as myself, was the
remote originator; and I believe unconsciously to himself
as to the exact effects produced, for this reason: no two
persons, you say, have ever told you that they experienced
exactly the same thing. Well, observe, no two persons ever
experience exactly the same dream. If this were an ordinary
imposture, the machinery would be arranged for results that
would but little vary; if it were a supernatural agency per-
mitted by the Almighty, it would surely be for some definite
end. These phenomena belong to neither class; my persua-
sion is, that they originate in some brain now far distant;
that that brain had no distinct volition in anything that oc-
curred ; that what does occur reflects but its devious, motley,
ever-shifting, half-formed thoughts; in short, that it has
been but the dreams of such a brain put into action and in-
vested with a semisubstance. That this brain is of immense
power, that it can set matter into movement, that it is malig-
nant and destructive, I believe; some material force must
have killed my dog; the same force might, for aught I
know, have sufficed to kill myself, had I been as subjugated
by terror as the dog,—had my intellect or my spirit given
me no countervailing resistance in my will.”

“ It killed your dog,—that is fearful! Indeed it is strange
that no animal can be induced to stay in that house; not
even a cat. Rats and mice are never found in it.”

“The instincts of the brute creation detect influences
deadly to their existence. Man’s reason has a sense less
subtle, because it has a resisting power more supreme. But
enough ; do you comprehend my theory?”

“Yes, though imperfectly,—and I accept any crotchet
‘(pardon the word), however odd, rather than embrace at
once the notion of ghosts and hobgoblins we imbibed in our
nurseries. Still, to my unfortunate house, the evil is the
same. What on earth can I do with the house?”

“T will tell you what I would do. I am convinced from
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my own internal feelings that the small, unfurnished room
at right angles to the door of the bedroom which I occupied,
forms a starting point or receptacle for the influences which
haunt the house; and I strongly advise you to have the walls
opened, the floor removed,—nay, the whole room pulled
down. I observe that it is detached from the body of the
house, built over the small backyard, and could be removed
without injury to the rest of the building.”

“ And you think, if T did that 2

“You would cut off the telegraph wires. Try it. I am
so persuaded that I am right, that I will pay half the ex-
pense if you will allow me to direct the operations.”

“Nay, I am well able to afford the cost; for the rest
allow me to write to you.”

About ten days after I received a letter from Mr. J b
telling me that he had visited the house since I had seen
him; that he had found the two letters I had described,
replaced in the drawer from which I had taken them; that
he had read them with misgivings like my own; that he
had instituted a cautious inquiry about the woman to whom
I rightly conjectured they had been written. It seemed
that thirty-six years ago (a year before the date of the
letters) she had married, against the wish of her relations,
an American of very suspicious character; in fact, he was
generally believed to have been a pirate. She herself was
the daughter of very respectable tradespeople, and had
served in the capacity of a nursery governess before her
marriage. She had a brother, a widower, who was con-
sidered wealthy, and who had one child of about six years
old. A month after the marriage the body of this brother
was found in the Thames, near London Bridge; there
seemed some marks of violence about his throat, but they
were not deemed sufficient to warrant the inquest in any
other verdict that that of ““ found drowned.”

The American and his wife took charge of the little boy,
the deceased brother having by his will left his sister the
guardian of his only child,—and in event of the child’s
death the sister inherited. The child died about six months
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afterwards,—it was supposed to have been neglected and
ill-treated. The neighbors deposed to have heard it shriek
at night. The surgeon who had examined it after death
said that it was emaciated as if from want of nourishment,
and the body was covered with livid bruises. It seemed
that one winter night the child had sought to escape; crept
out into the back yard; tried to scale the wall; fallen back
exhausted ; and been found at morning on the stones in a
dying state. But though there was some evidence of cru-
elty, there was none of murder; and the aunt and her hus-
band had sought to palliate cruelty by alleging the exceed-
ing stubbornness and perversity of the child, who was
declared to be half-witted. Be that as it may, at the
orphan’s death the aunt inherited her brother’s fortune.
Before the first wedded year was out, the American quitted
England abruptly, and never returned to it. He obtained
a cruising vessel, which was lost in the Atlantic two years
afterwards. The widow was left in affluence, but reverses
of various kinds had befallen her: a bank broke; an invest-
ment failed; she went into a small business and became
insolvent; then she entered into service, sinking lower and
lower, from housekeeper down to maid-of-all-work,—never
long retaining a place, though nothing decided against her
character was ever alleged. She was considered sober, hon-
est, and peculiarly quiet in her ways; still nothing pros-
pered with her. And so she had dropped into the work-
house, from which Mr. J had taken her, to be placed
in charge of the very house which she had rented as mistress
in the first year of her wedded life.

Mr. J added that he had passed an hour alone in
the unfurnished room which I had urged him to destroy,
and that his impressions of dread while there were so great,
though he had neither heard nor seen anything, that he
was eager to have the walls bared and the floors removed
as I had suggested. He had engaged persons for the work,
and would commence any day I would name.

The day was accordingly fixed. I repaired to the haunted
house,—we went into the blind, dreary room, took up the
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skirting, and then the floors. Under the rafters, covered
with rubbish, was found a trapdoor, quite large enough to
admit a man. It was closely nailed down, with clamps
and rivets of iron. On removing these we descended into
a room below, the existence of which had never been sus-
pected. In this room there had been a window and a flue,
but they had been bricked over, evidently for many years.
By the help of candles we examined this place; it still re-
tained some moldering furniture,—three chairs, an oak
settle, a table,—all of the fashion of about eighty years
ago. There was a chest of drawers against the wall, in
which we found, half rotted away, old-fashioned articles of
a man’s dress, such as might have been worn eighty or a
hundred years ago by a gentleman of some rank; costly
steel buckles and buttons, like those yet worn in court
dresses, a handsome court sword ; in a waistcoat which had
once been rich with gold lace, but which was now black-
ened and foul with damp, we found five guineas, a few
silver coins, and an ivory ticket, probably for some place
of entertainment long since passed away. But our main
discovery was in a kind of iron safe fixed to the wall, the
lock of which it cost us much trouble to get picked.

In this safe were three shelves and two small drawers.
Ranged on the shelves were several small bottles of crystal,
hermetically stopped. They contained colorless, volatile
essences, of the nature of which I shall only say that they
were not poisons,—phosphor and ammonia entered into
some of them. There were also some very curious glass
tubes, and a small pointed rod of iron, with a large lump
of rock crystal, and another of amber,—also a loadstone of
great power.

In one of the drawers we found a miniature portrait set
in gold, and retaining the freshness of its colors most re-
markably, considering the length of time it had probably
been there. The portrait was that of a man who might be
somewhat advanced in middle life, perhaps forty-seven or
forty-eight. It was a remarkable face,—a most impressive
face. If you could fancy some mighty serpent transformed
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into man, preserving in the human lineaments the old ser-
pent type, you would have a better idea of that countenance
than long descriptions can convey: the width and flatness
of frontal; the tapering elegance of contour disguising the
strength of the deadly jaw; the long, large, terrible eye,
glittering and green as the emerald,—and withal a certain
ruthless calm, as if from the consciousness of an immense
power,

Mechanically I turned round the miniature to examine
the back of it, and on the back was engraved a pentacle;
in the middle of the pentacle a ladder, and the third step
of the ladder was formed by the date 1765. Examining
still more minutely, I detected a spring; this, on being
pressed, opened the back of the miniature as a lid. Within-
side the lid were engraved, “ Marianna to thee. Be faith-
ful in life and in death to . Here follows a name that
I will not mention, but it was not unfamiliar to me. I had
heard it spoken of by old men in my childhood as the name
borne by a dazzling charlatan who had made a great sen-
sation in London for a year or so, and had fled the country
on the charge of a double murder within his own house,—
that of his mistress and his rival. I said nothing of this to
Mr. J , to whom reluctantly I resigned the miniature.

We had found no difficulty in opening the first drawer
within the iron safe; we found great difficulty in opening
the second: it was not locked, but it resisted all efforts, till
we inserted in the chinks the edge of a chisel. When we
had thus drawn it forth, we found a very singular appa-
ratus in the nicest order. Upon a small, thin book, or
rather tablet, was placed a saucer of crystal; this saucer
was filled with a clear liquid,—on that liquid floated a
kind of compass, with a needle shifting rapidly round; but
instead of the usual points of a compass were seven strange
characters, not very unlike those used by astrologers to
denote the planets. A peculiar but not strong nor dis-
pleasing odor came from this drawer, which was lined with
a wood that we afterwards discovered to be hazel. What-
ever the cause of this odor, it produced a material effect

68




Bulwer Lytton

on the nerves, We all felt it, even the two workmen who
were in the room,—a creeping, tingling sensation from the
tips of the fingers to the roots of the hair. Impatient to
examine the tablet, I removed the saucer. As I did so the
needle of the compass went round and round with exceed-
ing swiftness, and I felt a shock that ran through my whole
frame, so that I dropped the saucer on the floor. The liquid
was spilled ; the saucer was broken; the compass rolled to
the end of ‘he room, and at that instant the walls shook
to and fro, as if a giant had swayed and rocked them.

The two workmen were so frightened that they ran up
the ladder by which we had descended from the trapdoor;
but secing that nothing more happened, they were easily
induced to return.

Meanwhile I had opened the tablet: it was bound in
plain red leather, with a silver clasp; it contained but one
sheet of thick vellum, and on that sheet were inscribed,
within a double pentacle, words in old monkish Latin,
which are literally to be translated thus: “ On all that it
can reach within these walls, sentient or inanimate, living
or dead, as moves the needle, so works my will! Accursed
be the house, and restless be the dwellers therein.”

We found no more. Mr. J burned the tablet and
its anathema. He razed to the foundations the part of the
building containing the secret room with the chamber over
it. He had then the courage to inhabit the house himself
for a month, and a quieter, better-conditioned house could
not be found in all London. Subsequently he let it to ad-
vantage, and his tenant has made no complaints.




Bulwer-Lytton
The Incantation

I

A drowning man clutching at a straw—such is Dr. Fenwick, hero
of Bulwer-Lytton’s ‘“ Strange Story '’ when he determines to lend
himself to alleged ‘‘magic’ in the hope of saving his suffering wife
from the physical dangers which have succeeded her mental disease.
The proposition has been made to him by Margrave, a wanderer in
many countries, who has followed the Fenwicks from England to
Australia. Margrave declares that he needs an accomplice to secure
an ‘‘elixir of life’”’ which his own failing strength demands. His
mysterious mesmeric or hypnotic influence over Mrs. Fenwick had
in former days been marked; and on the basis of this undeniable
fact, he has endeavored to show that his own welfare and Mrs. Fen-
wick’s are, in some occult fashion, knit together, and that only by
aiding him in some extraordinary experiment can the physician
snatch his beloved Lilian from her impending doom.

As the first chapter opens, Fenwick is learning his wife's con-
dition from his friend, Dr. Faber.

“I BELIEVE that for at least twelve hours there will be

no change in her state. I believe also that if she re-
cover from it, calm and refreshed, as from a sleep, the
danger of death will have passed away.”

“ And for twelve hours my presence would be hurtful?”

“ Rather say fatal, if my diagnosis be right.”

I wrung my friend’s hand, and we parted.

Oh, to lose her now; now that her love and her reason
had both returned, each more vivid than before! Futile,
indeed, might be Margrave’s boasted secret; but at least in
that secret was hope. In recognized science I saw only
despair,

And at that thought all dread of this mysterious visitor
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vanished—all anxiety to question more of his attributes
or his history. His life itself became to me dear and pre-
cious. What if it should fail me in the steps of the process,
whatever that was, by which the life of my Lilian might be
saved!

The shades of evening were now closing in. I remem-
bered that I had left Margrave without even food for many
hours. I stole round to the back of the house, filled a
basket with elements more generous than those of the for-
mer day; extracted fresh drugs from my stores, and, thus
laden, hurried back to the hut. I found Margrave in the
room below, seated on his mysterious coffer, leaning his
face on his hand. When I entered, he looked up, and said:

“You have neglected me. My strength is waning. Give
me more of the cordial, for we have work before us to-
night, and I need support.”

He took for granted my assent to his wild experiment;
and he was right.

1 administered the cordial. I placed food before him, and
this time he did not eat with repugnance. I poured out
wine, and he drank it sparingly, but with ready compliance,
saying, “ In perfect health, I looked upon wine as poison;
now it is like a foretaste of the glorious elixir.”

After he had thus recruited himself, he seemed to acquire
an energy that startlingly contrasted with his languor the
day before; the effort of breathing was scarcely perceptible;
the color came back to his cheeks; his bended frame rose
elastic and erect.

“If I understood you rightly,” said I, “the experiment
you ask me to aid can be accomplished in a single night?”

“In a single night—this night.”

“ Command me. Why not begin at once? What appa-
ratus or chemical agencies do you need?”

“Ah!” said Margrave. ‘ Formerly, how I was misled!
Formerly, how my conjectures blundered! I thought, when
I asked you to give a month to the experiment I wish
to make, that I should need the subtlest skill of the chemist.
I then believed, with Van Helmont, that the principle of
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life is a gas, and that the secret was but in the mode by
which the gas might be rightly administered. But now, all
that I need is contained in this coffer, save one very simple
material—fuel sufficient for a steady fire for six hours. I
see even that is at hand, piled up in your outhouse. And
now for the substance itself—to that you must guide
me.”

“ Explain.”

“ Near this very spot is there not gold—in mines yet un-
discovered—and gold of the purest metal?”

“There is. What then? Do you, with the alchemists,
blend in one discovery, gold and life?”

“No. But it is only where the chemistry of earth or
of man produces gold, that the substance from which the
great pabulum of life is extracted by ferment can be found.
Possibly, in the attempts at that transmutation of metals,
which I think your own great chemist, Sir Humphry Davy,
allowed might be possible, but held not to be worth the cost
of the process—possibly, in those attempts, some scanty
grains of this substance were found by the alchemists, in
the crucible, with grains of the metal as niggardly yielded
by pitiful mimicry of Nature’s stupendous laboratory; and
from such grains enough of the essence might, perhaps,
have been drawn forth, to add a few years of existence to
some feeble graybeard—granting, what rests on no proofs,
that some of the alchemists reached an age rarely given to
man. But it is not in the miserly crucible, it is in the matrix
of Nature herself, that we must seek in prolific abundance
Nature’s grand principle—life. As the loadstone is rife
with the magnetic virtue, as amber contains the electric,
so in this substance, to which we yet want a name, is found
the bright life-giving fluid. In the old gold mines of Asia
and Europe the substance exists, but can rarely be met
with, The soil for its nutriment may there be well nigh
exhausted. It is here, where Nature herself is all vital with
youth, that the nutriment of youth must be sought. Near
this spot is gold; guide me to it.”

“You cannot come with me, The place which I know

72



" Bulwer-Lytton

as auriferous is some miles distant, the way rugged. You
cannot walk to it. Itis true I have horses, but. *

“Do you think I have come this distance and not fore-
seen and forestalled all that I want for my object? Trouble
yourself not with conjectures how I can arrive at the place.
I have provided the means to arrive at and leave it. My
litter and its bearers are in reach of my call. Give me your
arm to the rising ground, fifty yards from your door.”

I obeyed mechanically, stifling all surprise. I had made
my resolve, and admitted no thought that could shake it.

When we reached the summit of the grassy hillock, which
sloped from the road that led to the seaport, Margrave,
after pausing to recover breath, lifted up his voice, in a
key, not loud, but shrill and slow and prolonged, half cry
and half chant, like the nighthawk’s. Through the air—
so limpid and still, bringing near far objects, far sounds—
the voice pierced its way, artfully pausing, till wave after
wave of the atmosphere bore and transmitted it on.

In a few minutes the call seemed reéchoed, so exactly,
so cheerily, that for the moment I thought that the note was
the mimicry of the shy mocking lyre bird, which mimics
so merrily all that it hears in its coverts, from the whir of
the locust to the howl of the wild dog.

“ What king,” said the mystical charmer, and as he spoke
he carelessly rested his hand on my shoulder, so that I
trembled to feel that this dread son of Nature, Godless and
soulless, who had been—and, my heart whispered, who still
could be—my bane and mind darkener, leaned upon me for
support, as the spoiled younger-born on his brother—“ what
king,” said this cynical mocker, with his beautiful boyish
face—" what king in your civilized Europe has the sway of
a chief of the East? What link is so strong between mortal
and mortal as that between lord and slave? I transport
yon poor fools from the land of their birth; they preserve
here their old habits—obedience and awe. They would
wait till they starved in the solitude—wait to hearken and
answer my call. And I, who thus rule them, or charm
them—I use and despise them. They know that, and yet
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serve me! Between you and me, my philosopher, there is
but one thing worth living for—life for oneself.”

Is it age, is it youth, that thus shocks all my sense, in
my solemn completeness of man? Perhaps, in great capi-
tals, young men of pleasure will answer, “ It is youth; and
we think what he says!” Young friends, I do not believe
you.

11

‘Arong the grass track I saw now, under the moon, just
risen, a strange procession—never seen before in Aus-
tralian pastures. It moved on, noiselessly but quickly. We
descended the hillock, and met it on the way; a sable litter,
borne by four men, in unfamiliar Eastern garments; two
other servitors, more bravely dressed, with yataghans and
silver-hilted pistols in their belts, preceded this somber equi-
page. Perhaps Margrave divined the disdainful thought
that passed through my mind, vaguely and half-uncon-
sciously; for he said with a hollow, bitter laugh that had
replaced the lively peal of his once melodious mirth:

“ A little leisure and a little gold, and your raw colonist,
too, will have the tastes of a pasha.”

I made no answer. I had ceased to care who and what
was my tempter. To me his whole being was resolved into
one problem: had he a secret by which death could be
turned from Lilian?

But now, as the litter halted, from the long, dark shadow
which it cast upon the turf, the figure of a woman emerged
and stood before us. The outlines of her shape were lost
in the loose folds of a black mantle, and the features of her
face were hidden by a black veil, except only the dark-
bright, solemn eyes. Her stature was lofty, her bearing
majestic, whether in movement or repose.

Margrave accosted her in some language unknown to
me. She replied in what seemed to me the same tongue.
The tones of her voice were sweet, but inexpressibly mourn-
ful. The words that they uttered appeared intended to
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warn, or deprecate, or dissuade; but they called to Mar-
grave’s brow a lowering frown, and drew from his lips
a burst of unmistakable anger. The woman rejoined, in
the same melancholy music of voice. And Margrave then,
leaning his arm upon her shoulder, as he had leaned it on
mine, drew her away from the group into a neighboring
copse of the flowering eucalypti—mystic trees, never chang-
ing the hues of their pale-green leaves, ever shifting the
tints of their ash-gray, shedding bark. For some mo-
ments I gazed on the two human forms, dimly seen by
the glinting moonlight through the gaps in the foliage.
Then turning away my eyes, I saw, standing close at my
side, a man whom I had not noticed before. His footstep,
as it stole to me, had fallen on the sward without sound.
His dress, though Oriental, differed from that of his com-
panions, both in shape and color—fitting close to the breast,
leaving the arms bare to the elbow, and of a uniform
ghastly white, as are the cerements of the grave. His
visage was even darker than those of the Syrians or Arabs
behind him, and his features were those of a bird of prey:
the beak of the eagle, but the eye of the vulture. His
cheeks were hollow; the arms, crossed on his breast, were
long and fleshless. Yet in that skeleton form there was a
something which conveyed the idea of a serpent’s supple-
ness and strength; and as the hungry, watchful eyes met
my own startled gaze, I recoiled impulsively with that in-
ward warning of danger which is conveyed to man, as to
inferior animals, in the very aspect of the creatures that
sting or devour. At my movement the man inclined his
head in the submissive Eastern salutation, and spoke in
his foreign tongue, softly, humbly, fawningly, to judge by
his tone and his gesture.

