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				The Death of Halpin Frayser

				
					For by death is wrought greater change than hath been shown. Where­as in gen­er­al the spir­it that re­moved cometh back up­on oc­ca­sion, and is some­times seen of those in flesh (ap­pear­ing in the form of the body it bore) yet it hath hap­pened that the ver­i­ta­ble body with­out the spir­it hath walked. And it is at­test­ed of those en­coun­ter­ing who have lived to speak there­on that a lich so raised up hath no nat­u­ral af­fec­tion, nor re­mem­brance there­of, but on­ly hate. Al­so, it is known that some spir­its which in life were be­nign be­come by death evil al­to­geth­er.

					Hali
				

			
			
				I

				One dark night in mid­sum­mer a man wak­ing from a dream­less sleep in a for­est lift­ed his head from the earth, and star­ing a few mo­ments in­to the black­ness, said: “Cather­ine Larue.” He said noth­ing more; no rea­son was known to him why he should have said so much.

				The man was Halpin Frayser. He lived in St. He­le­na, but where he lives now is un­cer­tain, for he is dead. One who prac­tices sleep­ing in the woods with noth­ing un­der him but the dry leaves and the damp earth, and noth­ing over him but the branch­es from which the leaves have fall­en and the sky from which the earth has fall­en, can­not hope for great longevi­ty, and Frayser had al­ready at­tained the age of thir­ty-two. There are per­sons in this world, mil­lions of per­sons, and far and away the best per­sons, who re­gard that as a very ad­vanced age. They are the chil­dren. To those who view the voy­age of life from the port of de­par­ture the bark that has ac­com­plished any con­sid­er­able dis­tance ap­pears al­ready in close ap­proach to the far­ther shore. How­ev­er, it is not cer­tain that Halpin Frayser came to his death by ex­po­sure.

				He had been all day in the hills west of the Na­pa Val­ley, look­ing for doves and such small game as was in sea­son. Late in the af­ter­noon it had come on to be cloudy, and he had lost his bear­ings; and al­though he had on­ly to go al­ways down­hill—ev­ery­where the way to safe­ty when one is lost—the ab­sence of trails had so im­ped­ed him that he was over­tak­en by night while still in the for­est. Un­able in the dark­ness to pen­e­trate the thick­ets of man­zani­ta and oth­er un­der­growth, ut­ter­ly be­wil­dered and over­come with fa­tigue, he had lain down near the root of a large madrone and fall­en in­to a dream­less sleep. It was hours lat­er, in the very mid­dle of the night, that one of God’s mys­te­ri­ous mes­sen­gers, glid­ing ahead of the in­cal­cu­la­ble host of his com­pan­ions sweep­ing west­ward with the dawn line, pro­nounced the awak­en­ing word in the ear of the sleep­er, who sat up­right and spoke, he knew not why, a name, he knew not whose.

				Halpin Frayser was not much of a philoso­pher, nor a sci­en­tist. The cir­cum­stance that, wak­ing from a deep sleep at night in the midst of a for­est, he had spo­ken aloud a name that he had not in mem­o­ry and hard­ly had in mind did not arouse an en­light­ened cu­rios­i­ty to in­ves­ti­gate the phe­nom­e­non. He thought it odd, and with a lit­tle per­func­to­ry shiv­er, as if in def­er­ence to a sea­son­al pre­sump­tion that the night was chill, he lay down again and went to sleep. But his sleep was no longer dream­less.

				He thought he was walk­ing along a dusty road that showed white in the gath­er­ing dark­ness of a sum­mer night. Whence and whith­er it led, and why he trav­eled it, he did not know, though all seemed sim­ple and nat­u­ral, as is the way in dreams; for in the Land Be­yond the Bed sur­pris­es cease from trou­bling and the judg­ment is at rest. Soon he came to a part­ing of the ways; lead­ing from the high­way was a road less trav­eled, hav­ing the ap­pear­ance, in­deed, of hav­ing been long aban­doned, be­cause, he thought, it led to some­thing evil; yet he turned in­to it with­out hes­i­ta­tion, im­pelled by some im­pe­ri­ous ne­ces­si­ty.

				As he pressed for­ward he be­came con­scious that his way was haunt­ed by in­vis­i­ble ex­is­tences whom he could not def­i­nite­ly fig­ure to his mind. From among the trees on ei­ther side he caught bro­ken and in­co­her­ent whis­pers in a strange tongue which yet he part­ly un­der­stood. They seemed to him frag­men­tary ut­ter­ances of a mon­strous con­spir­a­cy against his body and soul.

				It was now long af­ter night­fall, yet the in­ter­minable for­est through which he jour­neyed was lit with a wan glim­mer hav­ing no point of dif­fu­sion, for in its mys­te­ri­ous lu­mi­na­tion noth­ing cast a shad­ow. A shal­low pool in the gut­tered de­pres­sion of an old wheel rut, as from a re­cent rain, met his eye with a crim­son gleam. He stooped and plunged his hand in­to it. It stained his fin­gers; it was blood! Blood, he then ob­served, was about him ev­ery­where. The weeds grow­ing rankly by the road­side showed it in blots and splash­es on their big, broad leaves. Patch­es of dry dust be­tween the wheel­ways were pit­ted and spat­tered as with a red rain. De­fil­ing the trunks of the trees were broad mac­u­la­tions of crim­son, and blood dripped like dew from their fo­liage.

				All this he ob­served with a ter­ror which seemed not in­com­pat­i­ble with the ful­fill­ment of a nat­u­ral ex­pec­ta­tion. It seemed to him that it was all in ex­pi­a­tion of some crime which, though con­scious of his guilt, he could not right­ly re­mem­ber. To the men­aces and mys­ter­ies of his sur­round­ings the con­scious­ness was an added hor­ror. Vain­ly he sought by trac­ing life back­ward in mem­o­ry, to re­pro­duce the mo­ment of his sin; scenes and in­ci­dents came crowd­ing tu­mul­tuous­ly in­to his mind, one pic­ture ef­fac­ing an­oth­er, or com­min­gling with it in con­fu­sion and ob­scu­ri­ty, but nowhere could he catch a glimpse of what he sought. The fail­ure aug­ment­ed his ter­ror; he felt as one who has mur­dered in the dark, not know­ing whom nor why. So fright­ful was the sit­u­a­tion—the mys­te­ri­ous light burned with so silent and aw­ful a men­ace; the nox­ious plants, the trees that by com­mon con­sent are in­vest­ed with a melan­choly or bale­ful char­ac­ter, so open­ly in his sight con­spired against his peace; from over­head and all about came so au­di­ble and star­tling whis­pers and the sighs of crea­tures so ob­vi­ous­ly not of earth—that he could en­dure it no longer, and with a great ef­fort to break some ma­lign spell that bound his fac­ul­ties to si­lence and in­ac­tion, he shout­ed with the full strength of his lungs! His voice bro­ken, it seemed, in­to an in­fi­nite mul­ti­tude of un­fa­mil­iar sounds, went bab­bling and stam­mer­ing away in­to the dis­tant reach­es of the for­est, died in­to si­lence, and all was as be­fore. But he had made a be­gin­ning at re­sis­tance and was en­cour­aged. He said:

				“I will not sub­mit un­heard. There may be pow­ers that are not ma­lig­nant trav­el­ing this ac­cursed road. I shall leave them a record and an ap­peal. I shall re­late my wrongs, the per­se­cu­tions that I en­dure—I, a help­less mor­tal, a pen­i­tent, an un­of­fend­ing po­et!” Halpin Frayser was a po­et on­ly as he was a pen­i­tent: in his dream.

				Tak­ing from his cloth­ing a small red-leather pock­et­book, one-half of which was leaved for mem­o­ran­da, he dis­cov­ered that he was with­out a pen­cil. He broke a twig from a bush, dipped it in­to a pool of blood and wrote rapid­ly. He had hard­ly touched the pa­per with the point of his twig when a low, wild peal of laugh­ter broke out at a mea­sure­less dis­tance away, and grow­ing ev­er loud­er, seemed ap­proach­ing ev­er near­er; a soul­less, heart­less, and un­joy­ous laugh, like that of the loon, soli­tary by the lake­side at mid­night; a laugh which cul­mi­nat­ed in an un­earth­ly shout close at hand, then died away by slow gra­da­tions, as if the ac­cursed be­ing that ut­tered it had with­drawn over the verge of the world whence it had come. But the man felt that this was not so—that it was near by and had not moved.

				A strange sen­sa­tion be­gan slow­ly to take pos­ses­sion of his body and his mind. He could not have said which, if any, of his sens­es was af­fect­ed; he felt it rather as a con­scious­ness—a mys­te­ri­ous men­tal as­sur­ance of some over­pow­er­ing pres­ence—some su­per­nat­u­ral malev­o­lence dif­fer­ent in kind from the in­vis­i­ble ex­is­tences that swarmed about him, and su­pe­ri­or to them in pow­er. He knew that it had ut­tered that hideous laugh. And now it seemed to be ap­proach­ing him; from what di­rec­tion he did not know—dared not con­jec­ture. All his for­mer fears were for­got­ten or merged in the gi­gan­tic ter­ror that now held him in thrall. Apart from that, he had but one thought: to com­plete his writ­ten ap­peal to the be­nign pow­ers who, travers­ing the haunt­ed wood, might some time res­cue him if he should be de­nied the bless­ing of an­ni­hi­la­tion. He wrote with ter­ri­ble ra­pid­i­ty, the twig in his fin­gers rilling blood with­out re­new­al; but in the mid­dle of a sen­tence his hands de­nied their ser­vice to his will, his arms fell to his sides, the book to the earth; and pow­er­less to move or cry out, he found him­self star­ing in­to the sharply drawn face and blank, dead eyes of his own moth­er, stand­ing white and silent in the gar­ments of the grave!

			
			
				II

				In his youth Halpin Frayser had lived with his par­ents in Nash­ville, Ten­nes­see. The Fray­sers were well-to-do, hav­ing a good po­si­tion in such so­ci­ety as had sur­vived the wreck wrought by civ­il war. Their chil­dren had the so­cial and ed­u­ca­tion­al op­por­tu­ni­ties of their time and place, and had re­spond­ed to good as­so­ci­a­tions and in­struc­tion with agree­able man­ners and cul­ti­vat­ed minds. Halpin be­ing the youngest and not over ro­bust was per­haps a tri­fle “spoiled.” He had the dou­ble dis­ad­van­tage of a moth­er’s as­siduity and a fa­ther’s ne­glect. Frayser père was what no South­ern man of means is not—a politi­cian. His coun­try, or rather his sec­tion and State, made de­mands up­on his time and at­ten­tion so ex­act­ing that to those of his fam­i­ly he was com­pelled to turn an ear part­ly deaf­ened by the thun­der of the po­lit­i­cal cap­tains and the shout­ing, his own in­clud­ed.

				Young Halpin was of a dreamy, in­do­lent and rather ro­man­tic turn, some­what more ad­dict­ed to lit­er­a­ture than law, the pro­fes­sion to which he was bred. Among those of his re­la­tions who pro­fessed the mod­ern faith of hered­i­ty it was well un­der­stood that in him the char­ac­ter of the late My­ron Bayne, a ma­ter­nal great-grand­fa­ther, had re­vis­it­ed the glimpses of the moon—by which orb Bayne had in his life­time been suf­fi­cient­ly af­fect­ed to be a po­et of no small Colo­nial dis­tinc­tion. If not spe­cial­ly ob­served, it was ob­serv­able that while a Frayser who was not the proud pos­ses­sor of a sump­tu­ous copy of the an­ces­tral “po­et­i­cal works” (print­ed at the fam­i­ly ex­pense, and long ago with­drawn from an in­hos­pitable mar­ket) was a rare Frayser in­deed, there was an il­log­i­cal in­dis­po­si­tion to hon­or the great de­ceased in the per­son of his spir­i­tu­al suc­ces­sor. Halpin was pret­ty gen­er­al­ly dep­re­cat­ed as an in­tel­lec­tu­al black sheep who was like­ly at any mo­ment to dis­grace the flock by bleat­ing in me­ter. The Ten­nes­see Fray­sers were a prac­ti­cal folk—not prac­ti­cal in the pop­u­lar sense of de­vo­tion to sor­did pur­suits, but hav­ing a ro­bust con­tempt for any qual­i­ties un­fit­ting a man for the whole­some vo­ca­tion of pol­i­tics.

				In jus­tice to young Halpin it should be said that while in him were pret­ty faith­ful­ly re­pro­duced most of the men­tal and moral char­ac­ter­is­tics as­cribed by his­to­ry and fam­i­ly tra­di­tion to the fa­mous Colo­nial bard, his suc­ces­sion to the gift and fac­ul­ty di­vine was pure­ly in­fer­en­tial. Not on­ly had he nev­er been known to court the muse, but in truth he could not have writ­ten cor­rect­ly a line of verse to save him­self from the Killer of the Wise. Still, there was no know­ing when the dor­mant fac­ul­ty might wake and smite the lyre.

				In the mean­time the young man was rather a loose fish, any­how. Be­tween him and his moth­er was the most per­fect sym­pa­thy, for se­cret­ly the la­dy was her­self a de­vout dis­ci­ple of the late and great My­ron Bayne, though with the tact so gen­er­al­ly and just­ly ad­mired in her sex (de­spite the hardy ca­lum­ni­a­tors who in­sist that it is es­sen­tial­ly the same thing as cun­ning) she had al­ways tak­en care to con­ceal her weak­ness from all eyes but those of him who shared it. Their com­mon guilt in re­spect of that was an added tie be­tween them. If in Halpin’s youth his moth­er had “spoiled” him, he had as­sured­ly done his part to­ward be­ing spoiled. As he grew to such man­hood as is at­tain­able by a South­ern­er who does not care which way elec­tions go the at­tach­ment be­tween him and his beau­ti­ful moth­er—whom from ear­ly child­hood he had called Katy—be­came year­ly stronger and more ten­der. In these two ro­man­tic na­tures was man­i­fest in a sig­nal way that ne­glect­ed phe­nom­e­non, the dom­i­nance of the sex­u­al el­e­ment in all the re­la­tions of life, strength­en­ing, soft­en­ing, and beau­ti­fy­ing even those of con­san­guin­i­ty. The two were near­ly in­sep­a­ra­ble, and by strangers ob­serv­ing their man­ner were not in­fre­quent­ly mis­tak­en for lovers.

				En­ter­ing his moth­er’s boudoir one day Halpin Frayser kissed her up­on the fore­head, toyed for a mo­ment with a lock of her dark hair which had es­caped from its con­fin­ing pins, and said, with an ob­vi­ous ef­fort at calm­ness:

				“Would you great­ly mind, Katy, if I were called away to Cal­i­for­nia for a few weeks?”

				It was hard­ly need­ful for Katy to an­swer with her lips a ques­tion to which her tell­tale cheeks had made in­stant re­ply. Ev­i­dent­ly she would great­ly mind; and the tears, too, sprang in­to her large brown eyes as cor­rob­o­ra­tive tes­ti­mo­ny.

				“Ah, my son,” she said, look­ing up in­to his face with in­fi­nite ten­der­ness, “I should have known that this was com­ing. Did I not lie awake a half of the night weep­ing be­cause, dur­ing the oth­er half, Grand­fa­ther Bayne had come to me in a dream, and stand­ing by his por­trait—young, too, and hand­some as that—point­ed to yours on the same wall? And when I looked it seemed that I could not see the fea­tures; you had been paint­ed with a face cloth, such as we put up­on the dead. Your fa­ther has laughed at me, but you and I, dear, know that such things are not for noth­ing. And I saw be­low the edge of the cloth the marks of hands on your throat—for­give me, but we have not been used to keep such things from each oth­er. Per­haps you have an­oth­er in­ter­pre­ta­tion. Per­haps it does not mean that you will go to Cal­i­for­nia. Or maybe you will take me with you?”

				It must be con­fessed that this in­ge­nious in­ter­pre­ta­tion of the dream in the light of new­ly dis­cov­ered ev­i­dence did not whol­ly com­mend it­self to the son’s more log­i­cal mind; he had, for the mo­ment at least, a con­vic­tion that it fore­shad­owed a more sim­ple and im­me­di­ate, if less trag­ic, dis­as­ter than a vis­it to the Pa­cif­ic Coast. It was Halpin Frayser’s im­pres­sion that he was to be gar­rot­ed on his na­tive heath.