I moved yet farther away from him with loathing, and
now the human thought flashed upon me: was I, in truth,
exposed to no danger in trusting myself to the mercy of
the weird and remorseless master of those hirelings from
the East—seven men in number, two at least of them for-
midably armed, and docile as bloodhounds to the hunter,
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who has only to show them their prey? But fear of man
like myself is not my weakness; where fear found its way
to my heart, it was through the doubts or the fancies in
which man like myself disappeared in the attributes, dark
and unknown, which we give to a fiend or a specter. And,
perhaps, if I could have paused to analyze my own sensa-
tions, the very presence of this escort—creatures of flesh
and blood—Ilessened the dread of my incomprehensible
tempter. Rather, a hundred times, front and defy those
seven Eastern slaves—I, haughty son of the Anglo-Saxon
who conquers all races because he fears no odds—than have
seen again on the walls of my threshold the luminous, bodi-
less shadow! Besides: Lilian—Lilian! for one chance of
saving her life, however wild and chimerical that chance
might be, I would have shrunk not a foot from the march
of an army.

Thus reassured and thus resolved, I advanced, with a
smile of disdain, to meet Margrave and his veiled com-
panion, as they now came from the moonlit copse.

“Well,” T said to him, with an irony that unconsciously
mimicked his own, “ have you taken advice with your nurse?
I assume that the dark form by your side is that of
'Ayesha!” 1

The woman looked at me from her sable veil, with her
steadfast, solemn eyes, and said, in English, though with
a foreign accent: “The nurse born in Asia is but wise
through her love; the pale son of Europe is wise through
his art. The nurse says, ‘ Forbear!’ Do you say, ‘ Ad-
venture’'?”

“ Peace!” exclaimed Margrave, stamping his foot on the
ground. “I take no counsel from either; it is for me to
resolve, for you to obey, and for him to aid. Night is
come, and we waste it; move on.”

The woman made no reply, nor did I. He took my arm
and walked back to the hut. The barbaric escort followed.
When we reached the door of the building, Margrave said
a few words to the woman and to the litter bearers. They

tMargrave’s former nurse and attendant.
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entered the hut with us. Margrave pointed out to the
woman his coffer, to the men the fuel stowed in the out-
house. Both were borne away and placed within the litter.
Meanwhile I took from the table, on which it was carelessly
thrown, the light hatchet that I habitually carried with me
in my rambles.

“Do you think that you need that idle weapon?” said
Margrave. “Do you fear the good faith of my swarthy
attendants? ”’

“ Nay, take the hatchet yourself; its use is to sever the
gold from the quartz in which we may find it imbedded,
or to clear, as this shovel, which will also be needed, from
the slight soil above it, the ore that the mine in the moun-
tain flings forth, as the sea casts its waifs on the sands.”

“ Give me your hand, fellow laborer!” said Margrave,
joyfully. ““ Ah, there is no faltering terror in this pulse!
I was not mistaken in the man. What rests, but the place
and the hour >—I shall live, I shall live!”

III

MARGRAVE now entered the litter, and the Veiled Woman
drew the black curtains round him. I walked on, as the
guide, some yards in advance. The air was still, heavy,
and parched with the breath of the Australasian sirocco.

We passed through the meadow lands, studded with
slumbering flocks; we followed the branch of the creek,
which was linked to its source in the mountains by many
a trickling waterfall; we threaded the gloom of stunted,
misshapen trees, gnarled with the stringy bark which makes
one of the signs of the strata that nourish gold; and at
length the moon, now in all her pomp of light, mid-heaven
among her subject stars, gleamed through the fissures of
the cave, on whose floor lay the relics of antediluvian races,
and rested in one flood of silvery splendor upon the hollows
of the extinct volcano, with tufts of dank herbage, and wide
spaces of paler sward, covering the gold below—gold, the
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dumb symbol of organized Matter’s great mystery, storing
in itself, according as Mind, the informer of Matter, can
distinguish its uses, evil and good, bane and blessing.

Hitherto the Veiled Woman had remained in the rear,
with the white-robed, skeletonlike image that had crept to
my side unawares with its noiseless step. Thus, in each
winding turn of the difficult path at which the convoy fol-
lowing behind me came into sight, I had seen, first, the
two gayly dressed, armed men, next the black, bierlike
litter, and last the Black-veiled Woman and the White-
robed Skeleton.

But now, as I halted on the tableland, backed by the
mountain and fronting the valley, the woman left her com-
panion, passed by the litter and the armed men, and paused
by my side, at the mouth of the moonlit cavern.

There for a moment she stood, silent, the procession be-
low mounting upward laboriously and slow ; then she turned
to me, and her veil was withdrawn.

The face on which I gazed was wondrously beautiful, and
severely awful. There was neither youth nor age, but
beauty, mature and majestic as that of a marble Demeter.

“Do you believe in that which you seek?” she asked in
her foreign, melodious, melancholy accents,

“1 have no belief,” was my answer. “ True science has
none. True science questions all things, takes nothing upon
credit. It knows but three states of the mind—denial, con-
viction, and that vast interval between the two which is not
belief but suspense of judgment.”

The woman let fall her veil, moved from me, and seated
herself on a crag above that cleft between mountain and
creek, to which, when I had first discovered the gold that
the land nourished, the rain from the clouds had given the
rushing life of the cataract; but which now, in the drought
and the hush of the skies, was but a dead pile of stones.

The litter now ascended the height: its bearers halted;
a lean hand tore the curtains aside, and Margrave de-
scended leaning, this time, not on the Black-veiled Woman,
but on the White-robed Skeleton.
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There, as he stood, the moon shone full on his wasted
form; on his face, resolute, cheerful, and proud, despite
its hollowed outlines and sicklied hues. He raised his head,
spoke in the language unknown to me, and the armed men
and the litter bearers grouped round him, bending low,
their eyes fixed on the ground. The Veiled Woman rose
slowly and came to his side, motioning away, with a mute
sign, the ghastly form on which he leaned, and passing
round him silently, instead, her own sustaining arm. Mar-
grave spoke again a few sentences, of which I could not
even guess the meaning. When he had concluded, the armed
men and the litter bearers came nearer to his feet, knelt
down, and kissed his hand. They then rose, and took from
the bierlike vehicle the coffer and the fuel. This done, they
lifted again the litter, and again, preceded by the armed
men, the procession descended down the sloping hillside,
down into the valley below.

Margrave now whispered, for some moments, into the
ear of the hideous creature who had made way for the
Veiled Woman. The grim skeleton bowed his head submis-
sively, and strode noiselessly away through the long grasses
—the slender stems, trampled under his stealthy feet, relift-
ing themselves as after a passing wind. And thus he, too,
sank out of sight down into the valley below. On the table-
land of the hill remained only we three—Margrave, myself,
and the Veiled Woman.

She had reseated herself apart, on the gray crag above
the dried torrent. He stood at the entrance of the cavern,
round the sides of which clustered parasital plants, with
flowers of all colors, some among them opening their petals
and exhaling their fragrance only in the hours of night;
so that, as his form filled up the jaws of the dull arch,
obscuring the moonbeam that strove to pierce the shadows
that slept within, it stood now—wan and blighted—as I
had seen it first, radiant and joyous, literally “ framed in
blooms.”
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v

“So0,” said Margrave, turning to me, “under the soil
that spreads around us lies the gold which to you and
to me is at this moment of no value, except as a guide
to its twin-born—the regenerator of life!”

“You have not yet described to me the nature of
the substance which we are to explore, nor the proc-
ess by which the virtues you impute to it are to be
extracted.”

“Let us first find the gold, and instead of describing
the life-amber, so let me call it, I will point it out to your
own eyes. As to the process, your share in it is so simple
that you will ask me why I seek aid from a chemist. The
life~-amber, when found, has but to be subjected to heat
and fermentation for six hours; it will be placed in a small
caldron which that coffer contains, over the fire which that
fuel will feed. To give effect to the process, certain alkalies
and other ingredients are required; but these are prepared,
and mine is the task to commingle them. From your sci-
ence as chemist I need and ask naught. In you I have
sought only the aid of a man.”

“1If that be so, why, indeed, seek me at all? Why not
confide in those swarthy attendants, who doubtless are
slaves to your orders?”

“ Confide in slaves, when the first task enjoined to them
would be to discover, and refrain from purloining gold!
Seven such unscrupulous knaves, or even one such, and I,
thus defenseless and feeble! Such is not the work that
wise masters confide to fierce slaves. But that is the least
of the reasons which exclude them from my choice, and
fix my choice of assistant on you. Do you forget what
I told you of the danger which the Dervish declared
no bribe I could offer could tempt himy a second time to
brave?”

“I remember now ; those words had passed away from
my mind.”
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“ And because they had passed away from your mind,
I chose you for my comrade. I need a man by whom
danger is scorned.”

“But in the process of which you tell me I see no pos-
sible danger unless the ingredients you mix in your caldron
have poisonous fumes.”

“Tt is not that. The ingredients I use are not poisons.”

“What other danger, except you dread your own East-
ern slaves? But, if so, why lead them to these solitudes;
and, if so, why not bid me be armed?”

“The Eastern slaves, fulfilling my commands, wait for
my summons, where their eyes cannot see what we do.
The danger is of a kind in which the boldest son of the
East would be more craven, perhaps, that the daintiest
Sybarite of Europe, who would shrink from a panther and
laugh at a ghost. In the creed of the Dervish, and of all
who adventure into that realm of Nature which is closed
to philosophy and open to magic, there are races in the
magnitude of space unseen as animalcules in the world
of a drop. For the tribes of the drop science has its mi-
croscope. Of the host of yon azure Infinite magic gains
sight, and through them gains command over fluid con-
ductors that link all the parts of creation. Of these races,
some are wholly indifferent to man, some benign to him,
and some deadly hostile. In all the regular and prescribed
conditions of mortal being, this magic realm seems as blank
and tenantless as yon vacant air. But when a seeker of
powers beyond the rude functions by which man plies the
clockwork that measures his hours, and stops when its
chain reaches the end of its coil, strives to pass over those
boundaries at which philosophy says, ‘ Knowledge ends—
then, he is like all other travelers in regions unknown; he
must propitiate or brave the tribes that are hostile—must
depend for his life on the tribes that are friendly. Though
your science discredits the alchemist’s dogmas, your learn-
ing informs you that all alchemists were not ignorant im-
postors; yet those whose discoveries prove them to have
been the nearest allies to your practical knowledge, ever
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hint in their mystical works at the reality of that realm
which is open to magic—ever hint that some means less
familiar than furnace and bellows are essential to him who
explores the elixir of life. He who once quaffs that elixir,
obtains in his very veins the bright fluid by which he trans-
mits the force of his will to agencies dormant in Nature,
to giants unseen in the space. And here, as he passes the
boundary which divides his allotted and normal mortality
from the regions and races that magic alone can explore,
so, here, he breaks down the safeguard between himself
and the tribes that are hostile. Is it not ever thus between
man and man? Let a race the most gentle and timid and
civilized dwell on one side a river or mountain, and another
have home in the region beyond, each, if it pass not the in-
tervening barrier, may with each live in peace. But if
ambitious adventurers scale the mountain, or cross the river,
with design to subdue and enslave the population they
boldly invade, then all the invaded arise in wrath and de-
fiance—the neighbors are changed into foes. And there-
fore this process—by which a simple though rare material
of Nature is made to yield to a mortal the boon of a life
which brings, with its glorious resistance to Time, desires
and faculties to subject to its service beings that dwell in the
earth and the air and the deep—has ever been one of the
same peril which an invader must brave when he crosses
the bounds of his nation. By this key alone you unlock all
the cells of the alchemist’s lore; by-this alone understand
how a labor, which a chemist’s crudest apprentice could
perform, has baffled the giant fathers of all your dwarfed
children of science. Nature, that stores this priceless boon,
seems to shrink from conceding it to man—the invisible
tribes that abhor him oppose themselves to the gain that
might give them a master. The duller of those who were
the life-seekers of old would have told you how some
chance, trivial, unlooked-for, foiled their grand hope at the
very point of fruition; some doltish mistake, some improvi-
dent oversight, a defect in the sulphur, a wild overflow in
the quicksilver, or a flaw in the bellows, or a pupil who
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failed to replenish the fuel, by falling asleep by the furnace.
The invisible foes seldom vouchsafe to make themselves
visible where they can frustrate the bungler as they mock
at his toils from their ambush. But the mightier adven-
turers, equally foiled in despite of their patience and skill,
would have said, ¢ Not with us rests the fault; we neglected
no caution, we failed from no oversight. But out from the
caldron dread faces arose, and the specters or demons dis-
mayed and baffled us.” Such, then, is the danger which
seems so appalling to a son of the East, as it seemed to
a seer in the dark age of Europe. But we can deride all
its threats, you and I. For myself, I own frankly I take
all the safety that the charms and resources of magic be-
stow. You, for your safety, have the cultured and dis-
ciplined reason which reduces all fantasies to nervous im-
pressions; and I rely on the courage of one who has
questioned, unquailing, the Luminous Shadow, and wrested
from the hand of the magician himself the wand which con-
centered the wonders of will!”

To this strange and long discourse I listened without
interruption, and now quietly answered:

“T do not merit the trust you affect in my courage; but
I am now on my guard against the cheats of the fancy,
and the fumes of a vapor can scarcely bewilder the brain
in the open air of this mountain land. I believe in no races
like those which you tell me lie viewless in space, as do
gases. I believe not in magic; I ask not its aids, and I
dread not its terrors. For the rest, I am confident of one
mournful courage—the courage that comes from despair.
I submit to your guidance, whatever it be, as a sufferer
whom colleges doom to the grave submits to the quack
who says, ‘ Take my specific and live!’ My life is naught
in itself; my life lives in another. You and I are both
brave from despair; you would turn death from yourself—
I would turn death from one I love more than myself.
Both know how little aid we can win from the colleges,
and both, therefore, turn to the promises most audaciously
cheering. Dervish or magician, alchemist or phantom,
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what care you and I? And if they fail us, what then? They
cannot fail us more than the colleges do!”

A%

THE gold has been gained with an easy labor. I knew
where to seek for it, whether under the turf or in the bed
of the creek. But Margrave’s eyes, hungrily gazing round
every spot from which the ore was disburied, could not
detect the substance of which he alone knew the outward
appearance. I had begun to believe that, even in the de-
scription given to him of this material, he had been credu-
lously duped, and that no such material existed, when, com-
ing back from the bed of the watercourse, I saw a faint,
yellow gleam amidst the roots of a giant parasite plant,
the leaves and blossoms of which climbed up the sides of
the cave with its antediluvian relics. The gleam was the
gleam of gold, and on removing the loose earth round the
roots of the plant, we came on— No, I will not, I dare not,
describe it. The gold digger would cast it aside; the nat-
uralist would pause not to heed it; and did I describe it,
and chemistry deign to subject it to analysis, could chem-
istry alone detach or discover its boasted virtues?

Its particles, indeed, are very minute, not seeming readily
to crystallize with each other; each in itself of uniform
shape and size, spherical as the egg which contains the
germ of life, and small as the egg from which the life of an
insect may quicken.

But Margrave’s keen eye caught sight of the atoms up-
cast by the light of the moon. He exclaimed to me,
“Found! I shall live!” And then, as he gathered up the
grains with tremulous hands, he called out to the Veiled
Woman, hitherto still seated motionless on the crag. At
his word she rose and went to the place hard by, where the
fuel was piled, busying herself there. I had no leisure to
heed her. I continued my search in the soft and yielding
soil that time and the decay of vegetable life had accumu-
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lated over the pre-Adamite strata on which the arch of the
cave rested its mighty keystone.

When we had collected of these particles about thrice
as much as a man might hold in his hand, we seemed to
have exhausted their bed. We continued still to find gold,
but no more of the delicate substance to which, in our sight,
gold was as dross.

“ Enough,” then said Margrave, reluctantly desisting.
“What we have gained already will suffice for a life thrice
as long as legend attributes to Haroun. I shall live—I
shall live through the centuries.”

“ Forget not that I claim my share.”

“Your share—yours! True—your half of my life! It
is true.” He paused with a low, ironical, malignant laugh,
and then added, as he rose and turned away, “ But the work
is yet to be done.”

VI

WHILE we had thus labored and found, Ayesha had placed
the fuel where the moonlight fell fullest on the sward of
the tableland—a part of it already piled as for a fire, the
rest of it heaped confusedly close at hand; and by the pile
she had placed the coffer. And there she stood, her arms
folded under her mantle, her dark image seeming darker
still as the moonlight whitened all the ground from which
the image rose motionless. Margrave opened his coffer,
the Veiled Woman did not aid him, and I watched in
silence, while he as silently made his weird and wizard-like
preparations.

VII

On the ground a wide circle was traced by a small rod,
tipped apparently with sponge saturated with some com-
bustible naphtha-like fluid, so that a pale, lambent flame
followed the course of the rod as Margrave guided it, burn-
ing up the herbage over which it played, and leaving a
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distinct ring, like that which, in our lovely native fable
talk, we call the “ Fairy’s ring,” but yet more visible be-
cause marked in phosphorescent light. On the ring thus
formed were placed twelve small lamps, fed with the fluid
from the same vessel, and lighted by the same rod. The
light emitted by the lamps was more vivid and brilliant
than that which circled round the ring.

Within the circumference, and immediately round the
woodpile, Margrave traced certain geometrical figures, in
which—not without a shudder, that I overcame at once
by a strong effort of will in murmuring to myself the name
of “Lilian ”—I recognized the interlaced triangles which
my own hand, in the spell enforced on a sleepwalker, had
described on the floor of the wizard’s pavilion. The figures
were traced like the circle, in flame, and at the point of each
triangle (four in number) was placed a lamp, brilliant as
those on the ring. This task performed, the caldron, based
on an iron tripod, was placed on the woodpile. And then
the woman, before inactive and unheeding, slowly ad-
vanced, knelt by the pile and lighted it. The dry wood
crackled and the flame burst forth, licking the rims of the
caldron with tongues of fire.

Margrave flung into the caldron the particles we had
collected, poured over them first a liquid, colorless as
water, from the largest of the vessels drawn from his coffer,
and then, more sparingly, drops from small crystal phials,
like the phials I had seen in the hand of Philip Derval.

Having surmounted my first impulse of awe, I watched
these proceedings, curious yet disdainful, as one who
watches the mummeries of an enchanter on the stage.

“If,” thought I, “these are but artful devices to ine-
briate and fool my own imagination, my imagination is
on its guard, and reason shall not, this time, sleep at her
post!”