				“Are there not medic­i­nal springs in Cal­i­for­nia?” Mrs. Frayser re­sumed be­fore he had time to give her the true read­ing of the dream—“places where one re­cov­ers from rheuma­tism and neu­ral­gia? Look—my fin­gers feel so stiff; and I am al­most sure they have been giv­ing me great pain while I slept.”

				She held out her hands for his in­spec­tion. What di­ag­no­sis of her case the young man may have thought it best to con­ceal with a smile the his­to­ri­an is un­able to state, but for him­self he feels bound to say that fin­gers look­ing less stiff, and show­ing few­er ev­i­dences of even in­sen­si­ble pain, have sel­dom been sub­mit­ted for med­i­cal in­spec­tion by even the fairest pa­tient de­sir­ing a pre­scrip­tion of un­fa­mil­iar scenes.

				The out­come of it was that of these two odd per­sons hav­ing equal­ly odd no­tions of du­ty, the one went to Cal­i­for­nia, as the in­ter­est of his client re­quired, and the oth­er re­mained at home in com­pli­ance with a wish that her hus­band was scarce­ly con­scious of en­ter­tain­ing.

				While in San Fran­cis­co Halpin Frayser was walk­ing one dark night along the wa­ter front of the city, when, with a sud­den­ness that sur­prised and dis­con­cert­ed him, he be­came a sailor. He was in fact “shang­haied” aboard a gal­lant, gal­lant ship, and sailed for a far coun­tree. Nor did his mis­for­tunes end with the voy­age; for the ship was cast ashore on an is­land of the South Pa­cif­ic, and it was six years af­ter­ward when the sur­vivors were tak­en off by a ven­ture­some trad­ing schooner and brought back to San Fran­cis­co.

				Though poor in purse, Frayser was no less proud in spir­it than he had been in the years that seemed ages and ages ago. He would ac­cept no as­sis­tance from strangers, and it was while liv­ing with a fel­low sur­vivor near the town of St. He­le­na, await­ing news and re­mit­tances from home, that he had gone gun­ning and dream­ing.

			
			
				III

				The ap­pari­tion con­fronting the dream­er in the haunt­ed wood—the thing so like, yet so un­like his moth­er—was hor­ri­ble! It stirred no love nor long­ing in his heart; it came unat­tend­ed with pleas­ant mem­o­ries of a gold­en past—in­spired no sen­ti­ment of any kind; all the fin­er emo­tions were swal­lowed up in fear. He tried to turn and run from be­fore it, but his legs were as lead; he was un­able to lift his feet from the ground. His arms hung help­less at his sides; of his eyes on­ly he re­tained con­trol, and these he dared not re­move from the lus­ter­less orbs of the ap­pari­tion, which he knew was not a soul with­out a body, but that most dread­ful of all ex­is­tences in­fest­ing that haunt­ed wood—a body with­out a soul! In its blank stare was nei­ther love, nor pity, nor in­tel­li­gence—noth­ing to which to ad­dress an ap­peal for mer­cy. “An ap­peal will not lie,” he thought, with an ab­surd re­ver­sion to pro­fes­sion­al slang, mak­ing the sit­u­a­tion more hor­ri­ble, as the fire of a cigar might light up a tomb.

				For a time, which seemed so long that the world grew gray with age and sin, and the haunt­ed for­est, hav­ing ful­filled its pur­pose in this mon­strous cul­mi­na­tion of its ter­rors, van­ished out of his con­scious­ness with all its sights and sounds, the ap­pari­tion stood with­in a pace, re­gard­ing him with the mind­less malev­o­lence of a wild brute; then thrust its hands for­ward and sprang up­on him with ap­palling fe­roc­i­ty! The act re­leased his phys­i­cal en­er­gies with­out un­fet­ter­ing his will; his mind was still spell­bound, but his pow­er­ful body and ag­ile limbs, en­dowed with a blind, in­sen­sate life of their own, re­sist­ed stout­ly and well. For an in­stant he seemed to see this un­nat­u­ral con­test be­tween a dead in­tel­li­gence and a breath­ing mech­a­nism on­ly as a spec­ta­tor—such fan­cies are in dreams; then he re­gained his iden­ti­ty al­most as if by a leap for­ward in­to his body, and the strain­ing au­tom­a­ton had a di­rect­ing will as alert and fierce as that of its hideous an­tag­o­nist.

				But what mor­tal can cope with a crea­ture of his dream? The imag­i­na­tion cre­at­ing the en­e­my is al­ready van­quished; the com­bat’s re­sult is the com­bat’s cause. De­spite his strug­gles—de­spite his strength and ac­tiv­i­ty, which seemed wast­ed in a void, he felt the cold fin­gers close up­on his throat. Borne back­ward to the earth, he saw above him the dead and drawn face with­in a hand’s breadth of his own, and then all was black. A sound as of the beat­ing of dis­tant drums—a mur­mur of swarm­ing voic­es, a sharp, far cry sign­ing all to si­lence, and Halpin Frayser dreamed that he was dead.

			
			
				IV

				A warm, clear night had been fol­lowed by a morn­ing of drench­ing fog. At about the mid­dle of the af­ter­noon of the pre­ced­ing day a lit­tle whiff of light va­por—a mere thick­en­ing of the at­mos­phere, the ghost of a cloud—had been ob­served cling­ing to the west­ern side of Mount St. He­le­na, away up along the bar­ren al­ti­tudes near the sum­mit. It was so thin, so di­aphanous, so like a fan­cy made vis­i­ble, that one would have said: “Look quick­ly! in a mo­ment it will be gone.”

				In a mo­ment it was vis­i­bly larg­er and denser. While with one edge it clung to the moun­tain, with the oth­er it reached far­ther and far­ther out in­to the air above the low­er slopes. At the same time it ex­tend­ed it­self to north and south, join­ing small patch­es of mist that ap­peared to come out of the moun­tain­side on ex­act­ly the same lev­el, with an in­tel­li­gent de­sign to be ab­sorbed. And so it grew and grew un­til the sum­mit was shut out of view from the val­ley, and over the val­ley it­self was an ev­er-ex­tend­ing canopy, opaque and gray. At Cal­is­to­ga, which lies near the head of the val­ley and the foot of the moun­tain, there were a star­less night and a sun­less morn­ing. The fog, sink­ing in­to the val­ley, had reached south­ward, swal­low­ing up ranch af­ter ranch, un­til it had blot­ted out the town of St. He­le­na, nine miles away. The dust in the road was laid; trees were adrip with mois­ture; birds sat silent in their coverts; the morn­ing light was wan and ghast­ly, with nei­ther col­or nor fire.

				Two men left the town of St. He­le­na at the first glim­mer of dawn, and walked along the road north­ward up the val­ley to­ward Cal­is­to­ga. They car­ried guns on their shoul­ders, yet no one hav­ing knowl­edge of such mat­ters could have mis­tak­en them for hunters of bird or beast. They were a deputy sher­iff from Na­pa and a de­tec­tive from San Fran­cis­co—Holk­er and Jar­al­son, re­spec­tive­ly. Their busi­ness was man-hunt­ing.

				“How far is it?” in­quired Holk­er, as they strode along, their feet stir­ring white the dust be­neath the damp sur­face of the road.

				“The White Church? On­ly a half mile far­ther,” the oth­er an­swered. “By the way,” he added, “it is nei­ther white nor a church; it is an aban­doned school­house, gray with age and ne­glect. Re­li­gious ser­vices were once held in it—when it was white, and there is a grave­yard that would de­light a po­et. Can you guess why I sent for you, and told you to come heeled?”

				“Oh, I nev­er have both­ered you about things of that kind. I’ve al­ways found you com­mu­nica­tive when the time came. But if I may haz­ard a guess, you want me to help you ar­rest one of the corpses in the grave­yard.”

				“You re­mem­ber Branscom?” said Jar­al­son, treat­ing his com­pan­ion’s wit with the inat­ten­tion that it de­served.

				“The chap who cut his wife’s throat? I ought; I wast­ed a week’s work on him and had my ex­pens­es for my trou­ble. There is a re­ward of five hun­dred dol­lars, but none of us ev­er got a sight of him. You don’t mean to say—”

				“Yes, I do. He has been un­der the noses of you fel­lows all the time. He comes by night to the old grave­yard at the White Church.”

				“The dev­il! That’s where they buried his wife.”

				“Well, you fel­lows might have had sense enough to sus­pect that he would re­turn to her grave some time.”

				“The very last place that any­one would have ex­pect­ed him to re­turn to.”

				“But you had ex­haust­ed all the oth­er places. Learn­ing your fail­ure at them, I ‘laid for him’ there.”

				“And you found him?”

				“Damn it! he found me. The ras­cal got the drop on me—reg­u­lar­ly held me up and made me trav­el. It’s God’s mer­cy that he didn’t go through me. Oh, he’s a good one, and I fan­cy the half of that re­ward is enough for me if you’re needy.”

				Holk­er laughed good hu­mored­ly, and ex­plained that his cred­i­tors were nev­er more im­por­tu­nate.

				“I want­ed mere­ly to show you the ground, and ar­range a plan with you,” the de­tec­tive ex­plained. “I thought it as well for us to be heeled, even in day­light.”

				“The man must be in­sane,” said the deputy sher­iff. “The re­ward is for his cap­ture and con­vic­tion. If he’s mad he won’t be con­vict­ed.”

				Mr. Holk­er was so pro­found­ly af­fect­ed by that pos­si­ble fail­ure of jus­tice that he in­vol­un­tar­i­ly stopped in the mid­dle of the road, then re­sumed his walk with abat­ed zeal.

				“Well, he looks it,” as­sent­ed Jar­al­son. “I’m bound to ad­mit that a more un­shaven, un­shorn, un­kempt, and un­ev­ery­thing wretch I nev­er saw out­side the an­cient and hon­or­able or­der of tramps. But I’ve gone in for him, and can’t make up my mind to let go. There’s glo­ry in it for us, any­how. Not an­oth­er soul knows that he is this side of the Moun­tains of the Moon.”

				“All right,” Holk­er said; “we will go and view the ground,” and he added, in the words of a once fa­vorite in­scrip­tion for tomb­stones: “ ‘where you must short­ly lie’—I mean, if old Branscom ev­er gets tired of you and your im­per­ti­nent in­tru­sion. By the way, I heard the oth­er day that ‘Branscom’ was not his re­al name.”

				“What is?”

				“I can’t re­call it. I had lost all in­ter­est in the wretch, and it did not fix it­self in my mem­o­ry—some­thing like Pardee. The wom­an whose throat he had the bad taste to cut was a wid­ow when he met her. She had come to Cal­i­for­nia to look up some rel­a­tives—there are per­sons who will do that some­times. But you know all that.”

				“Nat­u­ral­ly.”

				“But not know­ing the right name, by what hap­py in­spi­ra­tion did you find the right grave? The man who told me what the name was said it had been cut on the head­board.”

				“I don’t know the right grave.” Jar­al­son was ap­par­ent­ly a tri­fle re­luc­tant to ad­mit his ig­no­rance of so im­por­tant a point of his plan. “I have been watch­ing about the place gen­er­al­ly. A part of our work this morn­ing will be to iden­ti­fy that grave. Here is the White Church.”

				For a long dis­tance the road had been bor­dered by fields on both sides, but now on the left there was a for­est of oaks, madrones, and gi­gan­tic spruces whose low­er parts on­ly could be seen, dim and ghost­ly in the fog. The un­der­growth was, in places, thick, but nowhere im­pen­e­tra­ble. For some mo­ments Holk­er saw noth­ing of the build­ing, but as they turned in­to the woods it re­vealed it­self in faint gray out­line through the fog, look­ing huge and far away. A few steps more, and it was with­in an arm’s length, dis­tinct, dark with mois­ture, and in­signif­i­cant in size. It had the usu­al coun­try-school­house form—be­longed to the pack­ing-box or­der of ar­chi­tec­ture; had an un­der­pin­ning of stones, a moss-grown roof, and blank win­dow spa­ces, whence both glass and sash had long de­part­ed. It was ru­ined, but not a ru­in—a typ­i­cal Cal­i­for­ni­an sub­sti­tute for what are known to guide-book­ers abroad as “mon­u­ments of the past.” With scarce­ly a glance at this un­in­ter­est­ing struc­ture Jar­al­son moved on in­to the drip­ping un­der­growth be­yond.

				“I will show you where he held me up,” he said. “This is the grave­yard.”

				Here and there among the bush­es were small en­clo­sures con­tain­ing graves, some­times no more than one. They were rec­og­nized as graves by the dis­col­ored stones or rot­ting boards at head and foot, lean­ing at all an­gles, some pros­trate; by the ru­ined pick­et fences sur­round­ing them; or, in­fre­quent­ly, by the mound it­self show­ing its grav­el through the fall­en leaves. In many in­stances noth­ing marked the spot where lay the ves­tiges of some poor mor­tal—who, leav­ing “a large cir­cle of sor­row­ing friends,” had been left by them in turn—ex­cept a de­pres­sion in the earth, more last­ing than that in the spir­its of the mourn­ers. The paths, if any paths had been, were long oblit­er­at­ed; trees of a con­sid­er­able size had been per­mit­ted to grow up from the graves and thrust aside with root or branch the en­clos­ing fences. Over all was that air of aban­don­ment and de­cay which seems nowhere so fit and sig­nif­i­cant as in a vil­lage of the for­got­ten dead.

				As the two men, Jar­al­son lead­ing, pushed their way through the growth of young trees, that en­ter­pris­ing man sud­den­ly stopped and brought up his shot­gun to the height of his breast, ut­tered a low note of warn­ing, and stood mo­tion­less, his eyes fixed up­on some­thing ahead. As well as he could, ob­struct­ed by brush, his com­pan­ion, though see­ing noth­ing, im­i­tat­ed the pos­ture and so stood, pre­pared for what might en­sue. A mo­ment lat­er Jar­al­son moved cau­tious­ly for­ward, the oth­er fol­low­ing.

				Un­der the branch­es of an enor­mous spruce lay the dead body of a man. Stand­ing silent above it they not­ed such par­tic­u­lars as first strike the at­ten­tion—the face, the at­ti­tude, the cloth­ing; what­ev­er most prompt­ly and plain­ly an­swers the un­spo­ken ques­tion of a sym­pa­thet­ic cu­rios­i­ty.

				The body lay up­on its back, the legs wide apart. One arm was thrust up­ward, the oth­er out­ward; but the lat­ter was bent acute­ly, and the hand was near the throat. Both hands were tight­ly clenched. The whole at­ti­tude was that of des­per­ate but in­ef­fec­tu­al re­sis­tance to—what?

				Near by lay a shot­gun and a game bag through the mesh­es of which was seen the plumage of shot birds. All about were ev­i­dences of a fu­ri­ous strug­gle; small sprouts of poi­son-oak were bent and de­nud­ed of leaf and bark; dead and rot­ting leaves had been pushed in­to heaps and ridges on both sides of the legs by the ac­tion of oth­er feet than theirs; along­side the hips were un­mis­tak­able im­pres­sions of hu­man knees.

				The na­ture of the strug­gle was made clear by a glance at the dead man’s throat and face. While breast and hands were white, those were pur­ple—al­most black. The shoul­ders lay up­on a low mound, and the head was turned back at an an­gle oth­er­wise im­pos­si­ble, the ex­pand­ed eyes star­ing blankly back­ward in a di­rec­tion op­po­site to that of the feet. From the froth fill­ing the open mouth the tongue pro­trud­ed, black and swollen. The throat showed hor­ri­ble con­tu­sions; not mere fin­ger­marks, but bruis­es and lac­er­a­tions wrought by two strong hands that must have buried them­selves in the yield­ing flesh, main­tain­ing their ter­ri­ble grasp un­til long af­ter death. Breast, throat, face, were wet; the cloth­ing was sat­u­rat­ed; drops of wa­ter, con­densed from the fog, stud­ded the hair and mus­tache.

				All this the two men ob­served with­out speak­ing—al­most at a glance. Then Holk­er said:

				“Poor dev­il! he had a rough deal.”

				Jar­al­son was mak­ing a vig­i­lant cir­cum­spec­tion of the for­est, his shot­gun held in both hands and at full cock, his fin­ger up­on the trig­ger.

				“The work of a ma­ni­ac,” he said, with­out with­draw­ing his eyes from the en­clos­ing wood. “It was done by Branscom—Pardee.”

				Some­thing half hid­den by the dis­turbed leaves on the earth caught Holk­er’s at­ten­tion. It was a red-leather pock­et­book. He picked it up and opened it. It con­tained leaves of white pa­per for mem­o­ran­da, and up­on the first leaf was the name “Halpin Frayser.” Writ­ten in red on sev­er­al suc­ceed­ing leaves—scrawled as if in haste and bare­ly leg­i­ble—were the fol­low­ing lines, which Holk­er read aloud, while his com­pan­ion con­tin­ued scan­ning the dim gray con­fines of their nar­row world and hear­ing mat­ter of ap­pre­hen­sion in the drip of wa­ter from ev­ery bur­dened branch:

				
					
						“En­thralled by some mys­te­ri­ous spell, I stood
						

						In the lit gloom of an en­chant­ed wood.
						

						The cy­press there and myr­tle twined their boughs,
						

						Sig­nif­i­cant, in bale­ful broth­er­hood.
					

					
						“The brood­ing wil­low whis­pered to the yew;
						

						Be­neath, the dead­ly night­shade and the rue,
						

						With im­mortelles self-wo­ven in­to strange
						

						Fu­ne­re­al shapes, and hor­rid net­tles grew.
					

					
						“No song of bird nor any drone of bees,
						

						Nor light leaf lift­ed by the whole­some breeze:
						

						The air was stag­nant all, and Si­lence was
						

						A liv­ing thing that breathed among the trees.
					

					
						“Con­spir­ing spir­its whis­pered in the gloom,
						

						Half-heard, the stil­ly se­crets of the tomb.
						

						With blood the trees were all adrip; the leaves
						

						Shone in the witch-light with a rud­dy bloom.
					

					
						“I cried aloud!—the spell, un­bro­ken still,
						

						Rest­ed up­on my spir­it and my will.
						

						Un­souled, un­heart­ed, hope­less and for­lorn,
						

						I strove with mon­strous presages of ill!
					

					
						“At last the view­less—”
					

				

				Holk­er ceased read­ing; there was no more to read. The man­u­script broke off in the mid­dle of a line.

				“That sounds like Bayne,” said Jar­al­son, who was some­thing of a schol­ar in his way. He had abat­ed his vig­i­lance and stood look­ing down at the body.

				“Who’s Bayne?” Holk­er asked rather in­cu­ri­ous­ly.

				“My­ron Bayne, a chap who flour­ished in the ear­ly years of the na­tion—more than a cen­tu­ry ago. Wrote mighty dis­mal stuff; I have his col­lect­ed works. That po­em is not among them, but it must have been omit­ted by mis­take.”

				“It is cold,” said Holk­er; “let us leave here; we must have up the coro­ner from Na­pa.”

				Jar­al­son said noth­ing, but made a move­ment in com­pli­ance. Pass­ing the end of the slight el­e­va­tion of earth up­on which the dead man’s head and shoul­ders lay, his foot struck some hard sub­stance un­der the rot­ting for­est leaves, and he took the trou­ble to kick it in­to view. It was a fall­en head­board, and paint­ed on it were the hard­ly de­ci­pher­able words, “Catharine Larue.”

				“Larue, Larue!” ex­claimed Holk­er, with sud­den an­i­ma­tion. “Why, that is the re­al name of Branscom—not Pardee. And—bless my soul! how it all comes to me—the mur­dered wom­an’s name had been Frayser!”

				“There is some ras­cal­ly mys­tery here,” said De­tec­tive Jar­al­son. “I hate any­thing of that kind.”

				There came to them out of the fog—seem­ing­ly from a great dis­tance—the sound of a laugh, a low, de­lib­er­ate, soul­less laugh, which had no more of joy than that of a hye­na night-prowl­ing in the desert; a laugh that rose by slow gra­da­tion, loud­er and loud­er, clear­er, more dis­tinct and ter­ri­ble, un­til it seemed bare­ly out­side the nar­row cir­cle of their vi­sion; a laugh so un­nat­u­ral, so un­hu­man, so dev­il­ish, that it filled those hardy man-hunters with a sense of dread un­speak­able! They did not move their weapons nor think of them; the men­ace of that hor­ri­ble sound was not of the kind to be met with arms. As it had grown out of si­lence, so now it died away; from a cul­mi­nat­ing shout which had seemed al­most in their ears, it drew it­self away in­to the dis­tance, un­til its fail­ing notes, joy­less and me­chan­i­cal to the last, sank to si­lence at a mea­sure­less re­move.

			
		
	
		
			The Secret of Macarger’s Gulch

			North­west­ward­ly from In­di­an Hill, about nine miles as the crow flies, is Macarg­er’s Gulch. It is not much of a gulch—a mere de­pres­sion be­tween two wood­ed ridges of in­con­sid­er­able height. From its mouth up to its head—for gulches, like rivers, have an anato­my of their own—the dis­tance does not ex­ceed two miles, and the width at bot­tom is at on­ly one place more than a dozen yards; for most of the dis­tance on ei­ther side of the lit­tle brook which drains it in win­ter, and goes dry in the ear­ly spring, there is no lev­el ground at all; the steep slopes of the hills, cov­ered with an al­most im­pen­e­tra­ble growth of man­zani­ta and chamisal, are part­ed by noth­ing but the width of the wa­ter course. No one but an oc­ca­sion­al en­ter­pris­ing hunter of the vicin­i­ty ev­er goes in­to Macarg­er’s Gulch, and five miles away it is un­known, even by name. With­in that dis­tance in any di­rec­tion are far more con­spic­u­ous topo­graph­i­cal fea­tures with­out names, and one might try in vain to as­cer­tain by lo­cal in­quiry the ori­gin of the name of this one.

			About mid­way be­tween the head and the mouth of Macarg­er’s Gulch, the hill on the right as you as­cend is cloven by an­oth­er gulch, a short dry one, and at the junc­tion of the two is a lev­el space of two or three acres, and there a few years ago stood an old board house con­tain­ing one small room. How the com­po­nent parts of the house, few and sim­ple as they were, had been as­sem­bled at that al­most in­ac­ces­si­ble point is a prob­lem in the so­lu­tion of which there would be greater sat­is­fac­tion than ad­van­tage. Pos­si­bly the creek bed is a re­formed road. It is cer­tain that the gulch was at one time pret­ty thor­ough­ly prospect­ed by min­ers, who must have had some means of get­ting in with at least pack an­i­mals car­ry­ing tools and sup­plies; their prof­its, ap­par­ent­ly, were not such as would have jus­ti­fied any con­sid­er­able out­lay to con­nect Macarg­er’s Gulch with any cen­ter of civ­i­liza­tion en­joy­ing the dis­tinc­tion of a sawmill. The house, how­ev­er, was there, most of it. It lacked a door and a win­dow frame, and the chim­ney of mud and stones had fall­en in­to an unlove­ly heap, over­grown with rank weeds. Such hum­ble fur­ni­ture as there may once have been and much of the low­er weath­er­board­ing, had served as fu­el in the camp fires of hunters; as had al­so, prob­a­bly, the curb­ing of an old well, which at the time I write of ex­ist­ed in the form of a rather wide but not very deep de­pres­sion near by.

			One af­ter­noon in the sum­mer of 1874, I passed up Macarg­er’s Gulch from the nar­row val­ley in­to which it opens, by fol­low­ing the dry bed of the brook. I was quail-shoot­ing and had made a bag of about a dozen birds by the time I had reached the house de­scribed, of whose ex­is­tence I was un­til then un­aware. Af­ter rather care­less­ly in­spect­ing the ru­in I re­sumed my sport, and hav­ing fair­ly good suc­cess pro­longed it un­til near sun­set, when it oc­curred to me that I was a long way from any hu­man habi­ta­tion—too far to reach one by night­fall. But in my game bag was food, and the old house would af­ford shel­ter, if shel­ter were need­ed on a warm and dew­less night in the foothills of the Sier­ra Neva­da, where one may sleep in com­fort on the pine nee­dles, with­out cov­er­ing. I am fond of soli­tude and love the night, so my res­o­lu­tion to “camp out” was soon tak­en, and by the time that it was dark I had made my bed of boughs and grass­es in a cor­ner of the room and was roast­ing a quail at a fire that I had kin­dled on the hearth. The smoke es­caped out of the ru­ined chim­ney, the light il­lu­mi­nat­ed the room with a kind­ly glow, and as I ate my sim­ple meal of plain bird and drank the re­mains of a bot­tle of red wine which had served me all the af­ter­noon in place of the wa­ter, which the re­gion did not sup­ply, I ex­pe­ri­enced a sense of com­fort which bet­ter fare and ac­com­mo­da­tions do not al­ways give.

			Nev­er­the­less, there was some­thing lack­ing. I had a sense of com­fort, but not of se­cu­ri­ty. I de­tect­ed my­self star­ing more fre­quent­ly at the open door­way and blank win­dow than I could find war­rant for do­ing. Out­side these aper­tures all was black, and I was un­able to re­press a cer­tain feel­ing of ap­pre­hen­sion as my fan­cy pic­tured the out­er world and filled it with un­friend­ly en­ti­ties, nat­u­ral and su­per­nat­u­ral—chief among which, in their re­spec­tive class­es, were the griz­zly bear, which I knew was oc­ca­sion­al­ly still seen in that re­gion, and the ghost, which I had rea­son to think was not. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, our feel­ings do not al­ways re­spect the law of prob­a­bil­i­ties, and to me that evening, the pos­si­ble and the im­pos­si­ble were equal­ly dis­qui­et­ing.

			Ev­ery­one who has had ex­pe­ri­ence in the mat­ter must have ob­served that one con­fronts the ac­tu­al and imag­i­nary per­ils of the night with far less ap­pre­hen­sion in the open air than in a house with an open door­way. I felt this now as I lay on my leafy couch in a cor­ner of the room next to the chim­ney and per­mit­ted my fire to die out. So strong be­came my sense of the pres­ence of some­thing ma­lign and men­ac­ing in the place, that I found my­self al­most un­able to with­draw my eyes from the open­ing, as in the deep­en­ing dark­ness it be­came more and more in­dis­tinct. And when the last lit­tle flame flick­ered and went out I grasped the shot­gun which I had laid at my side and ac­tu­al­ly turned the muz­zle in the di­rec­tion of the now in­vis­i­ble en­trance, my thumb on one of the ham­mers, ready to cock the piece, my breath sus­pend­ed, my mus­cles rigid and tense. But lat­er I laid down the weapon with a sense of shame and mor­ti­fi­ca­tion. What did I fear, and why?—I, to whom the night had been

			
				
					a more fa­mil­iar face
					

					Than that of man—
				

			

			I, in whom that el­e­ment of hered­i­tary su­per­sti­tion from which none of us is al­to­geth­er free had giv­en to soli­tude and dark­ness and si­lence on­ly a more al­lur­ing in­ter­est and charm! I was un­able to com­pre­hend my fol­ly, and los­ing in the con­jec­ture the thing con­jec­tured of, I fell asleep. And then I dreamed.

			I was in a great city in a for­eign land—a city whose peo­ple were of my own race, with mi­nor dif­fer­ences of speech and cos­tume; yet pre­cise­ly what these were I could not say; my sense of them was in­dis­tinct. The city was dom­i­nat­ed by a great cas­tle up­on an over­look­ing height whose name I knew, but could not speak. I walked through many streets, some broad and straight with high, mod­ern build­ings, some nar­row, gloomy, and tor­tu­ous, be­tween the gables of quaint old hous­es whose over­hang­ing sto­ries, elab­o­rate­ly or­na­ment­ed with carv­ings in wood and stone, al­most met above my head.

			I sought some­one whom I had nev­er seen, yet knew that I should rec­og­nize when found. My quest was not aim­less and for­tu­itous; it had a def­i­nite method. I turned from one street in­to an­oth­er with­out hes­i­ta­tion and thread­ed a maze of in­tri­cate pas­sages, de­void of the fear of los­ing my way.

			Present­ly I stopped be­fore a low door in a plain stone house which might have been the dwelling of an ar­ti­san of the bet­ter sort, and with­out an­nounc­ing my­self, en­tered. The room, rather spar­e­ly fur­nished, and light­ed by a sin­gle win­dow with small di­a­mond-shaped panes, had but two oc­cu­pants; a man and a wom­an. They took no no­tice of my in­tru­sion, a cir­cum­stance which, in the man­ner of dreams, ap­peared en­tire­ly nat­u­ral. They were not con­vers­ing; they sat apart, un­oc­cu­pied and sullen.

			The wom­an was young and rather stout, with fine large eyes and a cer­tain grave beau­ty; my mem­o­ry of her ex­pres­sion is ex­ceed­ing­ly vivid, but in dreams one does not ob­serve the de­tails of faces. About her shoul­ders was a plaid shawl. The man was old­er, dark, with an evil face made more for­bid­ding by a long scar ex­tend­ing from near the left tem­ple di­ag­o­nal­ly down­ward in­to the black mus­tache; though in my dreams it seemed rather to haunt the face as a thing apart—I can ex­press it no oth­er­wise—than to be­long to it. The mo­ment that I found the man and wom­an I knew them to be hus­band and wife.

			What fol­lowed, I re­mem­ber in­dis­tinct­ly; all was con­fused and in­con­sis­tent—made so, I think, by gleams of con­scious­ness. It was as if two pic­tures, the scene of my dream, and my ac­tu­al sur­round­ings, had been blend­ed, one over­ly­ing the oth­er, un­til the for­mer, grad­u­al­ly fad­ing, dis­ap­peared, and I was broad awake in the de­sert­ed cab­in, en­tire­ly and tran­quil­ly con­scious of my sit­u­a­tion.

			My fool­ish fear was gone, and open­ing my eyes I saw that my fire, not al­to­geth­er burned out, had re­vived by the fall­ing of a stick and was again light­ing the room. I had prob­a­bly slept on­ly a few min­utes, but my com­mon­place dream had some­how so strong­ly im­pressed me that I was no longer drowsy; and af­ter a lit­tle while I rose, pushed the em­bers of my fire to­geth­er, and light­ing my pipe pro­ceed­ed in a rather lu­di­crous­ly me­thod­i­cal way to med­i­tate up­on my vi­sion.

			It would have puz­zled me then to say in what re­spect it was worth at­ten­tion. In the first mo­ment of se­ri­ous thought that I gave to the mat­ter I rec­og­nized the city of my dream as Ed­in­burgh, where I had nev­er been; so if the dream was a mem­o­ry it was a mem­o­ry of pic­tures and de­scrip­tion. The recog­ni­tion some­how deeply im­pressed me; it was as if some­thing in my mind in­sist­ed re­bel­lious­ly against will and rea­son on the im­por­tance of all this. And that fac­ul­ty, what­ev­er it was, as­sert­ed al­so a con­trol of my speech. “Sure­ly,” I said aloud, quite in­vol­un­tar­i­ly, “the Mac­Gre­gors must have come here from Ed­in­burgh.”

			At the mo­ment, nei­ther the sub­stance of this re­mark nor the fact of my mak­ing it, sur­prised me in the least; it seemed en­tire­ly nat­u­ral that I should know the name of my dream­folk and some­thing of their his­to­ry. But the ab­sur­di­ty of it all soon dawned up­on me: I laughed aloud, knocked the ash­es from my pipe and again stretched my­self up­on my bed of boughs and grass, where I lay star­ing ab­sent­ly in­to my fail­ing fire, with no fur­ther thought of ei­ther my dream or my sur­round­ings. Sud­den­ly the sin­gle re­main­ing flame crouched for a mo­ment, then, spring­ing up­ward, lift­ed it­self clear of its em­bers and ex­pired in air. The dark­ness was ab­so­lute.