“ And now,” said Margrave, “ I consign to you the easy
task by which you are to merit your share of the elixir.
It is my task to feed and replenish the caldron; it is Aye-
sha’s to feed the fire, which must not for a moment relax
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in its measured and steady heat. Your task is the lightest
of all: it is but to renew from this vessel the fluid that burns
in the lamps, and on the ring. Observe, the contents of
the vessel must be thriftily husbanded; there is enough, but
not more than enough, to sustain the light in the lamps,
on the lines traced round the caldron, and on the farther
ring, for six hours. The compounds dissolved in this fluid
are scarce—only obtainable in the East, and even in the
East months might have passed before I could have in-
creased my supply. I had no months to waste. Replenish,
then, the light only when it begins to flicker or fade. Take
heed, above all, that no part of the outer ring—no, not an
inch—and no lamp of the twelve, that are to its zodiac
like stars, fade for one moment in darkness.”

I took the crystal vessel from his hand.

“The vessel is small,” said I, “and what is yet left of
its contents is but scanty; whether its drops suffice to re-
plenish the lights I cannot guess—I can but obey your
instructions. But, more important by far than the light
to the lamps and the circle, which in Asia or Africa might
scare away the wild beasts unknown to this land—more
important than light to a lamp is the strength to your frame,
weak magician! What will support you through six weary
hours of night watch?”

“ Hope,” answered Margrave, with a ray of his old daz-
zling style. “Hope! I shall live—I shall live through
the centuries!”

VIII

ONE hour passed away; the fagots under the caldron
burned clear in the sullen, sultry air. The materials within
began to seethe, and their color, at first dull and turbid,
changed into a pale-rose hue; from time to time the Veiled
Woman replenished the fire, after she had done so reseat-
ing herself close by the pyre, with her head bowed over her
knees, and her face hid under her veil.

The lights in the lamps and along the ring and the tri-

87



English Mystery Stories

angles now began to pale. I resupplied their nutriment
from the crystal vessel. As yet nothing strange startled
my eye or my ear beyond the rim of the circle—nothing
audible, save, at a distance, the musical wheel-like click
of the locusts, and, farther still, in the forest, the howl of
the wild dogs that never bark; nothing visible, but the
trees and the mountain range girding the plains silvered
by the moon, and the arch of the cavern, the flush of wild
blooms on its sides, and the gleam of dry bones on its
floor, where the moonlight shot into the gloom.

The second hour passed like the first. I had taken my
stand by the side of Margrave, watching with him the
process at work in the caldron, when I felt the ground
slightly vibrate beneath my feet, and looking up, it seemed
as if all the plains beyond the circle were heaving like the
swell of the sea, and as if in the air itself there was a per-
ceptible tremor.

I placed my hand on Margrave’s shoulder and whispered,
“To me earth and air seem to vibrate. Do they seem to
vibrate to you?”

“I know not, I care not,” he answered impetuously.
“The essence is bursting the shell that confined it. Here
are my air and my earth! Trouble me not. Look to the
circle—feed the lamps if they fail!”

I passed by the Veiled Woman as I walked toward a
place in the ring in which the flame was waning dim; and
I whispered to her the same question which I had whis-
pered to Margrave. She looked slowly around and an-
swered, “So is it before the Invisible make themselves
visible! Did I not bid him forbear?” Her head again
drooped on her breast, and her watch was again fixed on
the fire.

I advanced to the circle and stooped to replenish the
light where it waned. As I did so, on my arm, which
stretched somewhat beyond the line of the ring, I felt a
shock like that of electricity. The arm fell to my side
numbed and nerveless, and from my hand dropped, but
within the ring, the vessel that contained the fluid. Re-
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covering my surprise or my stun, hastily with the other
hand I caught up the vessel, but some of the scanty liquid
was aiready spilled on the sward; and I saw with a thrill
of dismay, that contrasted indeed the tranquil indifference
with which I had first undertaken my charge, how small
a supply was now left.

I went back to Margrave, and told him of the shock,
and of its consequence in the waste of the liquid.

“ Beware,” said he, “ that not a motion of the arm, not
an inch of the foot, pass the verge of the ring; and if the
fluid be thus unhappily stinted, reserve all that is left for
the protecting circle and the twelve outer lamps! See
how the Grand Work advances, how the hues in the cal-
dron are glowing blood-red through the film on the sur-
face!”

And now four hours of the six were gone; my arm had
gradually recovered its strength. Neither the ring nor the
lamps had again required replenishing; perhaps their light
was exhausted less quickly, as it was no longer to be ex-
posed to the rays of the intense Australian moon. Clouds
had gathered over the sky, and though the moon gleamed
at times in the gaps that they left in blue air, her beam was
more hazy and dulled. The locusts no longer were heard
in the grass, nor the howl of the dogs in the forest. Out
of the circle, the stillness was profound.

And about this time I saw distinctly in the distance a
vast Eye. It drew nearer and nearer, seeming to move
from the ground at the height of some lofty giant. Its
gaze riveted mine; my blood curdled in the blaze from its
angry ball; and now as it advanced larger and larger, other
Eyes, as if of giants in its train, grew out from the space
in its rear—numbers on numbers, like the spearheads of
some Eastern army, seen afar by pale warders of battle-
ments doomed to the dust. My voice long refused an ut-
terance to my awe; at length it burst forth shrill and loud:

“ Look, look! Those terrible Eyes! Legions on legions.
And hark! that tramp of numberless feet; they are not seen,
but the hollows of earth echo the sound of their march!”
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Margrave, more than ever intent on the caldron, in
which, from time to time, he kept dropping powders or
essences drawn forth from his coffer, looked up, defyingly,
fiercely:

“Ye come,” he said in a low mutter, his once mighty
voice sounding hollow and laboring, but fearless and firm—
“ye come—not to conquer, vain rebels!-—ye whose dark
chief I struck down at my feet in the tomb where my spell
had raised up the ghost of your first human master, the
Chaldee! Earth and air have their armies still faithful to
me, and still I remember the war song that summons them
up to confront you! Ayesha, Ayesha! recall the wild troth
that we pledged among the roses; recall the dread bond
by which we united our sway over hosts that yet own thee
as queen, though my scepter is broken, my diadem reft
from my brows!”

The Veiled Woman rose at this adjuration. Her veil
now was withdrawn, and the blaze of the fire between Mar-
grave and herself flushed, as with the rosy bloom of youth,
the grand beauty of her softened face. It was seen, de-
tached, as it were, from her dark-mantled form; seen
through the mist of the vapors which rose from the caldron,
framing it round like the clouds that are yieldingly pierced
by the light of the evening star.

Through the haze of the vapor came her voice, more
musical, more plaintive than I had heard it before, but far
softer, more tender: still in her foreign tongue; the words
unknown to me, and yet their sense, perhaps, made intel-
ligible by the love, which has one common language and
one common look to all who have loved—the love un-
mistakably heard in the loving tone, unmistakably seen
in the loving face.

A moment or so more and she had come round from the
opposite side of the fire pile, and bending over Margrave’s
upturned brow, kissed it quietly, solemnly; and then her
countenance grew fierce, her crest rose erect: it was the
lioness protecting her young. She stretched forth her arm
from the black mantle, athwart the pale front that now
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again bent over the caldron—stretched it toward the
haunted and hollow-sounding space beyond, in the ges-
ture of one whose right hand has the sway of the scepter.
And then her voice stole on the air in the music of a chant,
not loud yet far-reaching; so thrilling, so sweet and yet
so solemn that I could at once comprehend how legend
united of old the spell of enchantment with the power of
song. All that I recalled of the effects which, in the former
time, Margrave’s strange chants had produced on the ear
that they ravished and the thoughts they confused, was
but as the wild bird’s imitative carol, compared to the depth
and the art and the soul of the singer, whose voice seemed
endowed with a charm to inthrall all the tribes of creation,
though the language it used for that charm might to them,
as to me, be unknown. As the song ceased, I heard from
behind sounds like those I had heard in the spaces before
me—the tramp of invisible feet, the whir of invisible wings,
as if armies were marching to aid against armies in march
to destroy.

“Look not in front nor around,” said Ayesha. ‘“ Look,
like him, on the caldron below. The circle and the lamps
are yet bright; I will tell you when the light again fails.”

I dropped my eyes on the caldron.

“See,” whispered Margrave, “ the sparkles at last begin
to arise, and the rose hues to deepen—signs that we near
the last process.”

IX

TuEe fifth hour had passed away, when Ayesha said to
me, “ Lo! the circle is fading; the lamps grow dim. Look
now without fear on the space beyond; the eyes that ap-
palled thee are again lost in air, as lightnings that fleet
back into cloud.”

I looked up, and the specters had vanished. The sky
was tinged with sulphurous hues, the red and the black
intermixed. I replenished the lamps and the ring in front,
thriftily, heedfully; but when I came to the sixth lamp,
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not a drop in the vessel that fed them was left. In a vague
dismay, I now looked round the half of the wide circle in
rear of the two bended figures intent on the caldron. All
along that disk the light was already broken, here and there
flickering up, here and there dying down; the six lamps
in that half of the circle still twinkled, but faintly, as stars
shrinking fast from the dawn of day. But it was not the
fading shine in that half of the magical ring which daunted
my eye and quickened with terror the pulse of my heart;
the Bush-land beyond was on fire. From the background
of the forest rose the flame and the smoke—the smoke,
there, still half smothering the flame. But along the width
of the grasses and herbage, between the verge of the forest
and the bed of the water creek just below the raised plat-
form from which I beheld the dread conflagration, the fire
was advancing—wave upon wave, clear and red against the
columns of rock behind; as the rush of a flood through the
mists of some Alp crowned with lightnings.

Roused from my stun at the first sight of a danger not
foreseen by the mind I had steeled against far rarer por-
tents of Nature, I cared no more for the lamps and the
circlee.  Hurrying back to Ayesha, I exclzimed: “ The
phantoms have gone from the spaces in front; but what
incantation or spell can arrest the red march of the foe
speeding on in the rear! While we gazed on the caldron
of life, behind us, unheeded, behold the Destroyer!”

Ayesha looked and made no reply, but, as by involun-
tary instinct, bowed her majestic head, then rearing it
erect, placed herself yet more immediately before the
wasted form of the young magician (he still bending over
the caldron, and hearing me not in the absorption and hope
of his watch)—placed herself before him, as the bird whose
first care is her fledgling.

As we two there stood, fronting the deluge of fire, we
heard Margrave behind us, murmuring low, “ See the bub-
bles of light, how they sparkle and dance—I shall live, I
shall live!” And his words scarcely died in our ears be-
fore, crash upon crash, came the fall of the age-long trees
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in the forest, and nearer, all near us, through the blazing
grasses, the hiss of the serpents, the scream of the birds,
and the bellow and tramp of the herds plunging wild
through the billowy red of their pastures,

Ayesha now wound her arms around Margrave, and
wrenched him, reluctant and struggling, from his watch
over the seething caldron. In rebuke of his angry ex-
clamations, she pointed to the march of the fire, spoke in
sorrowful tones a few words in her own language, and
then, appealing to me in English, said:

“1I tell him that, here, the Spirits who oppose us
have summoned a foe that is deaf to my voice, and P

“ And,” exclaimed Margrave, no longer with gasp and
effort, but with the swell of a voice which drowned all the
discords of terror and of agony sent forth from the Phlege-
thon burning below—* and this witch, whom I trusted, is
a vile slave and impostor, more desiring my death than
my life. She thinks that in life I should scorn and for-
sake her, that in death I should die in her arms! Sor-
ceress, avaunt! Art thou useless and powerless now when
I need thee most? Go! Let the world be one funeral
pyre! What to me is the world? My world is my life!
Thou knowest that my last hope is here—that all the
strength left me this night will die down, like the lamps
in the circle, unless the elixir restore it. Bold friend, spurn
that sorceress away. Hours yet ere those flames can as-
sail us! A few minutes more, and life to your Lilian and
me!”

Thus having said, Margrave turned from us, and cast
into the caldron the last essence yet left in his empty coffer.

Ayesha silently drew her black veil over her face, and
turned, with the being she loved, from the terror he
scorned, to share in the hope that he cherished.

Thus left alone, with my reason disinthralled, disen-
chanted, I surveyed more calmly the extent of the actual
peril with which we were threatened, and the peril seemed
less, so surveyed.

It is true all the Bush-land behind, almost up to the
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bed of the creek, was on fire; but the grasses, through
which the flame spread so rapidly, ceased at the opposite
marge of the creek. Watery pools were still, at intervals,
left in the bed of the creek, shining tremulous, like waves
of fire, in the glare reflected from the burning land; and
even where the water failed, the stony course of the ex-
hausted rivulet was a barrier against the march of the con-
flagration. Thus, unless the wind, now still, should rise,
and waft some sparks to the parched combustible herbage
immediately around us, we were saved from the fire, and
our work might yet be achieved.

I whispered to Ayesha the conclusion to which I came.

“Thinkest thou,” she answered without raising her
mournful head, “that the Agencies of Nature are the
movements of chance? The Spirits I invoked to his aid
are leagued with the hosts that assail. A mightier than
I am has doomed him!”

Scarcely had she uttered these words before Margrave
exclaimed, “ Behold how the Rose of the alchemist’s dream
enlarges its blooms from the folds of its petals! I shall
live, I shall live!”

I looked, and the liquid which glowed in the caldron had
now taken a splendor that mocked all comparisons bor-
rowed from the luster of gems. In its prevalent color
it had, indeed, the dazzle and flash of the ruby; but out
from the mass of the molten red, broke coruscations of all
prismal hues, shooting, shifting, in a play that made the
wavelets themselves seem living things, sensible of their
joy. No longer was there scum or film upon the surface;
only ever and anon a light, rosy vapor floating up, and
quick lost in the haggard, heavy, sulphurous air, hot with
the conflagration rushing toward us from behind. And
these coruscations formed, on the surface of the molten
ruby, literally the shape of a rose, its leaves made distinct
in their outlines by sparks of emerald and diamond and
sapphire.

Even while gazing on this animated liquid luster, a
buoyant delight seemed infused into my senses; all terrors
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conceived before were annulled; the phantoms, whose
armies had filled the wide spaces in front, were forgotten;
the crash of the forest behind was unheard. In the re-
flection of that glory, Margrave’s wan cheek seemed al-
ready restored to the radiance it wore when I saw it first
in the framework of blooms.

As I gazed, thus enchanted, a cold hand touched my
own.

“Hush!” whispered Ayesha, from the black veil,
against which the rays of the caldron fell blunt, and ab-
sorbed into Dark. “ Behind us, the light of the circle is
extinct; but there, we are guarded from all save the brutal
and soulless destroyers. But, before!—but, before!—see,
two of the lamps have died out!—see the blank of the gap
in the ring! Guard that breach—there the demons will
enter.”

“Not a drop is there left in this vessel by which to re-
plenish the lamps on the ring.”

“ Advance, then; thou hast still the light of the soul,
and the demons may recoil before a soul that is dauntless
and guiltless. If not, Three are lost!—as it is, One is
doomed.”

Thus adjured, silently, involuntarily, I passed from the
Veiled Woman’s side, over the sear lines on the turf which
had been traced by the triangles of light long since extin-
guished, and toward the verge of the circle. As I ad-
vanced, overhead rushed a dark cloud of wings—birds
dislodged from the forest on fire, and screaming, in dis-
sonant terror, as they flew toward the farthermost moun-
tains ; close by my feet hissed and glided the srakes, driven
forth from their blazing coverts, and glancing through the
ring, unscared by its waning lamps; all undulating by
me, bright-eyed, and hissing, all made innocuous by fear—
even the terrible Death-adder, which I trampled on as I
halted at the verge of the circle, did not turn to bite, but
crept harmless away. I halted at the gap between the
two dead lamps, and bowed my head to look again into
the crystal vessel. Were there, indeed, no lingering drops
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yet left, if but to recruit the lamps for some priceless
minutes more? As I thus stood, right into the gap be-
tween the two dead lamps strode a gigantic Foot. All
the rest of the form was unseen; only, as volume after
volume of smoke poured on from the burning land be-
hind, it seemed as if one great column of vapor, eddying
round, settled itself aloft from the circle, and that out from
that column strode the giant Foot. And, as strode the
Foot, so with it came, like the sound of its tread, a roll
of muttered thunder.

I recoiled, with a cry that rang loud through the lurid
air.

“ Courage!” said the voice of Ayesha. “ Trembling
soul, yield not an inch to the demon!”

At the charm, the wonderful charm, in the tone of the
Veiled Woman’s voice, my will seemed to take a force
more sublime than its own. I folded my arms on my
breast, and stood as if rooted to the spot, confronting the
column of smoke and the stride of the giant Foot. And
the Foot halted, mute.

Again, in the momentary hush of that suspense, I heard
a voice—it was Margrave’s.

“The last hour expires—the work is accomplished!
Come! come! Aid me to take the caldron from the fire;
and, quick !—or a drop may be wasted in vapor—the Elixir
of Life from the caldron!”

At that cry I receded, and the Foot advanced.

And at that moment, suddenly, unawares, from behind,
I was stricken down. Over me, as I lay, swept a whirl-
wind of trampling hoofs and glancing horns. The herds,
in their flight from the burning pastures, had rushed over
the bed of the water course, scaled the slopes of the banks.
Snorting and bellowing, they plunged their blind way to
the mountains. One cry alone, more wild than their own
savage blare, pierced the reek through which the Brute
Hurricane swept. At that cry of wrath and despair I
struggled to rise, again dashed to earth by the hoofs and
the horns. But was it the dreamlike deceit of my reel-
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ing senses, or did I see that giant Foot stride past through
the close-serried ranks of the maddening herds? Did I
hear, distinct through all the huge uproar of animal ter-
ror, the roll of low thunder which followed the stride of
that Foot?

X

WHEN my sense had recovered its shock, and my eyes
looked dizzily round, the charge of the beasts had swept
by; and of all the wild tribes which had invaded the magi-
cal circle, the only lingerer was the brown Death-adder,
coiled close by the spot where my head had rested. Be-
side the extinguished lamps which the hoofs had confusedly
scattered, the fire, arrested by the water course, had con-
sumed the grasses that fed it, and there the plains stretched
black and desert as the Phlegraean Field of the Poet’s Hell.
But the fire still raged in the forest beyond—white flames,
soaring up from the trunks of the tallest trees, and form-
ing, through the sullen dark of the smoke reek, innumer-
able pillars of fire, like the halls in the city of fiends.

Gathering myself up, I turned my eyes from the terrible
pomp of the lurid forest, and looked fearfully down on
the hoof-trampled sward for my two companions.

I saw the dark image of Ayesha still seated, still bend-
ing, as I had seen it last. I saw a pale hand feebly grasp-
ing the rim of the magical caldron, which lay, hurled down
from its tripod by the rush of the beasts, yards away from
the dim, fading embers of the scattered wood pyre. I saw
the faint writhings of a frail, wasted frame, over which
the Veiled Woman was bending. I saw, as I moved with
bruised limbs to the place, close by the lips of the dying
magician, the flash of the rubylike essence spilled on the
sward, and, meteor-like, sparkling up from the torn tufts
of herbage.

I now reached Margrave’s side. Bending over him as
the Veiled Woman bent, and as I sought gently to raise
him, he turned his face, fiercely faltering out, “ Touch me
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not, rob me not! You share with me! Never, never!
These glorious drops are all mine! Die all else! I will
live, I will live!” Writhing himself from my pitying arms,
he plunged his face amidst the beautiful, playful flame
of the essence, as if to lap the elixir with lips scorched
away from its intolerable burning. Suddenly, with a low
shriek, he fell back, his face upturned to mine, and on that
face unmistakably reigned Death.