			At that in­stant—al­most, it seemed, be­fore the gleam of the blaze had fad­ed from my eyes—there was a dull, dead sound, as of some heavy body fall­ing up­on the floor, which shook be­neath me as I lay. I sprang to a sit­ting pos­ture and groped at my side for my gun; my no­tion was that some wild beast had leaped in through the open win­dow. While the flim­sy struc­ture was still shak­ing from the im­pact I heard the sound of blows, the scuf­fling of feet up­on the floor, and then—it seemed to come from al­most with­in reach of my hand, the sharp shriek­ing of a wom­an in mor­tal agony. So hor­ri­ble a cry I had nev­er heard nor con­ceived; it ut­ter­ly un­nerved me; I was con­scious for a mo­ment of noth­ing but my own ter­ror! For­tu­nate­ly my hand now found the weapon of which it was in search, and the fa­mil­iar touch some­what re­stored me. I leaped to my feet, strain­ing my eyes to pierce the dark­ness. The vi­o­lent sounds had ceased, but more ter­ri­ble than these, I heard, at what seemed long in­ter­vals, the faint in­ter­mit­tent gasp­ing of some liv­ing, dy­ing thing!

			As my eyes grew ac­cus­tomed to the dim light of the coals in the fire­place, I saw first the shapes of the door and win­dow, look­ing black­er than the black of the walls. Next, the dis­tinc­tion be­tween wall and floor be­came dis­cernible, and at last I was sen­si­ble to the form and full ex­panse of the floor from end to end and side to side. Noth­ing was vis­i­ble and the si­lence was un­bro­ken.

			With a hand that shook a lit­tle, the oth­er still grasp­ing my gun, I re­stored my fire and made a crit­i­cal ex­am­i­na­tion of the place. There was nowhere any sign that the cab­in had been en­tered. My own tracks were vis­i­ble in the dust cov­er­ing the floor, but there were no oth­ers. I re­lit my pipe, pro­vid­ed fresh fu­el by rip­ping a thin board or two from the in­side of the house—I did not care to go in­to the dark­ness out of doors—and passed the rest of the night smok­ing and think­ing, and feed­ing my fire; not for added years of life would I have per­mit­ted that lit­tle flame to ex­pire again.

			

			Some years af­ter­ward I met in Sacra­men­to a man named Mor­gan, to whom I had a note of in­tro­duc­tion from a friend in San Fran­cis­co. Din­ing with him one evening at his home I ob­served var­i­ous “tro­phies” up­on the wall, in­di­cat­ing that he was fond of shoot­ing. It turned out that he was, and in re­lat­ing some of his feats he men­tioned hav­ing been in the re­gion of my ad­ven­ture.

			“Mr. Mor­gan,” I asked abrupt­ly, “do you know a place up there called Macarg­er’s Gulch?”

			“I have good rea­son to,” he replied; “it was I who gave to the news­pa­pers, last year, the ac­counts of the find­ing of the skele­ton there.”

			I had not heard of it; the ac­counts had been pub­lished, it ap­peared, while I was ab­sent in the East.

			“By the way,” said Mor­gan, “the name of the gulch is a cor­rup­tion; it should have been called ‘Mac­Gre­gor’s.’ My dear,” he added, speak­ing to his wife, “Mr. El­der­son has up­set his wine.”

			That was hard­ly ac­cu­rate—I had sim­ply dropped it, glass and all.

			“There was an old shan­ty once in the gulch,” Mor­gan re­sumed when the ru­in wrought by my awk­ward­ness had been re­paired, “but just pre­vi­ous­ly to my vis­it it had been blown down, or rather blown away, for its de­bris was scat­tered all about, the very floor be­ing part­ed, plank from plank. Be­tween two of the sleep­ers still in po­si­tion I and my com­pan­ion ob­served the rem­nant of a plaid shawl, and ex­am­in­ing it found that it was wrapped about the shoul­ders of the body of a wom­an, of which but lit­tle re­mained be­sides the bones, part­ly cov­ered with frag­ments of cloth­ing, and brown dry skin. But we will spare Mrs. Mor­gan,” he added with a smile. The la­dy had in­deed ex­hib­it­ed signs of dis­gust rather than sym­pa­thy.

			“It is nec­es­sary to say, how­ev­er,” he went on, “that the skull was frac­tured in sev­er­al places, as by blows of some blunt in­stru­ment; and that in­stru­ment it­self—a pick-han­dle, still stained with blood—lay un­der the boards near by.”

			Mr. Mor­gan turned to his wife. “Par­don me, my dear,” he said with af­fect­ed solem­ni­ty, “for men­tion­ing these dis­agree­able par­tic­u­lars, the nat­u­ral though re­gret­table in­ci­dents of a con­ju­gal quar­rel—re­sult­ing, doubt­less, from the luck­less wife’s in­sub­or­di­na­tion.”

			“I ought to be able to over­look it,” the la­dy replied with com­po­sure; “you have so many times asked me to in those very words.”

			I thought he seemed rather glad to go on with his sto­ry.

			“From these and oth­er cir­cum­stances,” he said, “the coro­ner’s ju­ry found that the de­ceased, Janet Mac­Gre­gor, came to her death from blows in­flict­ed by some per­son to the ju­ry un­known; but it was added that the ev­i­dence point­ed strong­ly to her hus­band, Thomas Mac­Gre­gor, as the guilty per­son. But Thomas Mac­Gre­gor has nev­er been found nor heard of. It was learned that the cou­ple came from Ed­in­burgh, but not—my dear, do you not ob­serve that Mr. El­der­son’s bone­plate has wa­ter in it?”

			I had de­posit­ed a chick­en bone in my fin­ger bowl.

			“In a lit­tle cup­board I found a pho­to­graph of Mac­Gre­gor, but it did not lead to his cap­ture.”

			“Will you let me see it?” I said.

			The pic­ture showed a dark man with an evil face made more for­bid­ding by a long scar ex­tend­ing from near the tem­ple di­ag­o­nal­ly down­ward in­to the black mus­tache.

			“By the way, Mr. El­der­son,” said my af­fa­ble host, “may I know why you asked about ‘Macarg­er’s Gulch’?”

			“I lost a mule near there once,” I replied, “and the mis­chance has—has quite—up­set me.”

			“My dear,” said Mr. Mor­gan, with the me­chan­i­cal in­to­na­tion of an in­ter­preter trans­lat­ing, “the loss of Mr. El­der­son’s mule has pep­pered his cof­fee.”

		
	
		
			One Summer Night

			The fact that Hen­ry Arm­strong was buried did not seem to him to prove that he was dead: he had al­ways been a hard man to con­vince. That he re­al­ly was buried, the tes­ti­mo­ny of his sens­es com­pelled him to ad­mit. His pos­ture—flat up­on his back, with his hands crossed up­on his stom­ach and tied with some­thing that he eas­i­ly broke with­out prof­itably al­ter­ing the sit­u­a­tion—the strict con­fine­ment of his en­tire per­son, the black dark­ness and pro­found si­lence, made a body of ev­i­dence im­pos­si­ble to con­tro­vert and he ac­cept­ed it with­out cav­il.

			But dead—no; he was on­ly very, very ill. He had, with­al, the in­valid’s ap­a­thy and did not great­ly con­cern him­self about the un­com­mon fate that had been al­lot­ted to him. No philoso­pher was he—just a plain, com­mon­place per­son gift­ed, for the time be­ing, with a patho­log­i­cal in­dif­fer­ence: the or­gan that he feared con­se­quences with was tor­pid. So, with no par­tic­u­lar ap­pre­hen­sion for his im­me­di­ate fu­ture, he fell asleep and all was peace with Hen­ry Arm­strong.

			But some­thing was go­ing on over­head. It was a dark sum­mer night, shot through with in­fre­quent shim­mers of light­ning silent­ly fir­ing a cloud ly­ing low in the west and por­tend­ing a storm. These brief, stam­mer­ing il­lu­mi­na­tions brought out with ghast­ly dis­tinct­ness the mon­u­ments and head­stones of the ceme­tery and seemed to set them danc­ing. It was not a night in which any cred­i­ble wit­ness was like­ly to be stray­ing about a ceme­tery, so the three men who were there, dig­ging in­to the grave of Hen­ry Arm­strong, felt rea­son­ably se­cure.

			Two of them were young stu­dents from a med­i­cal col­lege a few miles away; the third was a gi­gan­tic ne­gro known as Jess. For many years Jess had been em­ployed about the ceme­tery as a man-of-all-work and it was his fa­vorite pleas­antry that he knew “ev­ery soul in the place.” From the na­ture of what he was now do­ing it was in­fer­able that the place was not so pop­u­lous as its reg­is­ter may have shown it to be.

			Out­side the wall, at the part of the grounds far­thest from the pub­lic road, were a horse and a light wag­on, wait­ing.

			The work of ex­ca­va­tion was not dif­fi­cult: the earth with which the grave had been loose­ly filled a few hours be­fore of­fered lit­tle re­sis­tance and was soon thrown out. Re­moval of the cas­ket from its box was less easy, but it was tak­en out, for it was a perquisite of Jess, who care­ful­ly un­screwed the cov­er and laid it aside, ex­pos­ing the body in black trousers and white shirt. At that in­stant the air sprang to flame, a crack­ing shock of thun­der shook the stunned world and Hen­ry Arm­strong tran­quil­ly sat up. With inar­tic­u­late cries the men fled in ter­ror, each in a dif­fer­ent di­rec­tion. For noth­ing on earth could two of them have been per­suad­ed to re­turn. But Jess was of an­oth­er breed.

			In the gray of the morn­ing the two stu­dents, pal­lid and hag­gard from anx­i­ety and with the ter­ror of their ad­ven­ture still beat­ing tu­mul­tuous­ly in their blood, met at the med­i­cal col­lege.

			“You saw it?” cried one.

			“God! yes—what are we to do?”

			They went around to the rear of the build­ing, where they saw a horse, at­tached to a light wag­on, hitched to a gatepost near the door of the dis­sect­ing-room. Me­chan­i­cal­ly they en­tered the room. On a bench in the ob­scu­ri­ty sat the ne­gro Jess. He rose, grin­ning, all eyes and teeth.

			“I’m wait­ing for my pay,” he said.

			Stretched naked on a long ta­ble lay the body of Hen­ry Arm­strong, the head de­filed with blood and clay from a blow with a spade.

		
	
		
			The Moonlit Road

			
				
					I

					State­ment of Joel Het­man, Jr.

				
				I am the most un­for­tu­nate of men. Rich, re­spect­ed, fair­ly well ed­u­cat­ed and of sound health—with many oth­er ad­van­tages usu­al­ly val­ued by those hav­ing them and cov­et­ed by those who have them not—I some­times think that I should be less un­hap­py if they had been de­nied me, for then the con­trast be­tween my out­er and my in­ner life would not be con­tin­u­al­ly de­mand­ing a painful at­ten­tion. In the stress of pri­va­tion and the need of ef­fort I might some­times for­get the somber se­cret ev­er baf­fling the con­jec­ture that it com­pels.

				I am the on­ly child of Joel and Ju­lia Het­man. The one was a well-to-do coun­try gen­tle­man, the oth­er a beau­ti­ful and ac­com­plished wom­an to whom he was pas­sion­ate­ly at­tached with what I now know to have been a jeal­ous and ex­act­ing de­vo­tion. The fam­i­ly home was a few miles from Nash­ville, Ten­nes­see, a large, ir­reg­u­lar­ly built dwelling of no par­tic­u­lar or­der of ar­chi­tec­ture, a lit­tle way off the road, in a park of trees and shrub­bery.

				At the time of which I write I was nine­teen years old, a stu­dent at Yale. One day I re­ceived a tele­gram from my fa­ther of such ur­gen­cy that in com­pli­ance with its un­ex­plained de­mand I left at once for home. At the rail­way sta­tion in Nash­ville a dis­tant rel­a­tive await­ed me to ap­prise me of the rea­son for my re­call: my moth­er had been bar­barous­ly mur­dered—why and by whom none could con­jec­ture, but the cir­cum­stances were these:

				My fa­ther had gone to Nash­ville, in­tend­ing to re­turn the next af­ter­noon. Some­thing pre­vent­ed his ac­com­plish­ing the busi­ness in hand, so he re­turned on the same night, ar­riv­ing just be­fore the dawn. In his tes­ti­mo­ny be­fore the coro­ner he ex­plained that hav­ing no latchkey and not car­ing to dis­turb the sleep­ing ser­vants, he had, with no clear­ly de­fined in­ten­tion, gone round to the rear of the house. As he turned an an­gle of the build­ing, he heard a sound as of a door gen­tly closed, and saw in the dark­ness, in­dis­tinct­ly, the fig­ure of a man, which in­stant­ly dis­ap­peared among the trees of the lawn. A hasty pur­suit and brief search of the grounds in the be­lief that the tres­pass­er was some­one se­cret­ly vis­it­ing a ser­vant prov­ing fruit­less, he en­tered at the un­locked door and mount­ed the stairs to my moth­er’s cham­ber. Its door was open, and step­ping in­to black dark­ness he fell head­long over some heavy ob­ject on the floor. I may spare my­self the de­tails; it was my poor moth­er, dead of stran­gu­la­tion by hu­man hands!

				Noth­ing had been tak­en from the house, the ser­vants had heard no sound, and ex­cept­ing those ter­ri­ble fin­ger­marks up­on the dead wom­an’s throat—dear God! that I might for­get them!—no trace of the as­sas­sin was ev­er found.

				I gave up my stud­ies and re­mained with my fa­ther, who, nat­u­ral­ly, was great­ly changed. Al­ways of a se­date, tac­i­turn dis­po­si­tion, he now fell in­to so deep a de­jec­tion that noth­ing could hold his at­ten­tion, yet any­thing—a foot­fall, the sud­den clos­ing of a door—aroused in him a fit­ful in­ter­est; one might have called it an ap­pre­hen­sion. At any small sur­prise of the sens­es he would start vis­i­bly and some­times turn pale, then re­lapse in­to a melan­choly ap­a­thy deep­er than be­fore. I sup­pose he was what is called a “ner­vous wreck.” As to me, I was younger then than now—there is much in that. Youth is Gilead, in which is balm for ev­ery wound. Ah, that I might again dwell in that en­chant­ed land! Un­ac­quaint­ed with grief, I knew not how to ap­praise my be­reave­ment; I could not right­ly es­ti­mate the strength of the stroke.

				One night, a few months af­ter the dread­ful event, my fa­ther and I walked home from the city. The full moon was about three hours above the east­ern hori­zon; the en­tire coun­try­side had the solemn still­ness of a sum­mer night; our foot­falls and the cease­less song of the katy­dids were the on­ly sound aloof. Black shad­ows of bor­der­ing trees lay athwart the road, which, in the short reach­es be­tween, gleamed a ghost­ly white. As we ap­proached the gate to our dwelling, whose front was in shad­ow, and in which no light shone, my fa­ther sud­den­ly stopped and clutched my arm, say­ing, hard­ly above his breath:

				“God! God! what is that?”

				“I hear noth­ing,” I replied.

				“But see—see!” he said, point­ing along the road, di­rect­ly ahead.

				I said: “Noth­ing is there. Come, fa­ther, let us go in—you are ill.”

				He had re­leased my arm and was stand­ing rigid and mo­tion­less in the cen­ter of the il­lu­mi­nat­ed road­way, star­ing like one bereft of sense. His face in the moon­light showed a pal­lor and fix­i­ty in­ex­press­ibly dis­tress­ing. I pulled gen­tly at his sleeve, but he had for­got­ten my ex­is­tence. Present­ly he be­gan to re­tire back­ward, step by step, nev­er for an in­stant re­mov­ing his eyes from what he saw, or thought he saw. I turned half round to fol­low, but stood ir­res­o­lute. I do not re­call any feel­ing of fear, un­less a sud­den chill was its phys­i­cal man­i­fes­ta­tion. It seemed as if an icy wind had touched my face and en­fold­ed my body from head to foot; I could feel the stir of it in my hair.

				At that mo­ment my at­ten­tion was drawn to a light that sud­den­ly streamed from an up­per win­dow of the house: one of the ser­vants, awak­ened by what mys­te­ri­ous pre­mo­ni­tion of evil who can say, and in obe­di­ence to an im­pulse that she was nev­er able to name, had lit a lamp. When I turned to look for my fa­ther he was gone, and in all the years that have passed no whis­per of his fate has come across the bor­der­land of con­jec­ture from the realm of the un­known.

			
			
				
					II

					State­ment of Cas­par Grat­tan

				
				To­day I am said to live; to­mor­row, here in this room, will lie a sense­less shape of clay that all too long was I. If any­one lift the cloth from the face of that un­pleas­ant thing it will be in grat­i­fi­ca­tion of a mere mor­bid cu­rios­i­ty. Some, doubt­less, will go fur­ther and in­quire, “Who was he?” In this writ­ing I sup­ply the on­ly an­swer that I am able to make—Cas­par Grat­tan. Sure­ly, that should be enough. The name has served my small need for more than twen­ty years of a life of un­known length. True, I gave it to my­self, but lack­ing an­oth­er I had the right. In this world one must have a name; it pre­vents con­fu­sion, even when it does not es­tab­lish iden­ti­ty. Some, though, are known by num­bers, which al­so seem in­ad­e­quate dis­tinc­tions.

				One day, for il­lus­tra­tion, I was pass­ing along a street of a city, far from here, when I met two men in uni­form, one of whom, half paus­ing and look­ing cu­ri­ous­ly in­to my face, said to his com­pan­ion, “That man looks like 767.” Some­thing in the num­ber seemed fa­mil­iar and hor­ri­ble. Moved by an un­con­trol­lable im­pulse, I sprang in­to a side street and ran un­til I fell ex­haust­ed in a coun­try lane.

				I have nev­er for­got­ten that num­ber, and al­ways it comes to mem­o­ry at­tend­ed by gib­ber­ing ob­scen­i­ty, peals of joy­less laugh­ter, the clang of iron doors. So I say a name, even if self-be­stowed, is bet­ter than a num­ber. In the reg­is­ter of the pot­ter’s field I shall soon have both. What wealth!

				Of him who shall find this pa­per I must beg a lit­tle con­sid­er­a­tion. It is not the his­to­ry of my life; the knowl­edge to write that is de­nied me. This is on­ly a record of bro­ken and ap­par­ent­ly un­re­lat­ed mem­o­ries, some of them as dis­tinct and se­quent as bril­liant beads up­on a thread, oth­ers re­mote and strange, hav­ing the char­ac­ter of crim­son dreams with in­ter­spaces blank and black—witch-fires glow­ing still and red in a great des­o­la­tion.

				Stand­ing up­on the shore of eter­ni­ty, I turn for a last look land­ward over the course by which I came. There are twen­ty years of foot­prints fair­ly dis­tinct, the im­pres­sions of bleed­ing feet. They lead through pover­ty and pain, de­vi­ous and un­sure, as of one stag­ger­ing be­neath a bur­den—

				
					
						Re­mote, un­friend­ed, melan­choly, slow.
					

				

				Ah, the po­et’s prophe­cy of Me—how ad­mirable, how dread­ful­ly ad­mirable!

				Back­ward be­yond the be­gin­ning of this via do­lorosa—this epic of suf­fer­ing with episodes of sin—I see noth­ing clear­ly; it comes out of a cloud. I know that it spans on­ly twen­ty years, yet I am an old man.

				One does not re­mem­ber one’s birth—one has to be told. But with me it was dif­fer­ent; life came to me full-hand­ed and dow­ered me with all my fac­ul­ties and pow­ers. Of a pre­vi­ous ex­is­tence I know no more than oth­ers, for all have stam­mer­ing in­ti­ma­tions that may be mem­o­ries and may be dreams. I know on­ly that my first con­scious­ness was of ma­tu­ri­ty in body and mind—a con­scious­ness ac­cept­ed with­out sur­prise or con­jec­ture. I mere­ly found my­self walk­ing in a for­est, half-clad, foot­sore, un­ut­ter­ably weary and hun­gry. See­ing a farm­house, I ap­proached and asked for food, which was giv­en me by one who in­quired my name. I did not know, yet knew that all had names. Great­ly em­bar­rassed, I re­treat­ed, and night com­ing on, lay down in the for­est and slept.

				The next day I en­tered a large town which I shall not name. Nor shall I re­count fur­ther in­ci­dents of the life that is now to end—a life of wan­der­ing, al­ways and ev­ery­where haunt­ed by an over­mas­ter­ing sense of crime in pun­ish­ment of wrong and of ter­ror in pun­ish­ment of crime. Let me see if I can re­duce it to nar­ra­tive.

				I seem once to have lived near a great city, a pros­per­ous planter, mar­ried to a wom­an whom I loved and dis­trust­ed. We had, it some­times seems, one child, a youth of bril­liant parts and prom­ise. He is at all times a vague fig­ure, nev­er clear­ly drawn, fre­quent­ly al­to­geth­er out of the pic­ture.

				One luck­less evening it oc­curred to me to test my wife’s fi­deli­ty in a vul­gar, com­mon­place way fa­mil­iar to ev­ery­one who has ac­quain­tance with the lit­er­a­ture of fact and fic­tion. I went to the city, telling my wife that I should be ab­sent un­til the fol­low­ing af­ter­noon. But I re­turned be­fore day­break and went to the rear of the house, pur­pos­ing to en­ter by a door with which I had se­cret­ly so tam­pered that it would seem to lock, yet not ac­tu­al­ly fas­ten. As I ap­proached it, I heard it gen­tly open and close, and saw a man steal away in­to the dark­ness. With mur­der in my heart, I sprang af­ter him, but he had van­ished with­out even the bad luck of iden­ti­fi­ca­tion. Some­times now I can­not even per­suade my­self that it was a hu­man be­ing.

				Crazed with jeal­ousy and rage, blind and bes­tial with all the el­e­men­tal pas­sions of in­sult­ed man­hood, I en­tered the house and sprang up the stairs to the door of my wife’s cham­ber. It was closed, but hav­ing tam­pered with its lock al­so, I eas­i­ly en­tered and de­spite the black dark­ness soon stood by the side of her bed. My grop­ing hands told me that al­though dis­ar­ranged it was un­oc­cu­pied.

				“She is be­low,” I thought, “and ter­ri­fied by my en­trance has evad­ed me in the dark­ness of the hall.”

				With the pur­pose of seek­ing her I turned to leave the room, but took a wrong di­rec­tion—the right one! My foot struck her, cow­er­ing in a cor­ner of the room. In­stant­ly my hands were at her throat, sti­fling a shriek, my knees were up­on her strug­gling body; and there in the dark­ness, with­out a word of ac­cu­sa­tion or re­proach, I stran­gled her till she died!

				There ends the dream. I have re­lat­ed it in the past tense, but the present would be the fit­ter form, for again and again the somber tragedy reen­acts it­self in my con­scious­ness—over and over I lay the plan, I suf­fer the con­fir­ma­tion, I re­dress the wrong. Then all is blank; and af­ter­ward the rains beat against the grimy win­dow­panes, or the snows fall up­on my scant at­tire, the wheels rat­tle in the squalid streets where my life lies in pover­ty and mean em­ploy­ment. If there is ev­er sun­shine I do not re­call it; if there are birds they do not sing.

				There is an­oth­er dream, an­oth­er vi­sion of the night. I stand among the shad­ows in a moon­lit road. I am aware of an­oth­er pres­ence, but whose I can­not right­ly de­ter­mine. In the shad­ow of a great dwelling I catch the gleam of white gar­ments; then the fig­ure of a wom­an con­fronts me in the road—my mur­dered wife! There is death in the face; there are marks up­on the throat. The eyes are fixed on mine with an in­fi­nite grav­i­ty which is not re­proach, nor hate, nor men­ace, nor any­thing less ter­ri­ble than recog­ni­tion. Be­fore this aw­ful ap­pari­tion I re­treat in ter­ror—a ter­ror that is up­on me as I write. I can no longer right­ly shape the words. See! they—

				Now I am calm, but tru­ly there is no more to tell: the in­ci­dent ends where it be­gan—in dark­ness and in doubt.

				Yes, I am again in con­trol of my­self: “the cap­tain of my soul.” But that is not respite; it is an­oth­er stage and phase of ex­pi­a­tion. My penance, con­stant in de­gree, is mu­ta­ble in kind: one of its vari­ants is tran­quil­i­ty. Af­ter all, it is on­ly a life-sen­tence. “To Hell for life”—that is a fool­ish penal­ty: the cul­prit choos­es the du­ra­tion of his pun­ish­ment. To­day my term ex­pires.

				To each and all, the peace that was not mine.

			
			
				
					III

					State­ment of the Late Ju­lia Het­man, Through the Medi­um Bay­rolles

				
				I had re­tired ear­ly and fall­en al­most im­me­di­ate­ly in­to a peace­ful sleep, from which I awoke with that in­de­fin­able sense of per­il which is, I think, a com­mon ex­pe­ri­ence in that oth­er, ear­li­er life. Of its un­mean­ing char­ac­ter, too, I was en­tire­ly per­suad­ed, yet that did not ban­ish it. My hus­band, Joel Het­man, was away from home; the ser­vants slept in an­oth­er part of the house. But these were fa­mil­iar con­di­tions; they had nev­er be­fore dis­tressed me. Nev­er­the­less, the strange ter­ror grew so in­sup­port­able that con­quer­ing my re­luc­tance to move I sat up and lit the lamp at my bed­side. Con­trary to my ex­pec­ta­tion this gave me no re­lief; the light seemed rather an added dan­ger, for I re­flect­ed that it would shine out un­der the door, dis­clos­ing my pres­ence to what­ev­er evil thing might lurk out­side. You that are still in the flesh, sub­ject to hor­rors of the imag­i­na­tion, think what a mon­strous fear that must be which seeks in dark­ness se­cu­ri­ty from malev­o­lent ex­is­tences of the night. That is to spring to close quar­ters with an un­seen en­e­my—the strat­e­gy of de­spair!

				Ex­tin­guish­ing the lamp I pulled the bed-cloth­ing about my head and lay trem­bling and silent, un­able to shriek, for­get­ful to pray. In this pitiable state I must have lain for what you call hours—with us there are no hours, there is no time.

				At last it came—a soft, ir­reg­u­lar sound of foot­falls on the stairs! They were slow, hes­i­tant, un­cer­tain, as of some­thing that did not see its way; to my dis­or­dered rea­son all the more ter­ri­fy­ing for that, as the ap­proach of some blind and mind­less malev­o­lence to which is no ap­peal. I even thought that I must have left the hall lamp burn­ing and the grop­ing of this crea­ture proved it a mon­ster of the night. This was fool­ish and in­con­sis­tent with my pre­vi­ous dread of the light, but what would you have? Fear has no brains; it is an id­iot. The dis­mal wit­ness that it bears and the cow­ard­ly coun­sel that it whis­pers are un­re­lat­ed. We know this well, we who have passed in­to the Realm of Ter­ror, who skulk in eter­nal dusk among the scenes of our for­mer lives, in­vis­i­ble even to our­selves and one an­oth­er, yet hid­ing for­lorn in lone­ly places; yearn­ing for speech with our loved ones, yet dumb, and as fear­ful of them as they of us. Some­times the dis­abil­i­ty is re­moved, the law sus­pend­ed: by the death­less pow­er of love or hate we break the spell—we are seen by those whom we would warn, con­sole, or pun­ish. What form we seem to them to bear we know not; we know on­ly that we ter­ri­fy even those whom we most wish to com­fort, and from whom we most crave ten­der­ness and sym­pa­thy.

				For­give, I pray you, this in­con­se­quent di­gres­sion by what was once a wom­an. You who con­sult us in this im­per­fect way—you do not un­der­stand. You ask fool­ish ques­tions about things un­known and things for­bid­den. Much that we know and could im­part in our speech is mean­ing­less in yours. We must com­mu­ni­cate with you through a stam­mer­ing in­tel­li­gence in that small frac­tion of our lan­guage that you your­selves can speak. You think that we are of an­oth­er world. No, we have knowl­edge of no world but yours, though for us it holds no sun­light, no warmth, no mu­sic, no laugh­ter, no song of birds, nor any com­pan­ion­ship. O God! what a thing it is to be a ghost, cow­er­ing and shiv­er­ing in an al­tered world, a prey to ap­pre­hen­sion and de­spair!

				No, I did not die of fright: the Thing turned and went away. I heard it go down the stairs, hur­ried­ly, I thought, as if it­self in sud­den fear. Then I rose to call for help. Hard­ly had my shak­ing hand found the door­knob when—mer­ci­ful heav­en!—I heard it re­turn­ing. Its foot­falls as it re­mount­ed the stairs were rapid, heavy and loud; they shook the house. I fled to an an­gle of the wall and crouched up­on the floor. I tried to pray. I tried to call the name of my dear hus­band. Then I heard the door thrown open. There was an in­ter­val of un­con­scious­ness, and when I re­vived I felt a stran­gling clutch up­on my throat—felt my arms fee­bly beat­ing against some­thing that bore me back­ward—felt my tongue thrust­ing it­self from be­tween my teeth! And then I passed in­to this life.

				No, I have no knowl­edge of what it was. The sum of what we knew at death is the mea­sure of what we know af­ter­ward of all that went be­fore. Of this ex­is­tence we know many things, but no new light falls up­on any page of that; in mem­o­ry is writ­ten all of it that we can read. Here are no heights of truth over­look­ing the con­fused land­scape of that du­bitable do­main. We still dwell in the Val­ley of the Shad­ow, lurk in its des­o­late places, peer­ing from bram­bles and thick­ets at its mad, ma­lign in­hab­i­tants. How should we have new knowl­edge of that fad­ing past?

				What I am about to re­late hap­pened on a night. We know when it is night, for then you re­tire to your hous­es and we can ven­ture from our places of con­ceal­ment to move un­afraid about our old homes, to look in at the win­dows, even to en­ter and gaze up­on your faces as you sleep. I had lin­gered long near the dwelling where I had been so cru­el­ly changed to what I am, as we do while any that we love or hate re­main. Vain­ly I had sought some method of man­i­fes­ta­tion, some way to make my con­tin­ued ex­is­tence and my great love and poignant pity un­der­stood by my hus­band and son. Al­ways if they slept they would wake, or if in my des­per­a­tion I dared ap­proach them when they were awake, would turn to­ward me the ter­ri­ble eyes of the liv­ing, fright­en­ing me by the glances that I sought from the pur­pose that I held.

				On this night I had searched for them with­out suc­cess, fear­ing to find them; they were nowhere in the house, nor about the moon­lit lawn. For, al­though the sun is lost to us for­ev­er, the moon, full-orbed or slen­der, re­mains to us. Some­times it shines by night, some­times by day, but al­ways it ris­es and sets, as in that oth­er life.

				I left the lawn and moved in the white light and si­lence along the road, aim­less and sor­row­ing. Sud­den­ly I heard the voice of my poor hus­band in ex­cla­ma­tions of as­ton­ish­ment, with that of my son in re­as­sur­ance and dis­sua­sion; and there by the shad­ow of a group of trees they stood—near, so near! Their faces were to­ward me, the eyes of the el­der man fixed up­on mine. He saw me—at last, at last, he saw me! In the con­scious­ness of that, my ter­ror fled as a cru­el dream. The death-spell was bro­ken: Love had con­quered Law! Mad with ex­ul­ta­tion I shout­ed—I must have shout­ed, “He sees, he sees: he will un­der­stand!” Then, con­trol­ling my­self, I moved for­ward, smil­ing and con­scious­ly beau­ti­ful, to of­fer my­self to his arms, to com­fort him with en­dear­ments, and, with my son’s hand in mine, to speak words that should re­store the bro­ken bonds be­tween the liv­ing and the dead.

				Alas! alas! his face went white with fear, his eyes were as those of a hunt­ed an­i­mal. He backed away from me, as I ad­vanced, and at last turned and fled in­to the wood—whith­er, it is not giv­en to me to know.

				To my poor boy, left dou­bly des­o­late, I have nev­er been able to im­part a sense of my pres­ence. Soon he, too, must pass to this Life In­vis­i­ble and be lost to me for­ev­er.

			
		
	
		
			A Diagnosis of Death

			“I am not so su­per­sti­tious as some of your physi­cians—men of sci­ence, as you are pleased to be called,” said Hawver, re­ply­ing to an ac­cu­sa­tion that had not been made. “Some of you—on­ly a few, I con­fess—be­lieve in the im­mor­tal­i­ty of the soul, and in ap­pari­tions which you have not the hon­esty to call ghosts. I go no fur­ther than a con­vic­tion that the liv­ing are some­times seen where they are not, but have been—where they have lived so long, per­haps so in­tense­ly, as to have left their im­press on ev­ery­thing about them. I know, in­deed, that one’s en­vi­ron­ment may be so af­fect­ed by one’s per­son­al­i­ty as to yield, long af­ter­ward, an im­age of one’s self to the eyes of an­oth­er. Doubt­less the im­press­ing per­son­al­i­ty has to be the right kind of per­son­al­i­ty as the per­ceiv­ing eyes have to be the right kind of eyes—mine, for ex­am­ple.”