Then Ayesha tenderly, silently, drew the young head
to her lap, and it vanished from my sight behind her black
veil.

I knelt beside her, murmuring some trite words of com-
fort; but she heeded me not, rocking herself to and fro
as the mother who cradles a child to sleep. Soon the fast-
flickering sparkles of the lost elixir died out on the grass;
and with their last sportive diamond-like tremble of light,
up, in all the suddenness of Australian day, rose the sun,
lifting himself royally above the mountain tops, and front-
ing the meaner blaze of the forest as a young king fronts
his rebels. And as there, where the bush fires had rav-
aged, all was a desert, so there, where their fury had not
spread, all was a garden. Afar, at the foot of the moun-
tains, the fugitive herds were grazing; the cranes, flocking
back to the pools, renewed the strange grace of their gam-
bols; and the great kingfisher, whose laugh, half in mirth,
half in mockery, leads the choir that welcome the morn—
which in Europe is night—alighted bold on the roof of
the cavern, whose floors were still white with the bones of
races, extinct before—so helpless through instincts, so
royal through Soul—rose MaN!

But there, on the ground where the dazzling elixir had
wasted its virtues—there the herbage already had a fresh-
ness of verdure which, amid the duller sward round it, was
like an oasis of green in a desert. And, there, wild flow-
ers, whose chill hues the eye would have scarcely distin-
guished the day before, now glittered forth in blooms
of unfamiliar beauty. Toward that spot were attracted
myriads of happy insects, whose hum of intense joy was
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musically loud. But the form of the life-seeking sorcerer
lay rigid and stark; blind to the bloom of the wild flowers,
deaf to the glee of the insects—one hand still resting
heavily on the rim of the emptied caldron, and the face
still hid behind the Black Veil. What! the wondrous elixir,
sought with such hope and well-nigh achieved through
such dread, fleeting back to the earth from which its ma-
terial was drawn to give bloom, indeed—but to herbs; joy
indeed—but to insects!

And now, in the flash of the sun, slowly wound up the
slopes that led to the circle, the same barbaric procession
which had sunk into the valley under the ray of the moon.
The armed men came first, stalwart and tall, their vests
brave with crimson and golden lace, their weapons gayly
gleaming with holiday silver. After them, the Black Litter.
As they came to the place, Ayesha, not raising her head,
spoke to them in her own Eastern tongue. A wail was
her answer. The armed men bounded forward, and the
bearers left the litter.

All gathered round the dead form with the face con-
cealed under the Black Veil; all knelt, and all wept. Far
in the distance, at the foot of the blue mountains, a crowd
of the savage natives had risen up as if from the earth;
they stood motionless leaning on their clubs and spears,
and looking toward the spot on which we were—strangely
thus brought into the landscape, as if they too, the wild
dwellers on the verge which Humanity guards from the
Brute, were among the mourners for the mysterious Child
of mysterious Nature! And still, in the herbage, hummed
the small insects, and still, from the cavern, laughed the
great kingfisher. I said to Ayesha, “ Farewell! your love
mourns the dead, mine calls me to the living. You are now
with your own people, they may console you—say if I can
assist.”

“There is no consolation for me! What mourner can
be consoled if the dead die forever? Nothing for him is
left but a grave; that grave shall be in the land where
the song of Ayesha first lulled him to sleep. Thou assist
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ME—thou, the wise man of Europe! From me ask as-
sistance. What road wilt thou take to thy home?”

“There is but one road known to me through the maze
of the solitude—that which we took to this upland.”

“On that road Death lurks, and awaits thee! Blind
dupe, couldst thou think that if the grand secret of life
had been won, he whose head rests on my lap would have
yielded thee one petty drop of the essence which had
filched from his store of life but a moment? Me, who
so loved and so cherished him—me he would have doomed
to the pitiless cord of my servant, the Strangler, if my
death could have lengthened a hairbreadth the span of his
being. But what matters to me his crime or his madness?
I loved him, I loved him!”

She bowed her veiled head lower and lower; perhaps
under the veil her lips kissed the lips of the dead. Then
she said whisperingly:

“Juma the Strangler, whose word never failed to his
master, whose prey never slipped from his snare, waits
thy step on the road to thy home! But thy death cannot
now profit the dead, the beloved. And thou hast had pity
for him who took but thine aid to design thy destruction.
His life is lost, thine is saved!”

She spoke no more in the tongue that I could inter-
pret. She spoke, in the language unknown, a few mur-
mured words to her swarthy attendants; then the armed
men, still weeping, rose, and made a dumb sign to me
to go with them. I understood by the sign that Ayesha
had told them to guard me on my way; but she gave
no reply to my parting thanks.

XI

T DESCENDED into the valley; the armed men followed.
The path, on that side of the water course not reached by
the flames, wound through meadows still green, or amidst
groves still unscathed. As a turning in the way brought
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in front of my sight the place I had left behind, I beheld
the black litter creeping down the descent, with its cur-
tains closed, and the Veiled Woman wpd'dng sby itsside.
But soon the funeral procession was lost ‘to my eyes, and
the thoughts that it roused were erdsed. : Thé: waves in
man’s brain are like those of the sta, rushlrfg on, rushing
over the wrecks of the vessels that rode on their surface,
to sink, after storm, in their deeps. One thought cast
forth into the future now mastered all in the past: “ Was
Lilian living still?” Absorbed in the gloom of that
thought, hurried on by the goad that my heart, in its tor-
tured impatience, gave to my footstep, I outstripped the
slow stride of the armed men, and, midway between the
place I had left and the home which I sped to, came, far
in advance of my guards, into the thicket in which the
Bushmen had started up in my path on the night that
Lilian had watched for my coming. The earth at my feet
was rife with creeping plants and many-colored flowers,
the sky overhead was half hid by motionless pines. Sud-
denly, whether crawling out from the herbage or dropping
down from the trees, by my side stood the white-robed and
skeleton form—Ayesha’s attendant the Strangler.

I sprang from him shuddering, then halted and faced
him. The hideous creature crept toward me, cringing
and fawning, making signs of humble goodwill and ser-
vile obeisance. Again I recoiled—wrathfully, loathingly,
turned my face homeward, and fled on. I thought I had
baffled his chase, when, just at the mouth of the thicket,
he dropped from a bough in my path close behind me.
Before I could turn, some dark muffling substance fell be-
tween my sight and the sun, and I felt a fierce strain at
my throat. But the words of Ayesha had warned me;
with one rapid hand I seized the noose before it could
tighten too closely, with the other I tore the bandage away
from my eyes, and, wheeling round on the dastardly foe,
struck him down with one spurn of my foot. His hand,
as he fell, relaxed its hold on the noose; I freed my throat
from the knot, and sprang from the copse into the broad
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sunlit plain. I saw no more of the armed men or the
Strangler. Panting and breathless, I paused at last before
the fence, fragrant: with blossoms, that divided my home
from the solitude.

.+ The windows of Lilian’s room were darkened; all within
" the house seemed still.

Darkened and silenced home, with the light and sounds
of the jocund day all around it. Was there yet hope in
the Universe for me? All to which I had trusted Hope
had broken down; the anchors I had forged for her hold
in the beds of the ocean, her stay from the drifts of the
storm, had snapped like the reeds which pierce the side
that leans on the barb of their points, and confides in the
strength of their stems. No hope in the baffled resources
of recognized knowledge! No hope in the daring adven-
tures of Mind into regions unknown; vain alike the calm
lore of the practiced physician, and the magical arts of
the fated Enchanter! I had fled from the commonplace
teachings of Nature, to explore in her Shadowland mar-
vels at variance with reason. Made brave by the grandeur
of love, I had opposed without quailing the stride of the
Demon, and my hope, when fruition seemed nearest, had
been trodden into dust by the hoofs of the beast! And
yet, all the while, I had scorned, as a dream, more wild
than the word of a sorcerer, the hope that the old man
and the child, the wise and the ignorant, took from their
souls as inborn. Man and fiend had alike failed a mind,
not ignoble, not skill-less, not abjectly craven; alike failed
a heart not feeble and selfish, not dead to the hero’s de-
votion, willing to shed every drop of its blood for a some-
thing more dear than an animal’s life for itself! What
remained—what remained for man’s hope’?—man’s mind
and man’s heart thus exhausting their all with no other
result but despair! What remained but the mystery of
mysteries, so clear to the sunrise of childhood, the sunset
of age, only dimmed by the clouds which collect round
the noon of our manhood? Where yet was Hope found?
In the soul; in its every-day impulse to supplicate com-
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fort and light, from the Giver of soul, wherever the heart
is afflicted, the mind is obscured.

Then the words of Ayesha rushed over me: “ What
mourner can be consoled, if the dead die forever?”
Through every pulse of my frame throbbed that dread
question; all Nature around seemed to murmur it. And
suddenly, as by a flash from heaven, the grand truth in
Faber’s grand reasoning shone on me, and lighted up all,
within and without. Man alone, of all earthly creatures,
asks, “ Can the dead die forever?” and the instinct that
urges the question is God’s answer to man. No instinct
is given in vain.

And born with the instinct of soul is the instinct that
leads the soul from the seen to the unseen, from time to
eternity, from the torrent that foams toward the Ocean
of Death, to the source of its stream, far aloft from the
Ocean.

“ Know thyself,” said the Pythian of old. “That pre-
cept descended from Heaven.” Know thyself! Is that
maxim wise? If so, know thy soul. But never yet did
man come to the thorough conviction of soul but what he
acknowledged the sovereign necessity of prayer. In my
awe, in my rapture, all my thoughts seemed enlarged and
illumed and exalted. I prayed—all my soul seemed one
prayer. All my past, with its pride and presumption and
folly, grew distinct as the form of a penitent, kneeling for
pardon before setting forth on the pilgrimage vowed to
a shrine. And, sure now, in the deeps of a soul first re-
vealed to myself, that the Dead do not die forever, my
human love soared beyond its brief trial of terror and sor-
row. Daring not to ask from Heaven’s wisdom that
Lilian, for my sake, might not yet pass away from the
earth, I prayed that my soul might be fitted to bear with
submission whatever my Maker might ordain. And if sur-
viving her—without whom no beam from yon material sun
could ever warm into joy a morrow in human life—so to
guide my steps that they might rejoin her at last, and in
rejoining, regain forever!
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How trivial now became the weird riddle, that, a little
while before, had been clothed in so solemn an awe!
‘What mattered it to the vast interests involved in the clear
recognition of Soul and Hereafter, whether or not my
bodily sense, for a moment, obscured the face of the
Nature I should one day behold as a spirit? Doubtless
the sights and the sounds which had haunted the last
gloomy night, the calm reason of Faber would strip of their
magical seemings; the Eyes in the space and the Foot in
the circle might be those of no terrible Demons, but of
the wild’s savage children whom I had seen, halting, curi-
ous and mute, in the light of the morning. The tremor
of the ground (if not, as heretofore, explicable by the
illusory impression of my own treacherous senses) might
be but the natural effect of elements struggling yet under
a soil unmistakably charred by volcanoes. The luminous
atoms dissolved in the caldron might as little be fraught
with a vital elixir as are the splendors of naphtha or phos-
phor. As it was, the weird rite had no magic result. The
magician was not rent limb from limb by the fiends. By
causes as natural as ever extinguished life’s spark in the
frail lamp of clay, he had died out of sight—under the
black veil.

What mattered henceforth to Faith, in its far grander
questions and answers, whether Reason, in Faber, or
Fancy, in me, supplied the more probable guess at a hiero-
glyph which, if construed aright, was but a word of small
mark in the mystical language of Nature? If all the arts
of enchantment recorded by Fable were attested by facts
which Sages were forced to acknowledge, Sages would
sooner or later find some cause for such portents—not su-
pernatural. But what Sage, without cause supernatural,
both without and within him, can guess at the wonders he
views in the growth of a blade of grass, or the tints on an
insect’s wing? Whatever art Man can achieve in his
progress through time, Man’s reason, in time, can suffice
to explain. But the wonders of God? These belong to
the Infinite; and these, O Immortal! will but develop new
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wonder on wonder, though thy sight be a spirit’s, and thy
leisure to track and to solve an eternity.

As I raised my face from my clasped hands, my eyes
fell full upon a form standing in the open doorway. There,
where on the night in which Lilian’s long struggle for
reason and life had begun, the Luminous Shadow had
been beheld in the doubtful light of a dying moon and a
yet hazy dawn; there, on the threshold, gathering round
her bright locks the aureole of the glorious sun, stood
Amy, the blessed child! And as I gazed, drawing nearer
and nearer to the silenced house, and that Image of Peace
on its threshold, I felt that Hope met me at the door—
Hope in the child’s steadfast eyes, Hope in the child’s
welcoming smile!

“T was at watch for you,” whispered Amy. ““ All is well.”

“She lives still—she lives! Thank God, thank God!”

“She lives—she will recover!” said another voice, as
my head sunk on Faber’s shoulder. “ For some hours in
the night her sleep was disturbed, convulsed. I feared,
then, the worst. Suddenly, just before the dawn, she called
out aloud, still in sleep:

“‘The cold and dark shadow has passed away from me
and from Allen—passed away from us both forever!’

“ And from that moment the fever left her; the breath-
ing became soft, the pulse steady, and the color stole
gradually back to her cheek. The crisis is past. Nature’s
benign Disposer has permitted Nature to restore your
life’s gentle partner, heart to heart, mind to mind——"

“ And soul to soul,” I cried in my solemn joy. “ Above
as below, soul to soul!” Then, at a sign from Faber, the
child took me by the hand and led me up the stairs into
Lilian’s room.

Again those dear arms closed around me in wifelike and
holy love, and those true lips kissed away my tears—even
as now, at the distance of years from that happy morn,
while I write the last words of this Strange Story, the same
faithful arms close around me, the same tender lips kiss
away my tears.
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The Avenger

“Why callest thou me murderer, and not rather the wrath of
God burning after the steps of the oppressor, and cleansing the
earth when it is wet with blood?"

HAT series of terrific events by which our quiet city and
university in the northeastern quarter of Germany
were convulsed during the year 1816, has in itself, and con-
sidered merely as a blind movement of human tiger-passion
ranging unchained among men, something too memorable
to be forgotten or left without its own separate record;
but the moral lesson impressed by these events is yet more
memorable, and deserves the deep attention of coming gen-
erations in their struggle after human improvement, not
merely in its own limited field of interest directly awakened,
but in all analogous fields of interest; as in fact already,
and more than once, in connection with these very events,
this lesson has obtained the effectual attention of Christian
kings and princes assembled in congress. No tragedy, in-
deed, among all the sad ones by which the charities of the
human heart or of the fireside have ever been outraged,
can better merit a separate chapter in the private history
of German manners or social life than this unparalleled
case. And, on the other hand, no one can put in a better
claim to be the historian than myself.

I was at the time, and still am, a professor in that city
and university which had the melancholy distinction of
being its theater. I knew familiarly all the parties who
were concerned in it, either as sufferers or as agents. I
was present from first to last, and watched the whole course
of the mysterious storm which fell upon our devoted city
in a strength like that of a West Indian hurricane, and
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which did seriously threaten at one time to depopulate our
university, through the dark suspicions which settled upon
its members, and the natural reaction of generous indig-
nation in repelling them; while the city in its more sta-
tionary and native classes would very soon have manifested
their awful sense of things, of the hideous insecurity for
life, and of the unfathomable dangers which had under-
mined their hearths below their very feet, by sacrificing,
whenever circumstances allowed them, their houses and
beautiful gardens in exchange for days uncursed by panic,
and nights unpolluted by blood. Nothing, I can take upon
myself to assert, was left undone of all that human fore-
sight could suggest, or human ingenuity could accomplish.
But observe the melancholy result: the more certain did
these arrangements strike people as remedies for the evil,
so much the more effectually did they aid the terror, but,
above all, the awe, the sense of mystery, when ten cases of
total extermination, applied to separate households, had
occurred, in every one of which these precautionary aids
had failed to yield the slightest assistance. The horror, the
perfect frenzy of fear, which seized upon the town after
that experience, baffles all attempt at description. Had
these various contrivances failed merely in some human
and intelligible way, as by bringing the aid too tardily—
still, in such cases, though the danger would no less have
been evidently deepened, nobody would have felt any fur-
ther mystery than what, from the very first, rested upon
the persons and the motives of the murderers. But, as it
was, when, in ten separate cases of exterminating carnage,
the astounded police, after an examination the most search-
ing, pursued from day to day, and almost exhausting the
patience by the minuteness of the investigation, had finally
pronounced that no attempt apparently had been made to
benefit by any of the signals preconcerted, that no footstep
apparently had moved in that direction—then, and after
that result, a blind misery of fear fell upon the population,
so much the worse than any anguish of a beleaguered city
that is awaiting the storming fury of a victorious enemy,
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by how much the shadowy, the uncertain, the infinite, is at
all times more potent in mastering the mind than a danger
that is known, measurable, palpable, and human. The very
police, instead of offering protection or encouragement,
were seized with terror for themselves. And the general
feeling, as it was described to me by a grave citizen whom
I met in a morning walk (for the overmastering sense of
a public calamity broke down every barrier of reserve, and
all men talked freely to all men in the streets, as they would
have done during the rockings of an earthquake), was,
even among the boldest, like that which sometimes takes
possession of the mind in dreams—when one feels oneself
sleeping alone, utterly divided from all call or hearing of
friends, doors open that should be shut, or unlocked that
should be triply secured, the very walls gone, barriers swal-
lowed up by unknown abysses, nothing around one but
frail curtains, and a world of illimitable night, whisperings
at a distance, correspondence going on between darkness
and darkness, like one deep calling to another, and the
dreamer’s own heart the center from which the whole net-
work of this unimaginable chaos radiates, by means of
which the blank privations of silence and darkness become
powers the most positive and awful.