			“Yes, the right kind of eyes, con­vey­ing sen­sa­tions to the wrong kind of brain,” said Dr. Fray­ley, smil­ing.

			“Thank you; one likes to have an ex­pec­ta­tion grat­i­fied; that is about the re­ply that I sup­posed you would have the ci­vil­i­ty to make.”

			“Par­don me. But you say that you know. That is a good deal to say, don’t you think? Per­haps you will not mind the trou­ble of say­ing how you learned.”

			“You will call it an hal­lu­ci­na­tion,” Hawver said, “but that does not mat­ter.” And he told the sto­ry.

			“Last sum­mer I went, as you know, to pass the hot weath­er term in the town of Merid­i­an. The rel­a­tive at whose house I had in­tend­ed to stay was ill, so I sought oth­er quar­ters. Af­ter some dif­fi­cul­ty I suc­ceed­ed in rent­ing a va­cant dwelling that had been oc­cu­pied by an ec­cen­tric doc­tor of the name of Man­ner­ing, who had gone away years be­fore, no one knew where, not even his agent. He had built the house him­self and had lived in it with an old ser­vant for about ten years. His prac­tice, nev­er very ex­ten­sive, had af­ter a few years been giv­en up en­tire­ly. Not on­ly so, but he had with­drawn him­self al­most al­to­geth­er from so­cial life and be­come a recluse. I was told by the vil­lage doc­tor, about the on­ly per­son with whom he held any re­la­tions, that dur­ing his re­tire­ment he had de­vot­ed him­self to a sin­gle line of study, the re­sult of which he had ex­pound­ed in a book that did not com­mend it­self to the ap­proval of his pro­fes­sion­al brethren, who, in­deed, con­sid­ered him not en­tire­ly sane. I have not seen the book and can­not now re­call the ti­tle of it, but I am told that it ex­pound­ed a rather star­tling the­o­ry. He held that it was pos­si­ble in the case of many a per­son in good health to fore­cast his death with pre­ci­sion, sev­er­al months in ad­vance of the event. The lim­it, I think, was eigh­teen months. There were lo­cal tales of his hav­ing ex­ert­ed his pow­ers of prog­no­sis, or per­haps you would say di­ag­no­sis; and it was said that in ev­ery in­stance the per­son whose friends he had warned had died sud­den­ly at the ap­point­ed time, and from no as­sign­a­ble cause. All this, how­ev­er, has noth­ing to do with what I have to tell; I thought it might amuse a physi­cian.

			“The house was fur­nished, just as he had lived in it. It was a rather gloomy dwelling for one who was nei­ther a recluse nor a stu­dent, and I think it gave some­thing of its char­ac­ter to me—per­haps some of its for­mer oc­cu­pant’s char­ac­ter; for al­ways I felt in it a cer­tain melan­choly that was not in my nat­u­ral dis­po­si­tion, nor, I think, due to lone­li­ness. I had no ser­vants that slept in the house, but I have al­ways been, as you know, rather fond of my own so­ci­ety, be­ing much ad­dict­ed to read­ing, though lit­tle to study. What­ev­er was the cause, the ef­fect was de­jec­tion and a sense of im­pend­ing evil; this was es­pe­cial­ly so in Dr. Man­ner­ing’s study, al­though that room was the light­est and most airy in the house. The doc­tor’s life-size por­trait in oil hung in that room, and seemed com­plete­ly to dom­i­nate it. There was noth­ing un­usu­al in the pic­ture; the man was ev­i­dent­ly rather good look­ing, about fifty years old, with iron-gray hair, a smooth-shaven face and dark, se­ri­ous eyes. Some­thing in the pic­ture al­ways drew and held my at­ten­tion. The man’s ap­pear­ance be­came fa­mil­iar to me, and rather ‘haunt­ed’ me.

			“One evening I was pass­ing through this room to my bed­room, with a lamp—there is no gas in Merid­i­an. I stopped as usu­al be­fore the por­trait, which seemed in the lamp­light to have a new ex­pres­sion, not eas­i­ly named, but dis­tinct­ly un­can­ny. It in­ter­est­ed but did not dis­turb me. I moved the lamp from one side to the oth­er and ob­served the ef­fects of the al­tered light. While so en­gaged I felt an im­pulse to turn round. As I did so I saw a man mov­ing across the room di­rect­ly to­ward me! As soon as he came near enough for the lamp­light to il­lu­mi­nate the face I saw that it was Dr. Man­ner­ing him­self; it was as if the por­trait were walk­ing!

			“ ‘I beg your par­don,’ I said, some­what cold­ly, ‘but if you knocked I did not hear.’

			“He passed me, with­in an arm’s length, lift­ed his right fore­fin­ger, as in warn­ing, and with­out a word went on out of the room, though I ob­served his ex­it no more than I had ob­served his en­trance.

			“Of course, I need not tell you that this was what you will call an hal­lu­ci­na­tion and I call an ap­pari­tion. That room had on­ly two doors, of which one was locked; the oth­er led in­to a bed­room, from which there was no ex­it. My feel­ing on re­al­iz­ing this is not an im­por­tant part of the in­ci­dent.

			“Doubt­less this seems to you a very com­mon­place ‘ghost sto­ry’—one con­struct­ed on the reg­u­lar lines laid down by the old mas­ters of the art. If that were so I should not have re­lat­ed it, even if it were true. The man was not dead; I met him to­day in Union street. He passed me in a crowd.”

			Hawver had fin­ished his sto­ry and both men were silent. Dr. Fray­ley ab­sent­ly drummed on the ta­ble with his fin­gers.

			“Did he say any­thing to­day?” he asked—“any­thing from which you in­ferred that he was not dead?”

			Hawver stared and did not re­ply.

			“Per­haps,” con­tin­ued Fray­ley, “he made a sign, a ges­ture—lift­ed a fin­ger, as in warn­ing. It’s a trick he had—a habit when say­ing some­thing se­ri­ous—an­nounc­ing the re­sult of a di­ag­no­sis, for ex­am­ple.”

			“Yes, he did—just as his ap­pari­tion had done. But, good God! did you ev­er know him?”

			Hawver was ap­par­ent­ly grow­ing ner­vous.

			“I knew him. I have read his book, as will ev­ery physi­cian some day. It is one of the most strik­ing and im­por­tant of the cen­tu­ry’s con­tri­bu­tions to med­i­cal sci­ence. Yes, I knew him; I at­tend­ed him in an ill­ness three years ago. He died.”

			Hawver sprang from his chair, man­i­fest­ly dis­turbed. He strode for­ward and back across the room; then ap­proached his friend, and in a voice not al­to­geth­er steady, said: “Doc­tor, have you any­thing to say to me—as a physi­cian?”

			“No, Hawver; you are the health­i­est man I ev­er knew. As a friend I ad­vise you to go to your room. You play the vi­o­lin like an an­gel. Play it; play some­thing light and live­ly. Get this cursed bad busi­ness off your mind.”

			The next day Hawver was found dead in his room, the vi­o­lin at his neck, the bow up­on the strings, his mu­sic open be­fore him at Chopin’s fu­ner­al march.

		
	
		
			Moxon’s Master

			“Are you se­ri­ous?—do you re­al­ly be­lieve that a ma­chine thinks?”

			I got no im­me­di­ate re­ply; Mox­on was ap­par­ent­ly in­tent up­on the coals in the grate, touch­ing them deft­ly here and there with the fire-pok­er till they sig­ni­fied a sense of his at­ten­tion by a brighter glow. For sev­er­al weeks I had been ob­serv­ing in him a grow­ing habit of de­lay in an­swer­ing even the most triv­ial of com­mon­place ques­tions. His air, how­ev­er, was that of pre­oc­cu­pa­tion rather than de­lib­er­a­tion: one might have said that he had “some­thing on his mind.”

			Present­ly he said:

			“What is a ‘ma­chine’? The word has been var­i­ous­ly de­fined. Here is one def­i­ni­tion from a pop­u­lar dic­tio­nary: ‘Any in­stru­ment or or­ga­ni­za­tion by which pow­er is ap­plied and made ef­fec­tive, or a de­sired ef­fect pro­duced.’ Well, then, is not a man a ma­chine? And you will ad­mit that he thinks—or thinks he thinks.”

			“If you do not wish to an­swer my ques­tion,” I said, rather testi­ly, “why not say so?—all that you say is mere eva­sion. You know well enough that when I say ‘ma­chine’ I do not mean a man, but some­thing that man has made and con­trols.”

			“When it does not con­trol him,” he said, ris­ing abrupt­ly and look­ing out of a win­dow, whence noth­ing was vis­i­ble in the black­ness of a stormy night. A mo­ment lat­er he turned about and with a smile said: “I beg your par­don; I had no thought of eva­sion. I con­sid­ered the dic­tio­nary man’s un­con­scious tes­ti­mo­ny sug­ges­tive and worth some­thing in the dis­cus­sion. I can give your ques­tion a di­rect an­swer eas­i­ly enough: I do be­lieve that a ma­chine thinks about the work that it is do­ing.”

			That was di­rect enough, cer­tain­ly. It was not al­to­geth­er pleas­ing, for it tend­ed to con­firm a sad sus­pi­cion that Mox­on’s de­vo­tion to study and work in his ma­chine-shop had not been good for him. I knew, for one thing, that he suf­fered from in­som­nia, and that is no light af­flic­tion. Had it af­fect­ed his mind? His re­ply to my ques­tion seemed to me then ev­i­dence that it had; per­haps I should think dif­fer­ent­ly about it now. I was younger then, and among the bless­ings that are not de­nied to youth is ig­no­rance. In­cit­ed by that great stim­u­lant to con­tro­ver­sy, I said:

			“And what, pray, does it think with—in the ab­sence of a brain?”

			The re­ply, com­ing with less than his cus­tom­ary de­lay, took his fa­vorite form of counter-in­ter­ro­ga­tion:

			“With what does a plant think—in the ab­sence of a brain?”

			“Ah, plants al­so be­long to the philoso­pher class! I should be pleased to know some of their con­clu­sions; you may omit the premis­es.”

			“Per­haps,” he replied, ap­par­ent­ly un­af­fect­ed by my fool­ish irony, “you may be able to in­fer their con­vic­tions from their acts. I will spare you the fa­mil­iar ex­am­ples of the sen­si­tive mi­mosa, the sev­er­al in­sec­tiv­o­rous flow­ers and those whose sta­mens bend down and shake their pollen up­on the en­ter­ing bee in or­der that he may fer­til­ize their dis­tant mates. But ob­serve this. In an open spot in my gar­den I plant­ed a climb­ing vine. When it was bare­ly above the sur­face I set a stake in­to the soil a yard away. The vine at once made for it, but as it was about to reach it af­ter sev­er­al days I re­moved it a few feet. The vine at once al­tered its course, mak­ing an acute an­gle, and again made for the stake. This ma­neu­ver was re­peat­ed sev­er­al times, but fi­nal­ly, as if dis­cour­aged, the vine aban­doned the pur­suit and ig­nor­ing fur­ther at­tempts to di­vert it trav­eled to a small tree, fur­ther away, which it climbed.

			“Roots of the eu­ca­lyp­tus will pro­long them­selves in­cred­i­bly in search of mois­ture. A well-known hor­ti­cul­tur­ist re­lates that one en­tered an old drain pipe and fol­lowed it un­til it came to a break, where a sec­tion of the pipe had been re­moved to make way for a stone wall that had been built across its course. The root left the drain and fol­lowed the wall un­til it found an open­ing where a stone had fall­en out. It crept through and fol­low­ing the oth­er side of the wall back to the drain, en­tered the un­ex­plored part and re­sumed its jour­ney.”

			“And all this?”

			“Can you miss the sig­nif­i­cance of it? It shows the con­scious­ness of plants. It proves that they think.”

			“Even if it did—what then? We were speak­ing, not of plants, but of ma­chines. They may be com­posed part­ly of wood—wood that has no longer vi­tal­i­ty—or whol­ly of met­al. Is thought an at­tribute al­so of the min­er­al king­dom?”

			“How else do you ex­plain the phe­nom­e­na, for ex­am­ple, of crys­tal­liza­tion?”

			“I do not ex­plain them.”

			“Be­cause you can­not with­out af­firm­ing what you wish to de­ny, name­ly, in­tel­li­gent co­op­er­a­tion among the con­stituent el­e­ments of the crys­tals. When sol­diers form lines, or hol­low squares, you call it rea­son. When wild geese in flight take the form of a let­ter V you say in­stinct. When the ho­mo­ge­neous atoms of a min­er­al, mov­ing freely in so­lu­tion, ar­range them­selves in­to shapes math­e­mat­i­cal­ly per­fect, or par­ti­cles of frozen mois­ture in­to the sym­met­ri­cal and beau­ti­ful forms of snowflakes, you have noth­ing to say. You have not even in­vent­ed a name to con­ceal your hero­ic un­rea­son.”

			Mox­on was speak­ing with un­usu­al an­i­ma­tion and earnest­ness. As he paused I heard in an ad­join­ing room known to me as his “ma­chine-shop,” which no one but him­self was per­mit­ted to en­ter, a sin­gu­lar thump­ing sound, as of some­one pound­ing up­on a ta­ble with an open hand. Mox­on heard it at the same mo­ment and, vis­i­bly ag­i­tat­ed, rose and hur­ried­ly passed in­to the room whence it came. I thought it odd that any­one else should be in there, and my in­ter­est in my friend—with doubt­less a touch of un­war­rantable cu­rios­i­ty—led me to lis­ten in­tent­ly, though, I am hap­py to say, not at the key­hole. There were con­fused sounds, as of a strug­gle or scuf­fle; the floor shook. I dis­tinct­ly heard hard breath­ing and a hoarse whis­per which said “Damn you!” Then all was silent, and present­ly Mox­on reap­peared and said, with a rather sor­ry smile:

			“Par­don me for leav­ing you so abrupt­ly. I have a ma­chine in there that lost its tem­per and cut up rough.”

			Fix­ing my eyes steadi­ly up­on his left cheek, which was tra­versed by four par­al­lel ex­co­ri­a­tions show­ing blood, I said:

			“How would it do to trim its nails?”

			I could have spared my­self the jest; he gave it no at­ten­tion, but seat­ed him­self in the chair that he had left and re­sumed the in­ter­rupt­ed mono­logue as if noth­ing had oc­curred:

			“Doubt­less you do not hold with those (I need not name them to a man of your read­ing) who have taught that all mat­ter is sen­tient, that ev­ery atom is a liv­ing, feel­ing, con­scious be­ing. I do. There is no such thing as dead, in­ert mat­ter: it is all alive; all in­stinct with force, ac­tu­al and po­ten­tial; all sen­si­tive to the same forces in its en­vi­ron­ment and sus­cep­ti­ble to the con­ta­gion of high­er and sub­tler ones re­sid­ing in such su­pe­ri­or or­gan­isms as it may be brought in­to re­la­tion with, as those of man when he is fash­ion­ing it in­to an in­stru­ment of his will. It ab­sorbs some­thing of his in­tel­li­gence and pur­pose—more of them in pro­por­tion to the com­plex­i­ty of the re­sult­ing ma­chine and that of its work.

			“Do you hap­pen to re­call Her­bert Spencer’s def­i­ni­tion of ‘Life’? I read it thir­ty years ago. He may have al­tered it af­ter­ward, for any­thing I know, but in all that time I have been un­able to think of a sin­gle word that could prof­itably be changed or added or re­moved. It seems to me not on­ly the best def­i­ni­tion, but the on­ly pos­si­ble one.

			“ ‘Life,’ he says, ‘is a def­i­nite com­bi­na­tion of het­ero­ge­neous changes, both si­mul­ta­ne­ous and suc­ces­sive, in cor­re­spon­dence with ex­ter­nal co­ex­is­tences and se­quences.’ ”

			“That de­fines the phe­nom­e­non,” I said, “but gives no hint of its cause.”