Agencies of fear, as of any other passion, and, above all,
of passion felt in communion with thousands, and in which
the heart beats in conscious sympathy with an entire city,
through all its regions of high and low, young and old,
strong and weak; such agencies avail to raise and trans-
figure the natures of men; mean minds become elevated;
dull men become eloquent; and when matters came to this
crisis, the public feeling, as made known by voice, gesture,
manner, or words, was such that no stranger could repre-
sent it to his fancy. In that respect, therefore, I had an
advantage, being upon the spot through the whole course
of the affair, for giving a faithful narrative; as I had still
more eminently, from the sort of central station which I
occupied, with respect to all the movements of the case.
I may add that I had another advantage, not possessed, or
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not in the same degree, by any other inhabitant of the
town, I was personally acquainted with every family of
the slightest account belonging to the resident population;
whether among the old local gentry, or the new settlers
whom the late wars had driven to take refuge within our
walls,

It was in September, 1815, that I received a letter from
the chief secretary to the Prince of M , a nobleman
connected with the diplomacy of Russia, from which 1
quote an extract: ““ I wish, in short, to recommend to your
attentions, and in terms stronger than I know how to de-
vise, a young man on whose behalf the czar himself is
privately known to have expressed the very strongest in-
terest. He was at the battle of Waterloo as an aide-de-
camp to a Dutch general officer, and is decorated with
distinctions won upon that awful day. However, though
serving in that instance under English orders, and although
an Englishman of rank, he does not belong to the English
military service. He has served, young as he is, under
various banners, and under ours, in particular, in the cav-
alry of our imperial guard. He is English by birth, nephew
to the Earl of E., and heir presumptive to his immense
estates. There is a wild story current, that his mother was
a gypsy of transcendent beauty, which may account for his
somewhat Moorish complexion, though, aifter all, that is
not of a deeper tinge than I have seen among many an
Englishman. He is himself one of the noblest looking of
God’s creatures. Both father and mother, however, are
now dead. Since then he has become the favorite of his
uncle, who detained him in England after the emperor had
departed—and, as this uncle is now in the last stage of
infirmity, Mr. Wyndham’s succession to the vast family
estates is inevitable, and probably near at hand. Meantime,
he is anxious for some assistance in his studies. Intellectu-
ally he stands in the very first rank of men, as I am sure
you will not be slow to discover; but his long military
service, and the unparalleled tumult of our European his-
tory since 1805, have interfered (as you may suppose) with
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the cultivation of his mind; for he entered the cavalry
service of a German power when a mere boy, and shifted
about from service to service as the hurricane of war blew
from this point or from that. During the French anabasis
to Moscow he entered our service, made himself a pro-
digious favorite with the whole imperial family, and even
now is only in his twenty-second year. As to his accom-
plishments, they will speak for themselves; they are infinite,
and applicable to every situation of life. Greek is what he
wants from you ;—never ask about terms. He will acknowl-
edge any trouble he may give you, as he acknowledges all
trouble, en prince. And ten years hence you will look back
with pride upon having contributed your part to the for-
mation of one whom all here at St. Petersburg, not soldiers
only, but we diplomates, look upon as certain to prove a
great man, and a leader among the intellects of Chris-
tendom.” '

Two or three other letters followed; and at length it
was arranged that Mr. Maximilian Wyndham should take
up his residence at my monastic abode for one year. He
was to keep a table, and an establishment of servants, at
his own cost; was to have an apartment of some dozen or
so of rooms ; the unrestricted use of the library; with some
other public privileges willingly conceded by the magis-
tracy of the town; in return for all which he was to pay
me a thousand guineas; and already beforehand, by way of
acknowledgment for the public civilities of the town, he
sent, through my hands, a contribution of three hundred
guineas to the various local institutions for education of
the poor, or for charity.

The Russian secretary had latterly corresponded with me
from a little German town, not more than ninety miles
distant; and, as he had special couriers at his service, the
negotiations advanced so rapidly that all was closed before
the end of September. And, when once that consumma-
tion was attained, I, that previously had breathed no sylla-
ble of what was stirring, now gave loose to the interesting
tidings, and suffered them to spread through the whole
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compass of the town. It will be easily imagined that such
a story, already romantic enough in its first outline, would
lose nothing in the telling. An Englishman to begin with,
which name of itself, and at all times, is a passport into
German favor, but much more since the late memorable
wars that but for Englishmen would have drooped into
disconnected efforts—next, an Englishman of rank and of
the haute noblessc—then a soldier covered with brilliant
distinctions, and in the most brilliant arm of the service;
young, moreover, and yet a veteran by his experience—
fresh from the most awiful battle of this planet since the
day of Pharsalia,—radiant with the favor of courts and of
imperial ladies; finally (which alone would have given him
an interest in all female hearts), an Antinous of faultless
beauty, a Grecian statue, as it were, into which the breath
of life had been breathed by some modern Pygmalion;—
such a pomp of gifts and endowments settling upon one
man’s head, should not have required for its effect the vul-
gar consummation (and yet to many it was the consumma-
tion and crest of the whole) that he was reputed to be rich
beyond the dreams of romance or the necessities of a fairy
tale. Unparalleled was the impression made upon our
stagnant society; every tongue was busy in discussing the
marvelous young Englishman from morning to night;
every female fancy was busy in depicting the personal
appearance of this gay apparition.

On his arrival at my house, I became sensible of a truth
which I had observed some years before. The common-
place maxim is, that it is dangerous to raise expectations
too high. This, which is thus generally expressed, and
without limitation, is true only conditionally; it is true then
and there only where there is but little merit to sustain and
justify the expectation. But in any case where the merit
is transcendent of its kind, it is always useful to rack the
expectation up to the highest point. In anything which
partakes of the infinite, the most unlimited expectations
will find ample room for gratification; while it is certain
that ordinary observers, possessing little sensibility, unless
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where they have been warned to expect, will often fail to
see what exists in the most conspicuous splendor. In this
instance it certainly did no harm to the subject of expecta-
tion that I had been warned to look for so much. The
warning, at any rate, put me on the lookout for whatever
eminence there might be of grandeur in his personal ap-
pearance; while, on the other hand, this existed in such
excess, so far transcending anything I had ever met with
in my experience, that no expectation which it is in words
to raise could have been disappointed.

These thoughts traveled with the rapidity of light
through my brain, as at one glance my eye took in the
supremacy of beauty and power which seemed to have
alighted from the clouds before me. Power, and the
contemplation of power, in any absolute incarnation of
grandeur or excess, necessarily have the instantaneous
effect of quelling all perturbation. My composure was re-
stored in a moment. I looked steadily at him. We both
bowed. And, at the moment when he raised his head from
that inclination, I caught the glance of his eye; an eye such
as might have been looked for in a face of such noble
lineaments—

‘‘Blending the nature of the star
With that of summer skies;”

and, therefore, meant by nature for the residence and organ
of serene and gentle emotions; but it surprised, and at the
same time filled me more almost with consternation than
with pity, to observe that in those eyes a light of sadness
had settled more profound than seemed possible for youth,
or almost commensurate to a human sorrow ; a sadness that
might have become a Jewish prophet, when laden with in-
spirations of woe.

Two months had now passed away since the arrival of
Mr. Wyndham. He had been universally introduced to
the superior society of the place; and, as I need hardly say,
universally received with favor and distinction. In reality,
his wealth and importance, his military honors, and the
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dignity of his character, as expressed in his manners and
deportment, were too eminent to allow of his being treated
with less than the highest attention in any society what-
ever. But the effect of these various advantages, enforced
and recommended as they were by a personal beauty so
rare, was somewhat too potent for the comfort and self-
possession of ordinary people; and really exceeded in a
painful degree the standard of pretensions under which
such people could feel themselves at their ease. He was
not naturally of a reserved turn; far from it. His dispo-
sition had been open, frank, and confiding, originally; and
his roving, adventurous life, of which considerably more
than one half had been passed in camps, had communicated
to his manners a more than military frankness. But the
profound melancholy which possessed him, from whatever
cause it arose, necessarily chilled the native freedom of his
demeanor, unless when it was revived by strength of friend-
ship or of love. The effect was awkward and embarrassing
to all parties. Every voice paused or faltered when he
entered a room—dead silence ensued—not an eye but was
directed upon him, or else, sunk in timidity, settled upon
the floor; and young ladies seriously lost the power, for a
time, of doing more than murmuring a few confused, half-
inarticulate syllables, or half-inarticulate sounds. The so-
lemnity, in fact, of a first presentation, and the utter
impossibility of soon recovering a {free, unembarrassed
movement of conversation, made such scenes really dis-
tressing to all who participated in them, either as actors
or spectators. Certainly this result was not a pure effect
of manly beauty, however heroic, and in whatever excess;
it arose in part from the many and extraordinary endow-
ments which had centered in his person, not less from for-
tune than from nature; in part also, as I have said, from
the profound sadness and freezing gravity of Mr. Wynd-
ham’s manner ; but still more from the perplexing mystery
which surrounded that sadness.

Were there, then, no exceptions to this condition of awe-
struck admiration? Yes; one at least there was in whose
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bosom the spell of all-conquering passion soon thawed
every trace of icy reserve. While the rest of the world
retained a dim sentiment of awe toward Mr. Wyndham,
Margaret Liebenheim only heard of such a feeling to won-
der that it could exist toward him. Never was there so
victorious a conquest interchanged between two youthful
hearts—never before such a rapture of instantaneous sym-
pathy. I did not witness the first meeting of this mys-
terious Maximilian and this magnificent Margaret, and do
not know whether Margaret manifested that trepidation
and embarrassment which distressed so many of her youth-
ful co-rivals; but, if she did, it must have fled before the
first glance of the young man’s eye, which would interpret,
past all misunderstanding, the homage of his soul and the
surrender of his heart. Their third meeting I did see; and
there all shadow of embarrassment had vanished, except,
indeed, of that delicate embarrassment which clings to im-
passioned admiration. On the part of Margaret, it seemed
as if a new world had dawned upon her that she had not
so much as suspected among the capacities of human ex-
perience. Like some bird she seemed, with powers unexer-
cised for soaring and flying, not understood even as yet,
and that never until now had found an element of air
capable of sustaining her wings, or tempting her to put
forth her buoyant instincts. He, on the other hand, now
first found the realization of his dreams, and for a mere
possibility which he had long too deeply contemplated,
fearing, however, that in his own case it might prove a
chimera, or that he might never meet a woman answering
the demands of his heart, he now found a corresponding
reality that left nothing to seek.

Here, then, and thus far, nothing but happiness had re-
sulted from the new arrangement. But, if this had been
little anticipated by many, far less had I, for my part, antici-
pated the unhappy revolution which was wrought in the
whole nature of Ferdinand von Harrelstein. He was the
son of a German baron; a man of good family, but of
small estate, who had been pretty nearly a soldier of for-
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tune in the Prussian service, and had, late in life, won
sufficient favor with the king and other military superiors,
to have an early prospect of obtaining a commission, under
flattering auspices, for this only son—a son endeared to
him as the companion of unprosperous years, and as a
dutifully affectionate child. Ferdinand had yet another
hold upon his father’s affections: his features preserved to
the baron’s unclouded remembrance a most faithful and
living memorial of that angelic wife who had died in giv-
ing birth to this third child—the only one who had long
survived her. Anxious that his son should go through a
regular course of mathematical instruction, now becoming
annually more important in all the artillery services through-
out Europe, and that he should receive a tincture of other
liberal studies which he had painfully missed in his own
military career, the baron chose to keep his son for the last
seven years at our college, until he was now entering upon
his twenty-third year. For the four last he had lived with
me as the sole pupil whom I had, or meant to have, had
not the brilliant proposals of the young Russian guardsman
persuaded me to break my resolution. Ferdinand von Har-
relstein had good talents, not dazzling but respectable ; and
so amiable were his temper and manners that I had intro-
duced him everywhere, and everywhere he was a favorite;
and everywhere, indeed, except exactly there where only in
this world he cared for favor. Margaret Liebenheim, she
it was whom he loved, and had loved for years, with the
whole ardor of his ardent soul; she it was for whom, or
at whose command, he would willingly have died. Early
he had felt that in her hands lay his destiny; that she it
was who must be his good or his evil genius.

At first, and perhaps to the last, I pitied him exceed-
ingly. But my pity soon ceased to be mingled with respect.
Before the arrival of Mr. Wyndham he had shown himself
generous, indeed magnanimous. But never was there so
painful an overthrow of a nohle nature as manifested itself
in him. I believe that he had not himself suspected the
strength of his passion; and the sole resource for him, as
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I said often, was to quit the city—to engage in active pur-
suits of enterprise, of ambition, or of science. But he
heard me as a somnambulist might have heard me—dream-
ing with his eyes open. Sometimes he had fits of reverie,
starting, fearful, agitated; sometimes he broke out into
maniacal movements of wrath, invoking some absent per-
son, praying, beseeching, menacing some air-wove phan-
tom; sometimes he slunk into solitary corners, muttering
to himself, and with gestures sorrowfully significant, or
with tones and fragments of expostulation that moved the
most callous to compassion. Still he turned a deaf ear to
the only practical counsel that had a chance for reaching
his ears. Like a bird under the fascination of a rattlesnake,
he would not summon up the energies of his nature to
make an effort at flying away. ‘‘ Begone, while it is time!”
said others, as well as myself; for more than I saw enough
to fear some fearful catastrophe. “ Lead us not into temp-
tation!” said his confessor to him in my hearing (for,
though Prussians, the Von Harrelsteins were Roman Catho-
lics), “lead us not into temptation!—that is our daily
prayer to God. Then, my son, being led into temptation, do
not you persist in courting, nay, almost tempting temptation.
Try the effects of absence, though but for a month.” The
good father even made an overture toward imposing a
penance upon him, that would have involved an absence
of some duration. But he was obliged to desist; for he
saw that, without effecting any good, he would merely add
spiritual disobedience to the other offenses of the young
man. Ferdinand himself drew his attention to this; for
he said: “ Reverend father! do not you, with the purpose
of removing me from temptation, be yourself the instru-
ment for tempting me into a rebellion against the church.
Do not you weave snares about my steps; snares there are
already, and but too many.” The old man sighed, and
desisted.

Then came—But enough! From pity, from sympathy,
from counsel, and from consolation, and from scorn—from
each of these alike the poor stricken deer “ recoiled intc
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the wilderness;” he fled for days together into solitary
parts of the forest; fled, as I still hoped and prayed, in
good earnest and for a long farewell; but, alas! no: still
he returned to the haunts of his ruined happiness and his.
buried hopes, at each return looking more like the wreck
of his former self; and once I heard a penetrating monk
observe, whose convent stood near the city gates: “ There
goes one ready equally for doing or suffering, and of whom
we shall soon hear that he is involved in some great catas-
trophe—it may be of deep calamity—it may be of mem-
orable guilt.”

So stood matters among us. January was drawing to
its close; the weather was growing more and more win-
terly ; high winds, piercingly cold, were raving through our
narrow streets; and still the spirit of social festivity bade
defiance to the storms which sang through our ancient
forests. From the accident of our magistracy being se-
lected from the tradesmen of the city, the hospitalities of
the place were far more extensive than would otherwise
have happened; for every member of the corporation gave
two annual entertainments in his official character. And
such was the rivalship which prevailed, that often one
quarter of the year’s income was spent upon these galas.
Nor was any ridicule thus incurred ; for the costliness of the
entertainment was understood to be an expression of official’
pride, done in honor of the city, not as an effort of per-
sonal display. It followed, from the spirit in which these:
half-yearly dances originated, that, being given on the part
of the city, every stranger of rank was marked out as a
privileged guest, and the hospitality of the community
would have been equally affronted by failing to offer or
by failing to accept the invitation.

Hence it had happened that the Russian guardsman had
been introduced into many a family which otherwise could
not have hoped for such a distinction. Upon the evening at
which I am now arrived, the twenty-second of January,
1816, the whole city, in its wealthier classes, was assembled
beneath the roof of a tradesman who had the heart of a
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prince. In every point our entertainment was superb; and
I remarked that the music was the finest I had heard for
years. OQur host was in joyous spirits; proud to survey
the splendid company he had gathered under his roof;
happy to witness their happiness; elated in their elation.
Jovous was the dance—joyous were all faces that I saw
—up to midnight, very soon after which time supper was
announced; and that also, I think, was the most joyous
of all the banquets I ever witnessed. The accomplished
guardsman outshone himself in brilliancy ; even his melan-
choly relaxed. In fact, how could it be otherwise? near
to him sat Margaret Liebenheim—hanging upon his words
—more lustrous and bewitching than ever I had beheld
her. There she had been placed by the host; and every-
body knew why. That is one of the luxuries attached to
love; all men cede their places with pleasure; womer make
way. Even she herself knew, though not obliged to know,
why she was seated in that neighborhood; and took her
place, if with a rosy suffusion upon her cheeks, yet with
fullness of happiness at her heart.

The guardsman pressed forward to claim Miss Lieben-
heim’s hand for the next dance; a movement which she
was quick to favor, by retreating behind one or two parties
from a person who seemed coming toward her. The music
again began to pour its voluptuous tides through the bound-
ing pulses of the youthful company; again the flying feet
of the dancers began to respond to the measures; again
the mounting spirit of delight began to fill the sails of the
hurrying night with steady inspiration. All went happily.
Already had one dance finished ; some were pacing up and
down, leaning on the arms of their partners; some were
reposing from their exertions; when—O heavens! what a
shriek! what a gathering tumult!

Every eye was bent toward the doors—every eye strained
forward to discover what was passing. But there, every
moment, less and less could be seen, for the gathering crowd
more and more intercepted the view;—so much the more
was the ear at leisure for the shrieks redoubled upon
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shrieks. Miss Liebenheim had moved downward to the
crowd. From her superior height she overlooked all the
ladies at the point where she stood. In the center stood
a rustic girl, whose features had been familiar to her for
some months. She had recently come into the city, and
had lived with her uncle, a tradesman, not ten doors from
Margaret’s own residence, partly on the terms of a kins-
woman, partly as a servant on trial. At this moment she
was exhausted with excitement, and the nature of the shock
she had sustained. Mere panic seemed to have mastered
her; and she was leaning, unconscious and weeping, upon
the shoulder of some gentleman, who was endeavoring to
soothe her. A silence of horror seemed to possess the
company, most of whom were still unacquainted with the
cause of the alarming interruption. A few, however, who
had heard her first agitated words, finding that they waited
in vain for a fuller explanation, now rushed tumultuously
out of the ballroom to satisfy themselves on the spot. The
distance was not great; and within five minutes several
persons returned hastily, and cried out to the crowd of
ladies that all was true which the young girl had said.
“What was true?” That her uncle Mr. Weishaupt’s
family had been murdered; that not one member of the
family had been spared—namely, Mr. Weishaupt himself
and his wife, neither of them much above sixty, but both
infirm beyond their years; two maiden sisters of Mr. Weis-
haupt, from forty to forty-six years of age, and an elderly
female domestic.

An incident happened during the recital of these horrors,
and of the details which followed, that furnished matter
for conversation even in these hours when so thrilling an
interest had possession of all minds. Many ladies fainted;
among them Miss Liebenheim—and she would have fallen
to the ground but for Maximilian, who sprang forward
and caught her in his arms. She was long of returning
to herself; and, during the agony of His suspense, he
stooped and kissed her pallid lips. That sight was more
than could be borne by one who stood a little behind the
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group. He rushed forward, with eyes glaring like a tiger’s,
and leveled a blow at Maximilian. It was poor, maniacal
Von Harrelstein, who had been absent in the forest for a
week. Many people stepped forward and checked his arm,
uplifted for a repetition of this outrage. One or two had
some influence with him, and led him away from the spot;
while as to Maximilian, so absorbed was he that he had
not so much as perceived the affront offered to himself.
Margaret, on reviving, was confounded at finding herself
so situated amid a great crowd; and yet the prudes com-
plained that there was a look of love exchanged between
herself and Maximilian, that ought not to have escaped her
in such a situation. If they meant by such a situation, one
'so public, it must be also recollected that it was a situation
of excessive agitation; but, if they alluded to the horrors
of the moment, no situation more naturally opens the heart
to affection and confiding love than the recoil from scenes
of exquisite terror.

An examination went on that night before the magls-
trates, but all was dark; although suspicion attached to a
negro named Aaron, who had occasionally been employed
in menial services by the family, and had been in the house
immediately before the murder. The circumstances were
such as to leave every man in utter perplexity as to the
presumption for and against him. His mode of defending
himself, and his general deportment, were marked by the
coolest, nay, the most sneering indifference. The first thing
he did, on being acquainted with the suspicions against him-
self, was to laugh ferociously, and to all appearance most
cordially and unaffectedly. He demanded whether a poor
man like himself would have left so much wealth as lay
scattered abroad in that house—gold repeaters, massy plate,
gold snuff boxes—untouched? That argument certainly
weighed much in his favor. And yet again it was turned
against him; for a magistrate asked him how %e happened
to know already that nothing had been touched. True it
was, and a fact which had puzzled no less than it had
awed the magistrates, that, upon their examination of the
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premises, many rich articles of bijouterie, jewelry, and per-
sonal ornaments, had been found lying underanged, and
apparently in their usual situations; articles so portable that
in the very hastiest flight some might have been carried
off. In particular, there was a crucifix of gold, enriched
with jewels so large and rare, that of itself it would have
constituted a prize of great magnitude. Yet this was left
untouched, though suspended in a little oratory that had
been magnificently adorned by the elder of the maiden sis-
ters. There was an altar, in itself a splendid object, fur-
nished with every article of the most costly material and
workmanship, for the private celebration of mass. This
crucifix, as well as everything else in the little closet, must
have been seen by one at least of the murderous party; for
hither had one of the ladies fled; hither had one of the
murderers pursued. She had clasped the golden pillars
which supported the altar—had turned perhaps her dying
looks upon the crucifix; for there, with one arm still
wreathed about the altar foot, though in her agony she had
turned round upon her face, did the elder sister lie when
the magistrates first broke open the street door. And upon
the beautiful parquet, or inlaid floor which ran round the
room, were still impressed the footsteps of the murderer.
These, it was hoped, might furnish a clew to the discovery
of one at least among the murderous band. They were
rather difficult to trace accurately; those parts of the traces
which lay upon the black tesselle being less distinct in the
outline than the others upon the white or colored. Most
unquestionably, so far as this went, it furnished a negative
circumstance in favor of the negro, for the footsteps were
very different in outline from his, and smaller, for Aaron
was a man of colossal build. And as to his knowledge of
the state in which the premises had been found, and his
having so familiarly relied upon the fact of no robbery
having taken place as an argument on his own behalf, he
contended that he had himself been among the crowd that
pushed into the house along with the magistrates; that,
from his previous acquaintance with the rooms and their
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ordinary condition, a glance of the eye had been sufficient
for him to ascertain the undisturbed condition of all the
valuable property most obvious to the grasp of a robber;
that, in fact, he had seen enough for his argument before
he and the rest of the mob had been ejected by the magis-
trates; but, finally, that independently of all this, he had
heard both the officers, as they conducted him, and all the
tumultuous gatherings of people in the street, arguing for
the mysteriousness of the bloody transaction upon that very
circumstance of so much gold, silver, and jewels, being left
behind untouched.

In six weeks or less from the date of this terrific event,
the negro was set at liberty by a majority of voices among
the magistrates. In that short interval other events had
occurred no less terrific and mysterious. In this first mur-
der, though the motive was dark and unintelligible, yet the
agency was not so; ordinary assassins apparently, and with
ordinary means, had assailed a helpless and unprepared
family ; had separated them; attacked them singly in flight
(for in this first case all but one of the murdered persons
appeared to have been making for the street door) ; and in
all this there was no subject for wonder, except the original
one as to the motive. But now came a series of cases des-
tined to fling this earliest murder into the shade. Nobody
could now be unprepared; and yet the tragedies, hencefor-
ward, which passed before us, one by one, in sad, leisurely,
or in terrific groups, seemed to argue a lethargy like that
of apoplexy in the victims, one and all. The very midnight
of mysterious awe fell upon all minds.

Three weeks had passed since the murder at Mr. Weis-
haupt’s—three weeks the most agitated that had been known
in this sequestered city. We felt ourselves solitary, and
thrown upon our own resources ; all combination with other
towns being unavailing from their great distance. QOur
situation was no ordinary one. Had there been some mys-
terious robbers among us, the chances of a visit, divided
among so many, would have been too small to distress the
most timid; while to young and high-spirited people, with
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courage to spare for ordinary trials, such a state of expec-
tation would have sent pulses of pleasurable anxiety among
the nerves. But murderers! exterminating murderers!—
clothed in mystery and utter darkness—these were objects
too terrific for any family to contemplate with fortitude.
Had these very murderers added to their functions those
of robbery, they would have become less terrific; nine out
of every ten would have found themselves discharged, as
it were, from the roll of thcse who were liable to a visit;
while such as knew themselves liable would have had warn-
ing of their danger in the fact of being rich; and would,
from the very riches which constituted that danger, have
derived the means of repelling it. But, as things were, no
man could guess what it was that must make him obnox-
ious to the murderers. Imagination exhausted itself in
vain guesses at the causes which could by possibility have
made the poor Weishaupts objects of such hatred to any
man. True, they were bigoted in a degree which indicated
feebleness of intellect; but that wounded no man in par-
ticular, while to many it recommended them. True, their
charity was narrow and exclusive, but to those of their own
religious body it expanded munificently; and, being rich
beyond their wants, or any means of employing wealth
which their gloomy asceticism allowed, they had the power
of doing a great deal of good among the indigent papists
of the suburbs. As to the old gentleman and his wife,
their infirmities confined them to the house. Nobody re-
membered to have seen them abroad for vyears. How,
therefore, or when could they have made an enemy? And,
with respect to the maiden sisters of Mr. Weishaupt, they
were simply weak-minded persons, now and then too cen-
sorious, but not placed in a situation to incur serious anger
from any quarter, and too little heard of in society to occupy
much of anybody’s attention.

Conceive, then, that three weeks have passed away, that
the poor Weishaupts have been laid in that narrow sanc-
tuary which no murderer’s voice will ever violate. Quiet
has not returned to us, but the first flutterings of panic
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have subsided. People are beginning to respire freely
again; and such another space of time would have cicatrized
our wounds—when, hark! a church bell rings out a loud
alarm ;—the night is starlight and frosty--the iron notes
are heard clear, solemn, but agitated. What could this
mean? I hurried to a room over the porter’s lodge, and,
opening the window, I cried out to a man passing hastily
below, “ What, in God’s name, is the meaning of this?”
It was a watchman belonging to our district. I knew his
voice, he knew mine, and he replied in great agitation:

“ 1t is another murder, sir, at the old town councilor’s,
Albernass; and this time they have made a clear house
of it.”

“ God preserve us! Has a curse been pronounced upon
this city? What can be done? What are the magistrates
going to do?”

“T don’t know, sir. I have orders to run to the Black
Friars, where another meeting is gathering. Shall T say
you will attend, sir?”

“Yes—no—stop a little. No matter, you may go on;
T’ll follow immediately.”

I went instantly to Maximilian’s room. He was lying
asleep on a sofa, at which I was not surprised, for there
had been a severe stag chase in the morning. Even at
this moment I found myself arrested by two objects, and
I paused to survey them. One was Maximilian himself.
A person so mysterious took precedency of other interests
even at a time like this; and especially by his features,
which, composed in profound sleep, as sometimes happens,
assumed a new expression, which arrested me chiefly by
awaking some confused remembrance of the same features
seen under other circumstances and in times long past; but
where? This was what I could not recollect, though once
before a thought of the same sort had crossed my mind.
The other object of my interest was a miniature, which
Maximilian was holding in his hand. He had gone to
sleep apparently looking at this picture; and the hand
which held it had slipped down upon the sofa, so that it
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was in danger of falling. I released the miniature from
his hand, and surveyed it attentively. It represented a lady
of sunny, oriental complexion, and features the most noble
that it is possible to conceive. One might have imagined
such a lady, with her raven locks and imperial eyes, to be
the favorite sultana of some Amurath or Mohammed.
What was she to Maximilian, or what sad she been? For,
by the tear which I had once seen him drop upon this
miniature when he believed himself unobserved, I conjec-
tured that her dark tresses were already laid low, and her
name among the list of vanished things. Probably she was
his mother, for the dress was rich with pearls, and evidently
that of a person in the highest rank of court beauties. I
sighed as I thought of the stern melancholy of her son, if
Maximilian were he, as connected, probably, with the fate
and fortunes of this majestic beauty; somewhat haughty,
perhaps, in the expression of her fine features, but still
noble—generous—confiding. Laying the picture on the
table, I awoke Maximilian, and told him of the dreadful
news. He listened attentively, made no remark, but pro-
posed that we should go together to the meeting of our
quarter at the Black Friars. He colored upon observing
the miniature on the table; and, therefore, I frankly told
him in what situation I had found it, and that I had taken
the liberty of admiring it for a few moments. He pressed
it tenderly to his lips, sighed heavily, and we walked away
together,

I pass over the frenzied state of feeling in which we found
the meeting. Fear, or rather horror, did not promote har-
mony ; many quarreled with each other in discussing the
suggestions brought forward, and Maximilian was the only
person attended to. He proposed a nightly mounted patrol
for every district. And in particular he offered, as being
himself a member of the university, that the students should
form themselves into a guard, and go out by rotation to keep
watch and ward from sunset to sunrise. Arrangements were
made toward that object by the few people who retained
possession of their senses, and for the present we separated.
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Never, in fact, did any events so keenly try the difference
between man and man. Some started up into heroes under
the excitement. Some, alas for the dignity of man! drooped
into helpless imbecility. Women, in some cases, rose su-
perior to men, but yet not so often as might have happened
under a less mysterious danger. A woman is not unwomanly
because she confronts danger boldly. But I have remarked,
with respect to female courage, that it requires, more than
that of men, to be sustained by hope; and that it droops
more certainly in the presence of a mysterious danger. The
fancy of women is more active, if not stronger, and it influ-
ences more directly the physical nature. In this case few
were the women who made even a show of defying the dan-
ger. On the contrary, with them fear took the form of sad-
ness, while with many of the men it took that of wrath.

And how did the Russian guardsman conduct himself
amidst this panic? Many were surprised at his behavior;
some complained of it; I did neither. He took a reasonable
interest in each separate case, listened to the details with
attention, and, in the examination of persons able to furnish
evidence, never failed to suggest judicious questions. But
still he manifested a coolness almost amounting to careless-
ness, which to many appeared revolting. But these people
I desired to notice that all the other military students, who
had been long in the army, felt exactly in the same way. In
fact, the military service of Christendom, for the last ten
years, had been anything but a parade service; and to those,
therefore, who were familiar with every form of horrid
butchery, the mere outside horrors of death had lost much
of their terror. In the recent murder there had not been
much to call forth sympathy. The family consisted of two
old bachelors, two sisters, and one grandniece. The niece
was absent on a visit, and the two old men were cynical
misers, to whom little personal interest attached. Still, in
this case as in that of the Weishaupts, the same twofold
mystery confounded the public mind—the mystery of the
how, and the profounder mystery of the why. Here, again,
no atom of property was taken, though both the misers had

126



Thomas De Quincey

hordes of ducats and English guineas in the very room
where they died. Their bias, again, though of an unpopu-
lar character, had rather availed to make them unknown
than to make them hateful. In one point this case differed
memorably from the other—that, instead of falling helpless,
or flying victims (as the Weishaupts had done), these old
men, strong, resolute, and not so much taken by surprise,
left proofs that they had made a desperate defense. The
furniture was partly smashed to pieces, and the other details
furnished evidence still more revolting of the acharnement
with which the struggle had been maintained. In fact, with
them a surprise must have been impracticable, as they ad-
mitted nobody into their house on visiting terms. It was
thought singular that from each of these domestic tragedies
a benefit of the same sort should result to young persons
standing in nearly the same relation. The girl who gave
the alarm at the ball, with two little sisters, and a little
orphan nephew, their cousin, divided the very large inher-
itance of the Weishaupts; and in this latter case the accumu-
lated savings of two long lives all vested in the person of
the amiable grandniece.

But now, as if in mockery of all our anxious consultations
and elaborate devices, three fresh murders took place on the
two consecutive nights succeeding these new arrangements.
And in one ease, as nearly as time could be noted, the
mounted patrol must have been within call at the very mo-
ment when the awful work was going on. I shall not dwell
much upon them; but a few circumstances are too interest-
ing to be passed over. The earliest case on the first of the
two nights was that of a currier. He was fifty years old;
not rich, but well off. His first wife was dead, and his
daughters by her were married away from their father’s
house. He had married a second wife, but, having no chil-
dren by her, and keeping no servants, it is probable that,
but for an accident, no third person would have been in the
house at the time when the murderers got admittance. About
seven o’clock, a wayfaring man, a journeyman currier, who,
according to our German system, was now in his wander-
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jahre, entered the city from the forest. At the gate he made
some inquiries about the curriers and tanners of our town;
and, agreeably to the information he received, made his way
to this Mr. Heinberg. Mr. Heinberg refused to admit him,
until he mentioned his errand, and pushed below the door a
letter of recommendation from a Silesian correspondent,
describing him as an excellent and steady workman. Want-
ing such a man, and satisfied by the answers returned that
he was what he represented himself, Mr. Heinberg unbolted
his door and admitted him. Then, after slipping the bolt
into its place, he bade him sit to the fire, brought him a
glass of beer, conversed with him for ten minutes, and said:
“ You had better stay here to-night; I'll tell you why after-
wards ; but now I'll step upstairs, and ask my wife whether
she can make up a bed for you; and do you mind the door
while I'm away.” So saying, he went out of the room.
Not one minute had he been gone when there came a gentle
knock at the door. It was raining heavily, and, being a
stranger to the city, not dreaming that in any crowded town
such a state of things could exist as really did in this, the
young man, without hesitation, admitted the person knock-
ing. He has declared since—but, perhaps, confounding the
feelings gained from better knowledge with the feelings of
the moment—that from the moment he drew the bolt he had
a misgiving that he had done wrong. A man entered in a
horseman’s cloak, and so muffled up that the journeyman
could discover none of his features. In a low tone the
stranger said, “ Where’s Heinberg ? "—* Upstairs.”—* Call
him down, then.” The journeyman went to the door by
which Mr. Heinberg had left him, and called, “ Mr. Hein-
berg, here’s one wanting you!” Mr. Heinberg heard him,
for the man could distinctly catch these words: “ God bless
me! has the man opened the door? O, the traitor! I see it.””
Upon this he felt more and more consternation, though not
knowing why. Just then he heard a sound of feet be-
hind him. On turning round, he beheld three more men in
the room ; one was fastening the outer door; one was draw-
ing some arms from a cupboard, and two others were whis-
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pering together. He himself was disturbed and perplexed,
and felt that all was not right. Such was his confusion,
that either all the men’s faces must have been muffled up, or
at least he remembered nothing distinctly but one fierce pair
of eyes glaring upon him. Then, before he could look round,
came a man from behind and threw a sack over his head,
which was drawn tight about his waist, so as to confine his
arms, as well as to impede his hearing in part, and his voice
altogether. He was then pushed into a room ; but previously
he had heard a rush upstairs, and words like those of a
person exulting, and then a door closed. Once it opened,
and he could distinguish the words, in one voice, “ And for
that!” to which another voice replied, in tones that made
his heart quake, “ Aye, for that, sir.” And then the same
voice went on rapidly to say, “ O dog! could you hope "—
at which word the door closed again. Once he thought that
he heard a scuffle, and he was sure that he heard the sound
of feet, as if rushing from one corner of a room to another.
But then all was hushed and still for about six or seven min-
utes, until a voice close to his ear said, “ Now, wait quietly
till some persons come in to release you. This will happen
within half an hour.” Accordingly, in less than that time,
he again heard the sound of feet within the house, his own
bandages were liberated, and he was brought to tell his story
at the police office. Mr. Heinberg was found in his bed-
room. He had died by strangulation, and the cord was still
tightened about his neck. During the whole dreadful scene
his youthful wife had been locked into a closet, where she
heard or saw nothing.

In the second case, the object of vengeance was again an
elderly man. Of the ordinary family, all were absent at a
country house, except the master and a female servant. She
was a woman of courage, and blessed with the firmest
nerves; so that she might have been relied on for reporting
accurately everything seen or heard. But things took an-
other course. The first warning that she had of the mur-
derers’ presence was from their steps and voices already in
the hall. She heard her master run hastily into the hall,
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crying out, “Lord Jesus!—Mary, Mary, save me!” The
servant resolved to give what aid she could, seized a large
poker, and was hurrying to his assistance, when she found
that they had nailed up the door of communication at the
head of the stairs. What passed after this she could not
tell; for, when the impulse of intrepid fidelity had been
balked, and she found that her own safety was provided for
by means which made it impossible to aid a poor fellow
creature who had just invoked her name, the generous-
hearted creature was overcome by anguish of mind, and sank
down on the stair, where she lay, unconscious of all that suc-
ceeded, until she found herself raised in the arms of a mob
who had entered the house. And how came they to have
entered? In a way characteristically dreadful. The night
was starlit; the patrols had perambulated the street without
noticing anything suspicious, when two foot passengers, whe
were following in their rear, observed a dark-colored stream
traversing the causeway. One of them, at the same instant
tracing the stream backward with his eyes, observed that it
flowed from under the door of Mr. Munzer, and, dipping
his finger in the trickling fluid, he held it up to the lamp-
light, yelling out at the moment, “ Why, this is blood!” It
was so, indeed, and it was yet warm. The other saw, heard,
and like an arrow flew after the horse patrol, then in the
act of turning the corner. One cry, full of meaning, was
sufficient for ears full of expectation. The horsemen pulled
up, wheeled, and in another moment reined up at Mr. Mun-
zer’s door. The crowd, gathering like the drifting of snow,
supplied implements which soon forced the chains of the
door and all other obstacles. But the murderous party had
escaped, and all traces of their persons had vanished, as
usual.