			“That,” he replied, “is all that any def­i­ni­tion can do. As Mill points out, we know noth­ing of cause ex­cept as an an­tecedent—noth­ing of ef­fect ex­cept as a con­se­quent. Of cer­tain phe­nom­e­na, one nev­er oc­curs with­out an­oth­er, which is dis­sim­i­lar: the first in point of time we call cause, the sec­ond, ef­fect. One who had many times seen a rab­bit pur­sued by a dog, and had nev­er seen rab­bits and dogs oth­er­wise, would think the rab­bit the cause of the dog.

			“But I fear,” he added, laugh­ing nat­u­ral­ly enough, “that my rab­bit is lead­ing me a long way from the track of my le­git­i­mate quar­ry: I’m in­dulging in the plea­sure of the chase for its own sake. What I want you to ob­serve is that in Her­bert Spencer’s def­i­ni­tion of ‘life’ the ac­tiv­i­ty of a ma­chine is in­clud­ed—there is noth­ing in the def­i­ni­tion that is not ap­pli­ca­ble to it. Ac­cord­ing to this sharpest of ob­servers and deep­est of thinkers, if a man dur­ing his pe­ri­od of ac­tiv­i­ty is alive, so is a ma­chine when in op­er­a­tion. As an in­ven­tor and con­struc­tor of ma­chines I know that to be true.”

			Mox­on was silent for a long time, gaz­ing ab­sent­ly in­to the fire. It was grow­ing late and I thought it time to be go­ing, but some­how I did not like the no­tion of leav­ing him in that iso­lat­ed house, all alone ex­cept for the pres­ence of some per­son of whose na­ture my con­jec­tures could go no fur­ther than that it was un­friend­ly, per­haps ma­lign. Lean­ing to­ward him and look­ing earnest­ly in­to his eyes while mak­ing a mo­tion with my hand through the door of his work­shop, I said:

			“Mox­on, whom have you in there?”

			Some­what to my sur­prise he laughed light­ly and an­swered with­out hes­i­ta­tion:

			“No­body; the in­ci­dent that you have in mind was caused by my fol­ly in leav­ing a ma­chine in ac­tion with noth­ing to act up­on, while I un­der­took the in­ter­minable task of en­light­en­ing your un­der­stand­ing. Do you hap­pen to know that Con­scious­ness is the crea­ture of Rhythm?”

			“O both­er them both!” I replied, ris­ing and lay­ing hold of my over­coat. “I’m go­ing to wish you good night; and I’ll add the hope that the ma­chine which you in­ad­ver­tent­ly left in ac­tion will have her gloves on the next time you think it need­ful to stop her.”

			With­out wait­ing to ob­serve the ef­fect of my shot I left the house.

			Rain was fall­ing, and the dark­ness was in­tense. In the sky be­yond the crest of a hill to­ward which I groped my way along pre­car­i­ous plank side­walks and across miry, un­paved streets I could see the faint glow of the city’s lights, but be­hind me noth­ing was vis­i­ble but a sin­gle win­dow of Mox­on’s house. It glowed with what seemed to me a mys­te­ri­ous and fate­ful mean­ing. I knew it was an un­cur­tained aper­ture in my friend’s “ma­chine-shop,” and I had lit­tle doubt that he had re­sumed the stud­ies in­ter­rupt­ed by his du­ties as my in­struc­tor in me­chan­i­cal con­scious­ness and the fa­ther­hood of Rhythm. Odd, and in some de­gree hu­mor­ous, as his con­vic­tions seemed to me at that time, I could not whol­ly di­vest my­self of the feel­ing that they had some trag­ic re­la­tion to his life and char­ac­ter—per­haps to his des­tiny—al­though I no longer en­ter­tained the no­tion that they were the va­garies of a dis­or­dered mind. What­ev­er might be thought of his views, his ex­po­si­tion of them was too log­i­cal for that. Over and over, his last words came back to me: “Con­scious­ness is the crea­ture of Rhythm.” Bald and terse as the state­ment was, I now found it in­fin­ite­ly al­lur­ing. At each re­cur­rence it broad­ened in mean­ing and deep­ened in sug­ges­tion. Why, here, (I thought) is some­thing up­on which to found a phi­los­o­phy. If con­scious­ness is the prod­uct of rhythm all things are con­scious, for all have mo­tion, and all mo­tion is rhyth­mic. I won­dered if Mox­on knew the sig­nif­i­cance and breadth of his thought—the scope of this mo­men­tous gen­er­al­iza­tion; or had he ar­rived at his philo­soph­ic faith by the tor­tu­ous and un­cer­tain road of ob­ser­va­tion?

			That faith was then new to me, and all Mox­on’s ex­pound­ing had failed to make me a con­vert; but now it seemed as if a great light shone about me, like that which fell up­on Saul of Tar­sus; and out there in the storm and dark­ness and soli­tude I ex­pe­ri­enced what Lewes calls “The end­less va­ri­ety and ex­cite­ment of philo­soph­ic thought.” I ex­ult­ed in a new sense of knowl­edge, a new pride of rea­son. My feet seemed hard­ly to touch the earth; it was as if I were up­lift­ed and borne through the air by in­vis­i­ble wings.

			Yield­ing to an im­pulse to seek fur­ther light from him whom I now rec­og­nized as my mas­ter and guide, I had un­con­scious­ly turned about, and al­most be­fore I was aware of hav­ing done so found my­self again at Mox­on’s door. I was drenched with rain, but felt no dis­com­fort. Un­able in my ex­cite­ment to find the door­bell I in­stinc­tive­ly tried the knob. It turned and, en­ter­ing, I mount­ed the stairs to the room that I had so re­cent­ly left. All was dark and silent; Mox­on, as I had sup­posed, was in the ad­join­ing room—the “ma­chine-shop.” Grop­ing along the wall un­til I found the com­mu­ni­cat­ing door I knocked loud­ly sev­er­al times, but got no re­sponse, which I at­trib­uted to the up­roar out­side, for the wind was blow­ing a gale and dash­ing the rain against the thin walls in sheets. The drum­ming up­on the shin­gle roof span­ning the un­ceiled room was loud and in­ces­sant.

			I had nev­er been in­vit­ed in­to the ma­chine-shop—had, in­deed, been de­nied ad­mit­tance, as had all oth­ers, with one ex­cep­tion, a skilled met­al work­er, of whom no one knew any­thing ex­cept that his name was Ha­ley and his habit si­lence. But in my spir­i­tu­al ex­al­ta­tion, dis­cre­tion and ci­vil­i­ty were alike for­got­ten and I opened the door. What I saw took all philo­soph­i­cal spec­u­la­tion out of me in short or­der.

			Mox­on sat fac­ing me at the far­ther side of a small ta­ble up­on which a sin­gle can­dle made all the light that was in the room. Op­po­site him, his back to­ward me, sat an­oth­er per­son. On the ta­ble be­tween the two was a chess­board; the men were play­ing. I knew lit­tle of chess, but as on­ly a few pieces were on the board it was ob­vi­ous that the game was near its close. Mox­on was in­tense­ly in­ter­est­ed—not so much, it seemed to me, in the game as in his an­tag­o­nist, up­on whom he had fixed so in­tent a look that, stand­ing though I did di­rect­ly in the line of his vi­sion, I was al­to­geth­er un­ob­served. His face was ghast­ly white, and his eyes glit­tered like di­a­monds. Of his an­tag­o­nist I had on­ly a back view, but that was suf­fi­cient; I should not have cared to see his face.

			He was ap­par­ent­ly not more than five feet in height, with pro­por­tions sug­gest­ing those of a go­ril­la—a tremen­dous breadth of shoul­ders, thick, short neck and broad, squat head, which had a tan­gled growth of black hair and was topped with a crim­son fez. A tu­nic of the same col­or, belt­ed tight­ly to the waist, reached the seat—ap­par­ent­ly a box—up­on which he sat; his legs and feet were not seen. His left fore­arm ap­peared to rest in his lap; he moved his pieces with his right hand, which seemed dis­pro­por­tion­ate­ly long.

			I had shrunk back and now stood a lit­tle to one side of the door­way and in shad­ow. If Mox­on had looked far­ther than the face of his op­po­nent he could have ob­served noth­ing now, ex­cept that the door was open. Some­thing for­bade me ei­ther to en­ter or to re­tire, a feel­ing—I know not how it came—that I was in the pres­ence of an im­mi­nent tragedy and might serve my friend by re­main­ing. With a scarce­ly con­scious re­bel­lion against the in­del­i­ca­cy of the act I re­mained.

			The play was rapid. Mox­on hard­ly glanced at the board be­fore mak­ing his moves, and to my un­skilled eye seemed to move the piece most con­ve­nient to his hand, his mo­tions in do­ing so be­ing quick, ner­vous and lack­ing in pre­ci­sion. The re­sponse of his an­tag­o­nist, while equal­ly prompt in the in­cep­tion, was made with a slow, uni­form, me­chan­i­cal and, I thought, some­what the­atri­cal move­ment of the arm, that was a sore tri­al to my pa­tience. There was some­thing un­earth­ly about it all, and I caught my­self shud­der­ing. But I was wet and cold.

			Two or three times af­ter mov­ing a piece the stranger slight­ly in­clined his head, and each time I ob­served that Mox­on shift­ed his king. All at once the thought came to me that the man was dumb. And then that he was a ma­chine—an au­tom­a­ton chess-play­er! Then I re­mem­bered that Mox­on had once spo­ken to me of hav­ing in­vent­ed such a piece of mech­a­nism, though I did not un­der­stand that it had ac­tu­al­ly been con­struct­ed. Was all his talk about the con­scious­ness and in­tel­li­gence of ma­chines mere­ly a pre­lude to even­tu­al ex­hi­bi­tion of this de­vice—on­ly a trick to in­ten­si­fy the ef­fect of its me­chan­i­cal ac­tion up­on me in my ig­no­rance of its se­cret?

			A fine end, this, of all my in­tel­lec­tu­al trans­ports—my “end­less va­ri­ety and ex­cite­ment of philo­soph­ic thought!” I was about to re­tire in dis­gust when some­thing oc­curred to hold my cu­rios­i­ty. I ob­served a shrug of the thing’s great shoul­ders, as if it were ir­ri­tat­ed: and so nat­u­ral was this—so en­tire­ly hu­man—that in my new view of the mat­ter it star­tled me. Nor was that all, for a mo­ment lat­er it struck the ta­ble sharply with its clenched hand. At that ges­ture Mox­on seemed even more star­tled than I: he pushed his chair a lit­tle back­ward, as in alarm.

			Present­ly Mox­on, whose play it was, raised his hand high above the board, pounced up­on one of his pieces like a spar­row-hawk and with the ex­cla­ma­tion “check­mate!” rose quick­ly to his feet and stepped be­hind his chair. The au­tom­a­ton sat mo­tion­less.

			The wind had now gone down, but I heard, at less­en­ing in­ter­vals and pro­gres­sive­ly loud­er, the rum­ble and roll of thun­der. In the paus­es be­tween I now be­came con­scious of a low hum­ming or buzzing which, like the thun­der, grew mo­men­tar­i­ly loud­er and more dis­tinct. It seemed to come from the body of the au­tom­a­ton, and was un­mis­tak­ably a whirring of wheels. It gave me the im­pres­sion of a dis­or­dered mech­a­nism which had es­caped the re­pres­sive and reg­u­lat­ing ac­tion of some con­trol­ling part—an ef­fect such as might be ex­pect­ed if a pawl should be jos­tled from the teeth of a ratch­et-wheel. But be­fore I had time for much con­jec­ture as to its na­ture my at­ten­tion was tak­en by the strange mo­tions of the au­tom­a­ton it­self. A slight but con­tin­u­ous con­vul­sion ap­peared to have pos­ses­sion of it. In body and head it shook like a man with pal­sy or an ague chill, and the mo­tion aug­ment­ed ev­ery mo­ment un­til the en­tire fig­ure was in vi­o­lent ag­i­ta­tion. Sud­den­ly it sprang to its feet and with a move­ment al­most too quick for the eye to fol­low shot for­ward across ta­ble and chair, with both arms thrust forth to their full length—the pos­ture and lunge of a div­er. Mox­on tried to throw him­self back­ward out of reach, but he was too late: I saw the hor­ri­ble thing’s hands close up­on his throat, his own clutch its wrists. Then the ta­ble was over­turned, the can­dle thrown to the floor and ex­tin­guished, and all was black dark. But the noise of the strug­gle was dread­ful­ly dis­tinct, and most ter­ri­ble of all were the rau­cous, squawk­ing sounds made by the stran­gled man’s ef­forts to breathe. Guid­ed by the in­fer­nal hub­bub, I sprang to the res­cue of my friend, but had hard­ly tak­en a stride in the dark­ness when the whole room blazed with a blind­ing white light that burned in­to my brain and heart and mem­o­ry a vivid pic­ture of the com­bat­ants on the floor, Mox­on un­der­neath, his throat still in the clutch of those iron hands, his head forced back­ward, his eyes pro­trud­ing, his mouth wide open and his tongue thrust out; and—hor­ri­ble con­trast!—up­on the paint­ed face of his as­sas­sin an ex­pres­sion of tran­quil and pro­found thought, as in the so­lu­tion of a prob­lem in chess! This I ob­served, then all was black­ness and si­lence.

			Three days lat­er I re­cov­ered con­scious­ness in a hos­pi­tal. As the mem­o­ry of that trag­ic night slow­ly evolved in my ail­ing brain rec­og­nized in my at­ten­dant Mox­on’s con­fi­den­tial work­man, Ha­ley. Re­spond­ing to a look he ap­proached, smil­ing.

			“Tell me about it,” I man­aged to say, faint­ly—“all about it.”

			“Cer­tain­ly,” he said; “you were car­ried un­con­scious from a burn­ing house—Mox­on’s. No­body knows how you came to be there. You may have to do a lit­tle ex­plain­ing. The ori­gin of the fire is a bit mys­te­ri­ous, too. My own no­tion is that the house was struck by light­ning.”

			“And Mox­on?”

			“Buried yes­ter­day—what was left of him.”

			Ap­par­ent­ly this ret­i­cent per­son could un­fold him­self on oc­ca­sion. When im­part­ing shock­ing in­tel­li­gence to the sick he was af­fa­ble enough. Af­ter some mo­ments of the keen­est men­tal suf­fer­ing I ven­tured to ask an­oth­er ques­tion:

			“Who res­cued me?”

			“Well, if that in­ter­ests you—I did.”

			“Thank you, Mr. Ha­ley, and may God bless you for it. Did you res­cue, al­so, that charm­ing prod­uct of your skill, the au­tom­a­ton chess-play­er that mur­dered its in­ven­tor?”

			The man was silent a long time, look­ing away from me. Present­ly he turned and grave­ly said:

			“Do you know that?”

			“I do,” I replied; “I saw it done.”

			That was many years ago. If asked to­day I should an­swer less con­fi­dent­ly.

		
	
		
			A Tough Tussle

			One night in the au­tumn of 1861 a man sat alone in the heart of a for­est in west­ern Vir­ginia. The re­gion was one of the wildest on the con­ti­nent—the Cheat Moun­tain coun­try. There was no lack of peo­ple close at hand, how­ev­er; with­in a mile of where the man sat was the now silent camp of a whole Fed­er­al brigade. Some­where about—it might be still near­er—was a force of the en­e­my, the num­bers un­known. It was this un­cer­tain­ty as to its num­bers and po­si­tion that ac­count­ed for the man’s pres­ence in that lone­ly spot; he was a young of­fi­cer of a Fed­er­al in­fantry reg­i­ment and his busi­ness there was to guard his sleep­ing com­rades in the camp against a sur­prise. He was in com­mand of a de­tach­ment of men con­sti­tut­ing a pick­et-guard. These men he had sta­tioned just at night­fall in an ir­reg­u­lar line, de­ter­mined by the na­ture of the ground, sev­er­al hun­dred yards in front of where he now sat. The line ran through the for­est, among the rocks and lau­rel thick­ets, the men fif­teen or twen­ty paces apart, all in con­ceal­ment and un­der in­junc­tion of strict si­lence and un­remit­ting vig­i­lance. In four hours, if noth­ing oc­curred, they would be re­lieved by a fresh de­tach­ment from the re­serve now rest­ing in care of its cap­tain some dis­tance away to the left and rear. Be­fore sta­tion­ing his men the young of­fi­cer of whom we are writ­ing had point­ed out to his two sergeants the spot at which he would be found if it should be nec­es­sary to con­sult him, or if his pres­ence at the front line should be re­quired.