Rarely did any case occur without some peculiarity more
or less interesting. In that which happened on the follow-
ing night, making the fifth in the series, an impressive in-
cident varied the monotony of horrors. In this case the
parties aimed at were two elderly ladies, who conducted a
female boarding school. None of the pupils had as yet re-
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turned to school from their vacation; but two sisters, young
girls of thirteen and sixteen, coming from a distance, had
stayed at school throughout the Christmas holidays. It was
the youngest of these who gave the only evidence of any
value, and one which added a new feature of alarm to the
existing panic. Thus it was that her testimony was given:
On the day before the murder, she and her sister were sit-
ting with the old ladies in a room fronting to the street;
the elder ladies were reading, the younger ones drawing.
Louisa, the youngest, never had her ear inattentive to the
slightest sound, and once it struck her that she heard the
creaking of a foot upon the stairs. She said nothing, but,
slipping out of the room, she ascertained that the two female
servants were in the kitchen, and could not have been ab-
sent ; that all the doors and windows, by which ingress was
possible, were not only locked, but bolted and barred—a fact
which excluded all possibility of invasion by means of false
keys. Still she felt persuaded that she had heard the sound
of a heavy foot upon the stairs. It was, however, daylight,
and this gave her confidence; so that, without communicat-
ing her alarm to anybody, she found courage to traverse the
house in every direction; and, as nothing was either seen
or heard, she concluded that her ears had been too sensitively
awake. Yet that night, as she lay in bed, dim terrors as-
sailed her, especially because she considered that, in so large
a house, some closet or other might have been overlooked,
and, in particular, she did not remember to have examined
one or two chests, in which a man could have lain concealed.
Through the greater part of the night she lay awake; but
as one of the town clocks struck four, she dismissed her
anxieties, and fell asleep. The next day, wearied with this
unusual watching, she proposed to her sister that they should
go to bed earlier than usual. This they did; and, on their
way upstairs, Louisa happened to think suddenly of a heavy
cloak, which would improve the coverings of her bed against
the severity of the night. The cloak was hanging up in a
closet within a closet, both leading off from a large room
used as the young ladies’ dancing school. These closets she
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had examined on the previous day, and therefore she felf
no particular alarm at this moment. The cloak was the first
article which met her sight; it was suspended from a hook
in the wall, and close to the door. She took it down, but,
in doing so, exposed part of the wall and of the floor, which
its folds had previously concealed. Turning away hastily,
the chances were that she had gone without making any
discovery. In the act of turning, however, her light fell
brightly on a man’s foot and leg. Matchless was her pres-
ence of mind; having previously been humming an air, she
continued to do so. But now came the trial; her sister was
bending her steps to the same closet. If she suffered her to
do so, Lottchen would stumble on the same discovery, and
expire of fright. On the other hand, if she gave her a hint,
Lottchen would either fail to understand her, or, gaining but
a glimpse of her meaning, would shriek aloud, or by some
equally decisive expression convey the fatal news to the
assassin that he had been discovered. In this torturing
dilemma fear prompted an expedient, which to Lottchen ap-
peared madness, and to Louisa herself the act of a sibyl
instinct with blind inspiration. * Here,” said she, “is our
dancing room. When shall we all meet and dance again
together?” Saying which, she commenced a wild dance,
whirling her candle round her head until the motion extin-
guished it; then, eddying round her sister in narrowing cir-
cles, she seized Lottchen’s candle also, blew it out, and then
interrupted her own singing to attempt a laugh. But the
laugh was hysterical. The darkness, however, favored her;
and, seizing her sister’s arm, she forced her along, whisper-
ing, “ Come, come, come!” Lottchen could not be so dull
as entirely to misunderstand her. She suffered herself to be
led up the first flight of stairs, at the head of which was a
room looking into the street. In this they would have gained
an asylum, for the door had a strong bolt. But, as they
were on the last steps of the landing, they could hear the
hard breathing and long strides of the murderer ascending
behind them. He had watched them through a crevice, and
had been satisfied by the hysterical laugh of Louisa that she
132



Thomas De Quincey

had seen him. In the darkness he could not follow fast,
from ignorance of the localities, until he found himself upon
the stairs. Louisa, dragging her sister along, felt strong as
with the strength of lunacy, but Lottchen hung like a weight
of lead upon her. She rushed into the room, but at the very
entrance Lottchen fell. At that moment the assassin ex-
changed his stealthy pace for a loud clattering ascent. Al-
ready he was on the topmost stair ; already he was throwing
himself at a bound against the door, when Louisa, having
dragged her sister into the room, closed the door and sent
the bolt home in the very instant that the murderer’s hand
came into contact with the handle. Then, from the violence
of her emotions, she fell down in a fit, with her arm around
the sister whom she had saved.

How long they lay in this state neither ever knew. The
two old ladies had rushed upstairs on hearing the tumult.
Other persons had been concealed in other parts of the
house. The servants found themselves suddenly locked in,
and were not sorry to be saved from a collision which in-
volved so awful a danger. The old ladies had rushed, side
by side, into the very center of those who were seeking them.
Retreat was impossible ; two persons at least were heard fol-
lowing them upstairs. Something like a shrieking expostu-
lation and counter-expostulation went on between the ladies
and the murderers ; then came louder voices—then one heart-
piercing shriek, and then another—and then a slow moaning
and a dead silence. Shortly afterwards was heard the first
crashing of the door inward by the mob; but the murder-
ers had fled upon the first alarm, and, to the astonishment of
the servants, had fled upward. Examination, however, ex-
plained this: from a window in the roof they had passed
to an adjoining house recently left empty; and here, as in
other cases, we had proof how apt people are, in the midst
of elaborate provisions against remote dangers, to neglect
those which are obvious.

The reign of terror, it may be supposed, had now reached
its acmé. The two old ladies were both lying dead at differ-
ent points on the staircase, and, as usual, no conjecture could

133



English Mystery Stories

be made as to the nature of the offense which they had
given; but that the murder was a vindictive one, the usual
evidence remained behind, in the proofs that no robbery had
been attempted. Two new features, however, were now
brought forward in this system of horrors, one of which
riveted the sense of their insecurity to all families occupying
extensive houses, and the other raised ill blood between the
city and the university, such as required years to allay. The
first arose out of the experience, now first obtained, that
these assassins pursued the plan of secreting themselves
within the house where they meditated a murder. All the
care, therefore, previously directed to the securing of doors
and windows after nightfall appeared nugatory. The other
feature brought to light on this occasion was vouched for
by one of the servants, who declared that, the moment before
the door of the kitchen was fastened upon herself and fellow
servant, she saw two men in the hall, one on the point of
ascending the stairs, the other making toward the kitchen;
that she could not distinguish the faces of either, but that
both were dressed in the academic costume belonging to the
students of the university. The consequences of such a
declaration need scarcely be mentioned. Suspicion settled
upon the students, who were more numerous since the gen-
eral peace, in a much larger proportion military, and less
select or respectable than heretofore. Still, no part of the
mystery was cleared up by this discovery. Many of the stu-
dents were poor enough to feel the temptation that might
be offered by any lucrative system of outrage. Jealous and
painful collusions were, in the meantime, produced; and,
during the latter two months of this winter, it may be said
that our city exhibited the very anarchy of evil passions.
This condition of things lasted until the dawning of another
spring.

It will be supposed that communications were made to the
supreme government of the land as soon as the murders in
our city were understood to be no casual occurrences, but
links in a systematic series. Perhaps it might happen from
some other business, of a higher kind, just then engaging
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the attention of our governors, that our representations did
not make the impression we had expected. We could not,
indeed, complain of absolute neglect from the government.
They sent down one or two of their most accomplished po-
lice officers, and they suggested some counsels, especially
that we should examine more strictly into the quality of the
miscellaneous population who occupied our large suburb.
But they more than hinted that no necessity was seen either
for quartering troops upon us, or for arming our local magis-
tracy with ampler powers.

This correspondence with the central government occu-
pied the month of March, and, before that time, the bloody
system had ceased as abruptly as it began. The new police
officer flattered himself that the terror of his name had
wrought this effect; but judicious people thought otherwise.
All, however, was quiet until the depth of summer, when,
by way of hinting to us, perhaps, that the dreadful power
which clothed itself with darkness had not expired, but was
only reposing from its labors, all at once the chief jailer of
the city was missing. He had been in the habit of taking
long rides in the forest, his present situation being much of
a sinecure. It was on the first of July that he was missed.
In riding through the city gates that morning, he had men-
tioned the direction which he meant to pursue; and the last
time he was seen alive was in one of the forest avenues,
about eight miles from the city, leading toward the point he
had indicated. This jailer was not a man to be regretted
on his own account; his life had been a tissue of cruelty and
brutal abuse of his powers, in which he had been too much
supported by the magistrates, partly on the plea that it was
their duty to back their own officers against all complainers,
partly also from the necessities created by the turbulent
times for a more summary exercise of their magisterial au-
thority. No man, therefore, on his own separate account,
could more willingly have been spared than this brutal jailer;
and it was a general remark that, had the murderous band
within our walls swept away this man only, they would have
merited the public gratitude as purifiers from a public nui-
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sance. But was it certain that the jailer had died by the same
hands as had so deeply afflicted the peace of our city during
the winter—or, indeed, that he had been murdered at all?
The forest was too extensive to be searched ; and it was pos-
sible that he might have met with some fatal accident. His
horse had returned to the city gates in the night, and was
found there in the morning. Nobody, however, for months
could give information about his rider; and it seemed prob-
able that he would not be discovered until the autumn and
the winter should again carry the sportsman into every
thicket and dingle of this sylvan tract. One person only
seemed to have more knowledge on this subject than others,
and that was poor Ferdinand von Harrelstein. He was now
a mere ruin of what he had once been, both as to intellect
and moral feeling; and I observed him frequently smile
when the jailer was mentioned. ““ Wait,” he would say, “ till
the leaves begin to drop; then you will see what fine fruit
our forest bears.” I did not repeat these expressions to any-
body except one friend, who agreed with me that the jailer
had probably been hanged in some recess of the forest, which
summer veiled with its luxuriant umbrage; and that Fer-
dinand, constantly wandering in the forest, had discovered
the body; but we both acquitted him of having been an ac-
complice in the murder.

Meantime the marriage between Margaret Liebenheim
and Maximilian was understood to be drawing near. Yet
one thing struck everybody with astonishment. As far as
the young people were concerned, nobody could doubt that
all was arranged ; for never was happiness more perfect than
that which seemed to unite them. Margaret was the im-
personation of May-time and youthful rapture; even Maxi-
milian in her presence seemed to forget his gloom, and the
worm which gnawed at his heart was charmed asleep by the
music of her voice, and the paradise of her smiles. But,
until the autumn came, Margaret’s grandfather had never
ceased to frown upon this connection, and to support the pre-
tensions of Ferdinand. The dislike, indeed, seemed recip-
rocal between him and Maximilian. Each avoided the oth-
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er’s company ; and as to the old man, he went so far as to
speak sneeringly of Maximilian. Maximilian despised him
too heartily to speak of him at all. When he could not
avoid meeting him, he treated him with a stern courtesy,
which distressed Margaret as often as she witnessed it. She
felt that her grandfather had been the aggressor; and she
felt also that he did injustice to the merits of her lover.
But she had a filial tenderness for the old man, as the father
of her sainted mother, and on his own account, continually
making more claims on her pity, as the decay of his memory,
and a childish fretfulness growing upon him from day to
day, marked his increasing imbecility.

Equally mysterious it seemed, that about this time Miss
Liebenheim began to receive anonymous letters, written
in the darkest and most menacing terms. Some of them
she showed to me. I could not guess at their drift. Evi-
dently they glanced at Maximilian, and bade her beware
of connection with him; and dreadful things were insinuated
about him. Could these letters be written by Ferdinand?
Written they were not, but could they be dictated by him?
Much I feared that they were; and the more so for one
reason.

All at once, and most inexplicably, Margaret’s grand-
father showed a total change of opinion in his views as to
her marriage. Instead of favoring Harrelstein’s preten-
sions, as he had hitherto done, he now threw the feeble
weight of his encouragement into Maximilian’s scale;
though, from the situation of all the parties, nobody at-
tached any practical importance to the change in Mr. Lie-
benheim’s way of thinking. Nobody? Is that true? No;
one person did attach the greatest weight to the change—
poor, ruined Ferdinand. He, so long as there was one per-
son to take his part, so long as the grandfather of Margaret
showed countenance to himself, had still felt his situation
not utterly desperate.

Thus were things situated, when in November, all the
leaves daily blowing off from the woods, and leaving bare
the most secret haunts of the thickets, the body of the
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jailer was left exposed in the forest; but not, as I and my
friend had conjectured, hanged. No; he had died appar-
ently by a more horrid death—by that of crucifixion. The
tree, a remarkable one, bore upon a part of its trunk this
brief but savage inscription:—*“T. H., jailer at ; Cru-
cified July 1, 1816.”

A great deal of talk went on throughout the city upon
this discovery; nobody uttered one word of regret on ac-
count of the wretched jailer; on the contrary, the voice of
vengeance, rising up in many a cottage, reached my ears
in every direction as I walked abroad. The hatred in itself
seemed horrid and unchristian, and still more so after the
man’s death; but, though horrid and fiendish for itself, it
was much more impressive, considered as the measure and
exponent of the damnable oppression which must have ex-
isted to produce it.

At first, when the absence of the jailer was a recent
occurrence, and the presence of the murderers among us
was, in consequence, revived to our anxious thoughts, it
was an event which few alluded to without fear. But mat-
ters were changed now; the jailer had been dead for months,
and this interval, during which the murderer’s hand had
slept, encouraged everybody to hope that the storm had
passed over our city; that peace had returned to our
hearths; and that henceforth weakness might sleep in
safety, and innocence without anxiety. Once more we had
peace within our walls, and tranquillity by our firesides.
Again the child went to bed in cheerfulness, and the old man
said his prayers in serenity. Confidence was restored; peace
was reéstablished; and once again the sanctity of human
life became the rule and the principle for all human hands
among us. Great was the joy; the happiness was universal.

O heavens! by what a thunderbolt were we awakened
from our security! On the night of the twenty-seventh of
December, half an hour, it might be, after twelve o’clock,
an alarm was given that all was not right in the house
of Mr. Liebenheim. Vast was the crowd which soon col-
lected in breathless agitation. In two minutes a man who
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had gone round by the back of the house was heard un-
" barring Mr. Liebenheim’s door: he was incapable of utter-
ing a word; but his gestures, as he threw the door open
and beckoned to the crowd, were quite enough. In the
hall, at the further extremity, and as if arrested in the act
of making for the back door, lay the bodies of old Mr.
Liebenheim and one of his sisters, an aged widow; on the
stair lay another sister, younger and unmarried, but up-
ward of sixty. The hall and lower flight of stairs were
floating with blood. Where, then, was Miss Liebenheim,
the granddaughter? That was the universal cry; for she
was beloved as generally as she was admired. Had the
infernal murderers been devilish enough to break into that
temple of innocent and happy life? Everyone asked the
question, and everyone held his breath to listen; but for a
few moments no one dared to advance; for the silence of
the house was ominous. At length some one cried out that
Miss Liebenheim had that day gone upon a visit to a friend,
whose house was forty miles distant in the forest. “ Aye,”
replied another, ““ she had settled to go; but I heard that
something had stopped her.” The suspense was now at
its height, and the crowd passed from room to room, but
found no traces of Miss Liebenheim. At length they as-
cended the stair, and in the very first room, a small closet,
or boudoir, lay Margaret, with her dress soiled hideously
with blood. The first impression was that she also had been
murdered; but, on a nearer approach, she appeared to be
unwounded, and was manifestly alive. Life had not de-
parted, for her breath sent a haze over a mirror, but it
was suspended, and she was laboring in some kind of fit.
The first act of the crowd was to carry her into the house
of a friend on the opposite side of the street, by which time
medical assistance had crowded to the spot. Their atten-
tions to Miss Liebenheim had naturally deranged the con-
dition of things in the little room, but not before many
people found time to remark that one of the murderers must
have carried her with his bloody hands to the sofa on which
she lay, for water had been sprinkled profusely over her
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face and throat, and water was even placed ready to her
hand, when she might happen to recover, upon a low foot-
stool by the side of the sofa.

On the following morning, Maximilian, who had been
upon a hunting party in the forest, returned to the city,
and immediately learned the news. I did not see him for
some hours after, but he then appeared to me thoroughly
agitated, for the first time I had known him to be so. In
the evening another perplexing piece of intelligence trans-
pired with regard to Miss Liebenheim, which at first af-
flicted every friend of that young lady. It was that she
had been seized with the pains of childbirth, and delivered
of a son, who, however, being born prematurely, did not
live many hours. Scandal, however, was not allowed long
to batten upon this imaginary triumph, for within two hours
after the circulation of this first rumor, followed a second,
authenticated, announcing that Maximilian had appeared
with the confessor of the Liebenheim family, at the resi-
dence of the chief magistrate, and there produced satis-
factory proofs of his marriage with Miss Liebenheim, which
had been duly celebrated, though with great secrecy, nearly
eight months before. In our city, as in all the cities of our
country, clandestine marriages, witnessed, perhaps, by two
friends only of the parties, besides the officiating priest, are
exceedingly common. In the mere fact, therefore, taken
separately, there was nothing to surprise us, but, taken in
connection with the general position of the parties, it did
surprise us all; nor could we conjecture the reason for a
step apparently so needless. For, that Maximilian could
have thought it any point of prudence or necessity to secure
the hand of Margaret Liebenheim by a private marriage,
against the final opposition of her grandfather, nobody who
knew the parties, who knew the perfect love which pos-
sessed Miss Liebenheim, the growing imbecility of her
grandfather, or the utter contempt with which Maximilian
regarded him, could for a moment believe. Altogether, the
matter was one of profound mystery.

Meantime, it rejoiced me that poor Margaret’s name had
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been thus rescued from the fangs of the scandalmongers.

These harpies had their prey torn from them at the very
moment when they were sitting down to the unhallowed
banquet. For this I rejoiced, but else there was little sub-
ject for rejoicing in anything which concerned poor Mar-
garet. Long she lay in deep insensibility, taking no notice
of anything, rarely opening her eyes, and apparently uncon-
scious of the revolutions, as they succeeded, of morning
or evening, light or darkness, yesterday or to-day. Great
was the agitation which convulsed the heart of Maximilian
during this period; he walked up and down in the cathedral
nearly all day long, and the ravages which anxiety was
working in his physical system might be read in his face.
People felt it an intrusion upon the sanctity of his grief
to look at him too narrowly, and the whole town sym-
pathized with his situation.

At length a change took place in Margaret, but one
which the medical men announced to Maximilian as boding
ill for her recovery. The wanderings of her mind did not
depart, but they altered their character. She became more
agitated; she would start up suddenly, and strain her eye-
sight after some figure which she seemed to see; then she
would apostrophize some person in the most piteous terms,
beseeching him, with streaming eyes, to spare her old
grandfather. “ Look, look,” she would cry out, “look at
his gray hairs! O, sir! he is but a child; he does not know
what he says; and he will soon be out of the way and in
his grave; and very soon, sir, he will give you no more
trouble.” Then, again, she would mutter indistinctly for
hours together; sometimes she would cry out frantically,
and say things which terrified the bystanders, and which
the physicians would solemnly caution them how they re-
peated; then she would weep, and invoke Maximilian to
come and aid her. But seldom, indeed, did that name pass
her lips that she did not again begin to strain her eyeballs,
and start up in bed to watch some phantom of her poor,
fevered heart, as if it seemed vanishing into some mighty
distance.
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After nearly seven weeks passed in this agitating state,
suddenly, on one morning, the earliest and the loveliest of
dawning spring, a change was announced to us all as having
taken place in Margaret; but it was a change, alas! that
ushered in the last great change of all. The conflict, which
had for so long a period raged within her, and overthrown
her reason, was at an end; the strife was over, and nature
was settling into an everlasting rest. In the course of the
night she had recovered her senses. When the morning
light penetrated through her curtain, she recognized her
attendants, made inquiries as to the month and the day of
the month, and then, sensible that she could not outlive the
day, she requested that her confessor might be summoned.

About an hour and a hali the confessor remained alone
with her. At the end of that time he came out, and hastily
summoned the attendants, for Margaret, he said, was sink-
ing into a fainting fit. The confessor himsell might have
passed through many a fit, so much was he changed by
the results of this interview. I crossed him coming out of
the house. I spoke to him—I called to him; but he heard
me not—he saw me not. He saw nobody. Onward he
strode to the cathedral, where Maximilian was sure to be
found, pacing about upon the graves. Him he seized by
the arm, whispered something into his ear, and then both
retired into one of the many sequestered chapels in which
lights are continually burning. There they had some con-
versation, but not very long, for within five minutes Maxi-
milian strode away to the house in which his young wife
was dying. One step seemed to carry him upstairs. The
attendants, according to the directions they had received
from the physicians, mustered at the head of the stairs to
oppose him. But that was idle: before the rights which
he held as a lover and a husband—before the still more
sacred rights of grief, which he carried in his countenance,
all opposition fled like a dream. There was, besides, a fury
in his eye. A motion of his hand waved them off like sum-
mer flies; he entered the room, and once again, for the last
time, he was in company with his beloved.
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What passed who could pretend to guess? Something
more than two hours had elapsed, during which Margaret
had been able to talk occasionally, which was known, be-
cause at times the attendants heard the sound of Maxi-
milian’s voice evidently in tones of reply to something which
she had said. At the end of that time, a little bell, placed
near the bedside, was rung hastily. A fainting fit had seized
Margaret; but she recovered almost before her women ap-
plied the usual remedies. They lingered, however, a little,
looking at the youthful couple with an interest which no
restraints availed to check. Their hands were locked to-
gether, and in Margaret’s eyes there gleamed a farewell
light of love, which settled upon Maximilian, and seemed
to indicate that she was becoming speechless. Just at this
moment she made a feeble effort to draw Maximilian
toward her; he bent forward and kissed her with an an-
guish that made the most callous weep, and then he whis-
pered something into her ear, upon which the attendants
retired, taking this as a proof that their presence was a
hindrance to a free communication. But they heard no
more talking, and in less than ten minutes they returned.
Maximilian and Margaret still retained their former posi-
tion. Their hands were fast locked together; the same
parting ray of affection, the same farewell light of love,
was in the eye of Margaret, and still it settled upon Maxi-
milian. But her eyes were beginning to grow dim; mists
were rapidly stealing over them. Maximilian, who sat
stupefied and like one not in his right mind, now, at the
gentle request of the women, resigned his seat, for the
hand which had clasped his had already relaxed its
hold; the farewell gleam of love had departed. One of the
women closed her eyelids ; and there fell asleep forever the
loveliest flower that our city had reared for generations.

The funeral took place on the fourth day after her death.
In the morning of that day, from strong affection—having
known her from an infant—I begged permission to see the
corpse. She was in her coffin; snowdrops and crocuses
were laid upon her innocent bosom, and roses, of that sort

143



English Mystery Stories

which the season allowed, over her person. These and
other lovely symbols of youth, of springtime, and of resur-
rection, caught my eye for the first moment; but in the
next it fell upon her face. Mighty God! what a change!
what a transfiguration! Still, indeed, there was the same
innocent sweetness; still there was something of the same
loveliness; the expression still remained; but for the fea-
tures—all trace of flesh seemed to have vanished; mere
outline of bony structure remained; mere pencilings and
shadowings of what she once had been. This is, indeed, I
exclaimed, “ dust to dust—ashes to ashes!”

Maximilian, to the astonishment of everybody, attended
the funeral. It was celebrated in the cathedral. All made
way for him, and at times he seemed collected; at times he
reeled like one who was drunk. He heard as one who hears
not; he saw as one in a dream. The whole ceremony went
on by torchlight, and toward the close he stood like a pil-
lar, motionless, torpid, frozen. But the great burst of the
choir, and the mighty blare ascending from our vast organ
at the closing of the grave, recalled him to himself, and he
strode rapidly homeward. Half an hour after I returned, I
was summoned to his bedroom. He was in bed, calm and
collected. What he said to me I remember as if it had
been yesterday, and the very tone with which he said it,
although more than twenty years have passed since then.
He began thus: “I have not long to live ”; and when he
saw me start, suddenly awakened into a consciousness that
perhaps he had taken poison, and meant to intimate as
much, he continued: “ You fancy I have taken poison ;—no
matter whether I have or not; if I have, the poison is such
that no antidote will now avail; or, if they would, you well
know that some griefs are of a kind which leave no open-
ing to any hope. What difference, therefore, can it make
whether I leave this earth to-day, to-morrow, or the next
day? Be assured of this—that whatever I have determined
to do is past all power of being affected by a human opposi-
tion. QOccupy yourself not with any fruitless attempts, but
calmly listen to me, else I know what to do.” Seeing a sup-
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pressed fury in his eye, notwithstanding I saw also some
" change stealing over his features as if from some subtle
poison beginning to work upon his frame, awestruck I con-
sented to listen, and sat still. “ It is well that you do so,
for my time is short. Here is my will, legally drawn up,
and you will see that I have committed an immense prop-
erty to your discretion. Here, again, is a paper still more
important in my eyes; it is also testamentary, and binds you
to duties which may not be so easy to execute as the dis-
posal of my property. But now listen to something else,
which concerns neither of these papers. Promise me, in
the first place, solemnly, that whenever I die you will see
me buried in the same grave as my wife, from whose
funeral we are just returned. Promise.”—I promised.—
“ Swear.”—I swore.—* Finally, promise me that, when you
read this second paper which I have put into your hands,
whatsoever you may think of it, you will say nothing—pub-
lish nothing to the world until three years shall have
passed.”—I promised.—“ And now farewell for three hours.
Come to me again about ten o’clock, and take a glass of
wine in memory of old times.” This he said laughingly;
but even then a dark spasm crossed his face. Yet, think-
ing that this might be the mere working of mental anguish
within him, I complied with his desire, and retired. Feel-
ing, however, but little at ease, I devised an excuse for
looking in upon him about one hour and a half after I had
left him. I knocked gently at his door; there was no an-
swer. I knocked louder; still no answer. I went in. The
light of day was gone, and I could see nothing. But I was
alarmed by the utter stillness of the room. 1 listened ear-
nestly, but not a breath could be heard. I rushed back
hastily into the hall for a lamp; I returned; I looked in
upon this marvel of manly beauty, and the first glance
informed me that he and all his splendid endowments had
departed forever. He had died, probably, soon aiter I left
him, and had dismissed me from some growing instinct

which informed him that his last agonies were at hand.
I took up his two testamentary documents; both were
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addressed in the shape of letters to myself. The first was
a rapid though distinct appropriation of his enormocus prop-
erty. General rules were laid down, upon which the
property was to be distributed, but the details were left to
my discretion, and to the guidance of circumstances as they
should happen to emerge from the various inquiries which
it would become necessary to set on foot. This first docu-
ment I soon laid aside, both because I found that its provi-
sions were dependent for their meaning upon the second,
and because to this second document I locked with confi-
dence for a solution of many mysteries;—of the profound
sadness which had, from the first of my acquaintance with
him, possessed a man so gorgeously endowed as the favor-
ite of nature and fortune; of his motives for huddling up,ina
clandestine manner, that connection which formed the glory
of his life; and possibly (but then I hesitated) of the late
unintelligible murders, which still lay under as profound
a cloud as ever. Much of this would be unveiled—all might
be: and there and then, with the corpse lying beside me
of the gifted and mysterious writer, I seated myself, and
read the following statement:

‘““MARCH 26, 1817.

“ My trial is finished ; my conscience, my duty, my honor,
are liberated ; my ‘ warfare is accomplished.” Margaret, my
innocent young wife, I have seen for the last time. Her,
the crown that might have been of my earthly felicity—her,
the one temptation to put aside the bitter cup which awaited
me—her, sole seductress (O innocent seductress!) from the
stern duties which my fate had imposed upon me—her, even
her, I have sacrificed.

“ Before I go, partly lest the innocent should be brought
into question for acts almost exclusively mine, but still more
lest the lesson and the warning which God, by my hand,
has written in blood upon your guilty walls, should perish
for want of its authentic exposition, hear my last dying
avowal, that the murders which have desolated so many
families within your walls, and made the household hearth
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no sanctuary, age no charter of protection, are all due orig-
‘inally to my head, if not always to my hand, as the minister
of a dreadful retribution.

“ That account of my history, and my prospects, which
you received from the Russian diplomatist, among some er-
rors of little importance, is essentially correct. My father
was not so immediately connected with English blood as is
there represented. However, it is true that he claimed
descent from an English family of even higher distinction
than that which is assigned in the Russian statement. He
was proud of this English descent, and the more so as the
war with revolutionary France brought out more prom-
inently than ever the moral and civil grandeur of England.
This pride was generous, but it was imprudent in his situa-
tion. His immediate progenitors had been settled in Italy—
at Rome first, but latterly at Milan; and his whole property,
large and scattered, came, by the progress of the revolution,
to stand under French domination. Many spoliations he
suffered; but still he was too rich to be seriously injured.
But he foresaw, in the progress of events, still greater perils
menacing his most capital resources. Many of the states or
princes in Italy were deeply in his debt; and, in the great
convulsions which threatened his country, he saw that both
the contending parties would find a colorable excuse for ab-
solving themselves from engagements which pressed un-
pleasantly upon their finances. In this embarrassment he
formed an intimacy with a French officer of high rank and
high principle. My father’s friend saw his danger, and ad-
vised him to enter the French service. In his younger days,
my father had served extensively under many princes, and
had found in every other military service a spirit of honor
governing the conduct of the officers. Here only, and for
the first time, he found ruffian manners and universal rapac-
ity. He could not draw his sword in company with such
nien, nor in such a cause. But at length, under the pressure
of necessity, he accepted (or rather bought with an im-
mense bribe) the place of a commissary to the French forces
in Italy. With this one resource, eventually he succeeded in
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making good the whole of his public claims upon the ITtalian
states. These vast sums he remitted, through various chan-
nels, to England, where he became proprietor in the funds
to an immense amount. Incautiously, however, something
of this transpired, and the result was doubly unfortunate;
for, while his intentions were thus made known as finally
pointing to England, which of itself made him an object of
hatred and suspicion, it also diminished his means of brib-
ery. These considerations, along with another, made some
French officers of high rank and influence the bitter enemies
of my father. My mother, whom he had married when
holding a brigadier-general’s commission in the Austrian
service, was, by birth and by religion, a Jewess. She was of
exquisite beauty, and had been sought in Morganatic mar-
riage by an archduke of the Austrian family; but she had
relied upon this plea, that hers was the purest and noblest
blood among all Jewish families — that her family traced
themselves, by tradition and a vast series of attestations un-
der the hands of the Jewish high priests, to the Maccabees,
and to the royal houses of Judea; and that for her it would
be a degradation to accept even of a sovereign prince on the
terms of such marriage. This was no vain pretension of
ostentatious vanity. It was one which had been admitted
as valid for time immemorial in Transylvania and adjacent
countries, where my mother’s family were rich and honored,
and took their seat among the dignitaries of the land. The
French officers I have alluded to, without capacity for any-
thing so dignified as a deep passion, but merely in pursuit of
a vagrant fancy that would, on the next day, have given
place to another equally fleeting, had dared to insult my
mother with proposals the most licentious—proposals as
much below her rank and birth, as, at any rate, they would
have been below her dignity of mind and her purity. These
she had communicated to my father, who bitterly resented
the chains of subordination which tied up his hands from
avenging his injuries. Still his eye told a tale which his
superiors could brook as little as they could the disdainful
neglect of his wife. More than one had been concerned in
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the injuries to my father and mother; more than one were
“interested in obtaining revenge. Things could be done in
German towns, and by favor of old German laws or usages,
which even in France could not have been tolerated. This
my father’s enemies well knew, but this my father also
knew ; and he endeavored to lay down his office of commis-
sary. That, however, was a favor which he could not ob-
tain. THe was compelled to serve on the German campaign
then commencing, and on the subsequent one of Friedland
and Eylau. Here he was caught in some one of the snares
laid for him; first trepanned into an act which violated some
rule of the service; and then provoked into a breach of dis-
cipline against the general officer who had thus trepanned
him. Now was the long-sought opportunity gained, and in
that very quarter of Germany best fitted for improving it.
My father was thrown into prison in your city, subjected to
the atrocious oppression of your jailer, and the more de-
testable oppression of your local laws. The charges against
him were thought even to affect his life, and he was humbled
into suing for permission to send for his wife and children,
Already, to his proud spirit, it was punishment enough that
he should be reduced to sue for favor to one of his bitterest
foes. But it was no part of their plan to refuse that. By
way of expediting my mother’s arrival, a military courier,
with every facility for the journey, was forwarded to her
without delay. My mother, her two daughters, and myself,
were then residing in Venice. I had, through the aid of my
father’s connections in Austria, been appointed in the im-
perial service, and held a high commission for my age. But,
on my father’s marching northward with the French army,
I had been recalled as an indispensable support to my
mother. Not that my years could have made me such, for
I had barely accomplished my twelfth year; but my prema-
ture growth, and my military station, had given me consid-
erable knowledge of the world and presence of mind.

“Our journey I pass over; but as I approach your city,
that sepulcher of honor and happiness to my poor family,
my heart beats with frantic emotions. Never do I see that
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venerable dome of your minster from the forest, but I curse
its form, which reminds me of what we then surveyed for
many a mile as we traversed the forest. For leagues before
we approached the city, this object lay before us in relief
upon the frosty blue sky; and still it seemed never to in-
crease. Such was the complaint of my little sister Mari-
amne. Most innocent child! would that it never had in-
creased for thy eyes, but remained forever at a distance!
That same hour began the series of monstrous indignities
which terminated the career of my ill-fated family. As we
drew up to the city gates, the officer who inspected the pass-
ports, finding my mother and sisters described as Jewesses,
which in my mother’s ears (reared in a region where Jews
are not dishonored) always sounded a title of distinction,
summoned a subordinate agent, who in coarse terms de-
manded his toll. We presumed this to be a road tax for the
carriage and horses, but we were quickly undeceived ; a small
sum was demanded for each of my sisters and my mother,
as for so many head of cattle. I, fancying some mistake,
spoke to the man temperately, and, to do him justice, he did
not seem desirous of insulting us; but he produced a printed
board, on which, along with the vilest animals, Jews and
Jewesses were rated at so much a head. While we were
debating the point, the officers of the gate wore a sneering
smile upon their faces—the postilions were laughing to-
gether; and this, too, in the presence of three creatures
whose exquisite beauty, in different styles, agreeably to their
different ages, would have caused noblemen to have fallen
down and worshiped. My mother, who had never yet met
with any flagrant insult on account of her national distinc-
tions, was too much shocked to be capable of speaking. I
whispered to her a few words, recalling her to her native
dignity of mind, paid the money, and we drove to the prison.
But the hour was past at which we could be admitted, and,
as Jewesses, my mother and sisters could not be allowed to
stay in the city; they were to go into the Jewish quarter, a
part of the suburb set apart for Jews, in which it was
scarcely possible to obtain a lodging tolerably clean. My,
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- father, on the next day, we found, to our horror, at the point

of death. To my mother he did not tell the worst of what
he had endured. To me he told that, driven to madness by
the insults offered to him, he had upbraided the court-mar-
tial with their corrupt propensities, and had even mentioned
that overtures had been made to him for quashing the pro-
ceedings in return for a sum of two millions of francs; and
that his sole reason for not entertaining the proposal was
his distrust of those who made it. ‘ They would have taken
my money,” said he, ‘and then found a pretext for putting
me to death, that I might tell no secrets.” This was too near
the truth to be tolerated; in concert with the local authori-
ties, the military enemies of my father conspired against him
—witnesses were suborned; and, finally, under some anti-
quated law of the place, he was subjected, in secret, to a
mode of torture which still lingers in the east of Europe.

“ He sank under the torture and the degradation. I, too,
thoughtlessly, but by a natural movement of filial indigna-
tion, suffered the truth to escape me in conversing with my
mother. And she ; but I will preserve the regular suc-
cession of things. My father died; but he had taken such
measures, in concert with me, that his enemies should never
benefit by his property. Meantime my mother and sisters
had closed my father’s eyes; had attended his remains to the
grave; and in every act connected with this last sad rite had
met with insults and degradations too mighty for human
patience. My mother, now become incapable of self-com-
mand, in the fury of her righteous grief, publicly and in
court denounced the conduct of the magistracy—taxed some
of them with the vilest proposals to herself—taxed them as
a body with having used instruments of torture upon my
father; and, finally, accused them of collusion with the
French military oppressors of the district. This last was a
charge under which they quailed; for by that time the
French had made themselves odious to all who retained a
spark of patriotic feeling. My heart sank within me when I
looked up at the bench, this tribunal of tyrants, all purple
or livid with rage; when I looked at them alternately and
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at my noble mother with her weeping daughters—these so
powerless, those so basely vindictive, and locally so omnipo-
tent. Willingly I would have sacrificed all my wealth for a
simple permission to quit this infernal city with my poor
female relations safe and undishonored. But far other were
the intentions of that incensed magistracy. My mother was
arrested, charged with some offense equal to petty treason,
or scandalum magnatum, or the sowing of sedition; and,
though what she said was true, where, alas! was she to look
for evidence? Here was seen the want of gentlemen. Gen-
tlemen, had they been even equally tyrannical, would have
recoiled with shame from taking vengeance on a woman.
And what a vengeance! O heavenly powers! that I should
live to mention such a thing! Man that is born of woman,
to inflict upon woman personal scourging on the bare back,
and through the streets at noonday! Even for Christian
women the punishment was severe which the laws assigned
to the offense in question. But for Jewesses, by one of the
ancient laws against that persecuted people, far heavier and
more degrading punishments were annexed to almost every
offense. 'What else could be looked for in a city which wel-
comed its Jewish guests by valuing them at its gates as brute
beasts? Sentence was passed, and the punishment was to
be inflicted on two separate days, with an interval between
each—doubtless to prolong the tortures of mind, but under
a vile pretense of alleviating the physical torture. Three
days after would come the first day of punishment. My
mother spent the time in reading her native Scriptures; she
spent it in prayer and in musing ; while her daughters clung
and wept around her day and night—groveling on the
ground at the feet of any people in authority that entered
their mother’s cell. That same interval—how was it passed
by me? Now mark, my friend. Every man in office, or
that could be presumed to bear the slightest influence, every
wife, mother, sister, daughter of such men, I besieged morn-
ing, noon, and night. I wearied them with my supplications.
I humbled myself to the dust; I, the haughtiest of God’s
creatures, knelt and prayed to them for the sake of my
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‘mother. I besought them that I might undergo the punish-
ment ten times over in her stead. And once or twice I did
obtain the encouragement of a few natural tears — given
more, however, as I was told, to my piety than to my
mother’s deserts. But rarely was I heard out with patience;;
and from some houses repelled with personal indignities.
The day came: I saw my mother half undressed by the base
officials ; I heard the prison gates expand; I heard the trum-
pets of the magistracy sound. She had warned me what
to do; I had warned myself. Would I sacrifice a retribution
sacred and comprehensive, for the momentary triumph over
an individual? If not, let me forbear to look out of doors;
for I felt that in the selfsame moment in which I saw the
dog of an executioner raise his accursed hand against my
mother, swifter than the lightning would my dagger search
his heart. When I heard the roar of the cruel mob, I paused
—endured—forbore. I stole out by by-lanes of the city
from my poor exhausted sisters, whom I left sleeping in
each other’s innocent arms, into the forest. There I listened
to the shouting populace; there even I fancied that I could
trace my poor mother’s route by the course of the triumph-
ant cries. There, even then, even then, I made—O silent
forest! thou heardst me when I made—a vow that I have
kept too faithfully. Mother, thou art avenged: sleep, daugh-
ter of Jerusalem! for at length the oppressor sleeps with
thee. And <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>