			It was a qui­et enough spot—the fork of an old wood-road, on the two branch­es of which, pro­long­ing them­selves de­vi­ous­ly for­ward in the dim moon­light, the sergeants were them­selves sta­tioned, a few paces in rear of the line. If driv­en sharply back by a sud­den on­set of the en­e­my—and pick­ets are not ex­pect­ed to make a stand af­ter fir­ing—the men would come in­to the con­verg­ing roads and nat­u­ral­ly fol­low­ing them to their point of in­ter­sec­tion could be ral­lied and “formed.” In his small way the au­thor of these dis­po­si­tions was some­thing of a strate­gist; if Napoleon had planned as in­tel­li­gent­ly at Wa­ter­loo he would have won that mem­o­rable bat­tle and been over­thrown lat­er.

			Sec­ond-Lieu­tenant Brain­erd Byring was a brave and ef­fi­cient of­fi­cer, young and com­par­a­tive­ly in­ex­pe­ri­enced as he was in the busi­ness of killing his fel­low-men. He had en­list­ed in the very first days of the war as a pri­vate, with no mil­i­tary knowl­edge what­ev­er, had been made first-sergeant of his com­pa­ny on ac­count of his ed­u­ca­tion and en­gag­ing man­ner, and had been lucky enough to lose his cap­tain by a Con­fed­er­ate bul­let; in the re­sult­ing pro­mo­tions he had gained a com­mis­sion. He had been in sev­er­al en­gage­ments, such as they were—at Philip­pi, Rich Moun­tain, Car­rick’s Ford and Green­bri­er—and had borne him­self with such gal­lantry as not to at­tract the at­ten­tion of his su­pe­ri­or of­fi­cers. The ex­hil­a­ra­tion of bat­tle was agree­able to him, but the sight of the dead, with their clay faces, blank eyes and stiff bod­ies, which when not un­nat­u­ral­ly shrunk­en were un­nat­u­ral­ly swollen, had al­ways in­tol­er­a­bly af­fect­ed him. He felt to­ward them a kind of rea­son­less an­tipa­thy that was some­thing more than the phys­i­cal and spir­i­tu­al re­pug­nance com­mon to us all. Doubt­less this feel­ing was due to his un­usu­al­ly acute sen­si­bil­i­ties—his keen sense of the beau­ti­ful, which these hideous things out­raged. What­ev­er may have been the cause, he could not look up­on a dead body with­out a loathing which had in it an el­e­ment of re­sent­ment. What oth­ers have re­spect­ed as the dig­ni­ty of death had to him no ex­is­tence—was al­to­geth­er un­think­able. Death was a thing to be hat­ed. It was not pic­turesque, it had no ten­der and solemn side—a dis­mal thing, hideous in all its man­i­fes­ta­tions and sug­ges­tions. Lieu­tenant Byring was a braver man than any­body knew, for no­body knew his hor­ror of that which he was ev­er ready to in­cur.

			Hav­ing post­ed his men, in­struct­ed his sergeants and re­tired to his sta­tion, he seat­ed him­self on a log, and with sens­es all alert be­gan his vig­il. For greater ease he loos­ened his sword-belt and tak­ing his heavy re­volver from his hol­ster laid it on the log be­side him. He felt very com­fort­able, though he hard­ly gave the fact a thought, so in­tent­ly did he lis­ten for any sound from the front which might have a men­ac­ing sig­nif­i­cance—a shout, a shot, or the foot­fall of one of his sergeants com­ing to ap­prise him of some­thing worth know­ing. From the vast, in­vis­i­ble ocean of moon­light over­head fell, here and there, a slen­der, bro­ken stream that seemed to plash against the in­ter­cept­ing branch­es and trick­le to earth, form­ing small white pools among the clumps of lau­rel. But these leaks were few and served on­ly to ac­cen­tu­ate the black­ness of his en­vi­ron­ment, which his imag­i­na­tion found it easy to peo­ple with all man­ner of un­fa­mil­iar shapes, men­ac­ing, un­can­ny, or mere­ly grotesque.

			He to whom the por­ten­tous con­spir­a­cy of night and soli­tude and si­lence in the heart of a great for­est is not an un­known ex­pe­ri­ence needs not to be told what an­oth­er world it all is—how even the most com­mon­place and fa­mil­iar ob­jects take on an­oth­er char­ac­ter. The trees group them­selves dif­fer­ent­ly; they draw clos­er to­geth­er, as if in fear. The very si­lence has an­oth­er qual­i­ty than the si­lence of the day. And it is full of half-heard whis­pers—whis­pers that star­tle—ghosts of sounds long dead. There are liv­ing sounds, too, such as are nev­er heard un­der oth­er con­di­tions: notes of strange night-birds, the cries of small an­i­mals in sud­den en­coun­ters with stealthy foes or in their dreams, a rustling in the dead leaves—it may be the leap of a wood-rat, it may be the foot­fall of a pan­ther. What caused the break­ing of that twig?—what the low, alarmed twit­ter­ing in that bush­ful of birds? There are sounds with­out a name, forms with­out sub­stance, trans­la­tions in space of ob­jects which have not been seen to move, move­ments where­in noth­ing is ob­served to change its place. Ah, chil­dren of the sun­light and the gaslight, how lit­tle you know of the world in which you live!

			Sur­round­ed at a lit­tle dis­tance by armed and watch­ful friends, Byring felt ut­ter­ly alone. Yield­ing him­self to the solemn and mys­te­ri­ous spir­it of the time and place, he had for­got­ten the na­ture of his con­nec­tion with the vis­i­ble and au­di­ble as­pects and phas­es of the night. The for­est was bound­less; men and the habi­ta­tions of men did not ex­ist. The uni­verse was one primeval mys­tery of dark­ness, with­out form and void, him­self the sole, dumb ques­tion­er of its eter­nal se­cret. Ab­sorbed in thoughts born of this mood, he suf­fered the time to slip away un­not­ed. Mean­time the in­fre­quent patch­es of white light ly­ing amongst the tree-trunks had un­der­gone changes of size, form and place. In one of them near by, just at the road­side, his eye fell up­on an ob­ject that he had not pre­vi­ous­ly ob­served. It was al­most be­fore his face as he sat; he could have sworn that it had not be­fore been there. It was part­ly cov­ered in shad­ow, but he could see that it was a hu­man fig­ure. In­stinc­tive­ly he ad­just­ed the clasp of his sword-belt and laid hold of his pis­tol—again he was in a world of war, by oc­cu­pa­tion an as­sas­sin.

			The fig­ure did not move. Ris­ing, pis­tol in hand, he ap­proached. The fig­ure lay up­on its back, its up­per part in shad­ow, but stand­ing above it and look­ing down up­on the face, he saw that it was a dead body. He shud­dered and turned from it with a feel­ing of sick­ness and dis­gust, re­sumed his seat up­on the log, and for­get­ting mil­i­tary pru­dence struck a match and lit a cigar. In the sud­den black­ness that fol­lowed the ex­tinc­tion of the flame he felt a sense of re­lief; he could no longer see the ob­ject of his aver­sion. Nev­er­the­less, he kept his eyes set in that di­rec­tion un­til it ap­peared again with grow­ing dis­tinct­ness. It seemed to have moved a tri­fle near­er.

			“Damn the thing!” he mut­tered. “What does it want?”

			It did not ap­pear to be in need of any­thing but a soul.

			Byring turned away his eyes and be­gan hum­ming a tune, but he broke off in the mid­dle of a bar and looked at the dead body. Its pres­ence an­noyed him, though he could hard­ly have had a qui­eter neigh­bor. He was con­scious, too, of a vague, in­de­fin­able feel­ing that was new to him. It was not fear, but rather a sense of the su­per­nat­u­ral—in which he did not at all be­lieve.

			“I have in­her­it­ed it,” he said to him­self. “I sup­pose it will re­quire a thou­sand ages—per­haps ten thou­sand—for hu­man­i­ty to out­grow this feel­ing. Where and when did it orig­i­nate? Away back, prob­a­bly, in what is called the cra­dle of the hu­man race—the plains of Cen­tral Asia. What we in­her­it as a su­per­sti­tion our bar­barous an­ces­tors must have held as a rea­son­able con­vic­tion. Doubt­less they be­lieved them­selves jus­ti­fied by facts whose na­ture we can­not even con­jec­ture in think­ing a dead body a ma­lign thing en­dowed with some strange pow­er of mis­chief, with per­haps a will and a pur­pose to ex­ert it. Pos­si­bly they had some aw­ful form of re­li­gion of which that was one of the chief doc­trines, sed­u­lous­ly taught by their priest­hood, as ours teach the im­mor­tal­i­ty of the soul. As the Aryans moved slow­ly on, to and through the Cau­ca­sus pass­es, and spread over Eu­rope, new con­di­tions of life must have re­sult­ed in the for­mu­la­tion of new re­li­gions. The old be­lief in the malev­o­lence of the dead body was lost from the creeds and even per­ished from tra­di­tion, but it left its her­itage of ter­ror, which is trans­mit­ted from gen­er­a­tion to gen­er­a­tion—is as much a part of us as are our blood and bones.”

			In fol­low­ing out his thought he had for­got­ten that which sug­gest­ed it; but now his eye fell again up­on the corpse. The shad­ow had now al­to­geth­er un­cov­ered it. He saw the sharp pro­file, the chin in the air, the whole face, ghast­ly white in the moon­light. The cloth­ing was gray, the uni­form of a Con­fed­er­ate sol­dier. The coat and waist­coat, un­but­toned, had fall­en away on each side, ex­pos­ing the white shirt. The chest seemed un­nat­u­ral­ly prom­i­nent, but the ab­domen had sunk in, leav­ing a sharp pro­jec­tion at the line of the low­er ribs. The arms were ex­tend­ed, the left knee was thrust up­ward. The whole pos­ture im­pressed Byring as hav­ing been stud­ied with a view to the hor­ri­ble.

			“Bah!” he ex­claimed; “he was an ac­tor—he knows how to be dead.”

			He drew away his eyes, di­rect­ing them res­o­lute­ly along one of the roads lead­ing to the front, and re­sumed his phi­los­o­phiz­ing where he had left off.

			“It may be that our Cen­tral Asian an­ces­tors had not the cus­tom of buri­al. In that case it is easy to un­der­stand their fear of the dead, who re­al­ly were a men­ace and an evil. They bred pesti­lences. Chil­dren were taught to avoid the places where they lay, and to run away if by in­ad­ver­tence they came near a corpse. I think, in­deed, I’d bet­ter go away from this chap.”

			He half rose to do so, then re­mem­bered that he had told his men in front and the of­fi­cer in the rear who was to re­lieve him that he could at any time be found at that spot. It was a mat­ter of pride, too. If he aban­doned his post he feared they would think he feared the corpse. He was no cow­ard and he was un­will­ing to in­cur any­body’s ridicule. So he again seat­ed him­self, and to prove his courage looked bold­ly at the body. The right arm—the one far­thest from him—was now in shad­ow. He could bare­ly see the hand which, he had be­fore ob­served, lay at the root of a clump of lau­rel. There had been no change, a fact which gave him a cer­tain com­fort, he could not have said why. He did not at once re­move his eyes; that which we do not wish to see has a strange fas­ci­na­tion, some­times ir­re­sistible. Of the wom­an who cov­ers her eyes with her hands and looks be­tween the fin­gers let it be said that the wits have dealt with her not al­to­geth­er just­ly.

			Byring sud­den­ly be­came con­scious of a pain in his right hand. He with­drew his eyes from his en­e­my and looked at it. He was grasp­ing the hilt of his drawn sword so tight­ly that it hurt him. He ob­served, too, that he was lean­ing for­ward in a strained at­ti­tude—crouch­ing like a glad­i­a­tor ready to spring at the throat of an an­tag­o­nist. His teeth were clenched and he was breath­ing hard. This mat­ter was soon set right, and as his mus­cles re­laxed and he drew a long breath he felt keen­ly enough the lu­di­crous­ness of the in­ci­dent. It af­fect­ed him to laugh­ter. Heav­ens! what sound was that? what mind­less dev­il was ut­ter­ing an un­holy glee in mock­ery of hu­man mer­ri­ment? He sprang to his feet and looked about him, not rec­og­niz­ing his own laugh.

			He could no longer con­ceal from him­self the hor­ri­ble fact of his cow­ardice; he was thor­ough­ly fright­ened! He would have run from the spot, but his legs re­fused their of­fice; they gave way be­neath him and he sat again up­on the log, vi­o­lent­ly trem­bling. His face was wet, his whole body bathed in a chill per­spi­ra­tion. He could not even cry out. Dis­tinct­ly he heard be­hind him a stealthy tread, as of some wild an­i­mal, and dared not look over his shoul­der. Had the soul­less liv­ing joined forces with the soul­less dead?—was it an an­i­mal? Ah, if he could but be as­sured of that! But by no ef­fort of will could he now un­fix his gaze from the face of the dead man.

			I re­peat that Lieu­tenant Byring was a brave and in­tel­li­gent man. But what would you have? Shall a man cope, sin­gle-hand­ed, with so mon­strous an al­liance as that of night and soli­tude and si­lence and the dead—while an in­cal­cu­la­ble host of his own an­ces­tors shriek in­to the ear of his spir­it their cow­ard coun­sel, sing their dole­ful death-songs in his heart, and dis­arm his very blood of all its iron? The odds are too great—courage was not made for so rough use as that.

			One sole con­vic­tion now had the man in pos­ses­sion: that the body had moved. It lay near­er to the edge of its plot of light—there could be no doubt of it. It had al­so moved its arms, for, look, they are both in the shad­ow! A breath of cold air struck Byring full in the face; the boughs of trees above him stirred and moaned. A strong­ly de­fined shad­ow passed across the face of the dead, left it lu­mi­nous, passed back up­on it and left it half ob­scured. The hor­ri­ble thing was vis­i­bly mov­ing! At that mo­ment a sin­gle shot rang out up­on the pick­et-line—a lone­li­er and loud­er, though more dis­tant, shot than ev­er had been heard by mor­tal ear! It broke the spell of that en­chant­ed man; it slew the si­lence and the soli­tude, dis­persed the hin­der­ing host from Cen­tral Asia and re­leased his mod­ern man­hood. With a cry like that of some great bird pounc­ing up­on its prey he sprang for­ward, hot-heart­ed for ac­tion!

			Shot af­ter shot now came from the front. There were shout­ings and con­fu­sion, hoof-beats and desul­to­ry cheers. Away to the rear, in the sleep­ing camp, were a singing of bu­gles and grum­ble of drums. Push­ing through the thick­ets on ei­ther side the roads came the Fed­er­al pick­ets, in full re­treat, fir­ing back­ward at ran­dom as they ran. A strag­gling group that had fol­lowed back one of the roads, as in­struct­ed, sud­den­ly sprang away in­to the bush­es as half a hun­dred horse­men thun­dered by them, strik­ing wild­ly with their sabres as they passed. At head­long speed these mount­ed mad­men shot past the spot where Byring had sat, and van­ished round an an­gle of the road, shout­ing and fir­ing their pis­tols. A mo­ment lat­er there was a roar of mus­ketry, fol­lowed by drop­ping shots—they had en­coun­tered the re­serve-guard in line; and back they came in dire con­fu­sion, with here and there an emp­ty sad­dle and many a mad­dened horse, bul­let-stung, snort­ing and plung­ing with pain. It was all over—“an af­fair of out­posts.”

			The line was reestab­lished with fresh men, the roll called, the strag­glers were re­formed. The Fed­er­al com­man­der with a part of his staff, im­per­fect­ly clad, ap­peared up­on the scene, asked a few ques­tions, looked ex­ceed­ing­ly wise and re­tired. Af­ter stand­ing at arms for an hour the brigade in camp “swore a prayer or two” and went to bed.

			Ear­ly the next morn­ing a fa­tigue-par­ty, com­mand­ed by a cap­tain and ac­com­pa­nied by a sur­geon, searched the ground for dead and wound­ed. At the fork of the road, a lit­tle to one side, they found two bod­ies ly­ing close to­geth­er—that of a Fed­er­al of­fi­cer and that of a Con­fed­er­ate pri­vate. The of­fi­cer had died of a sword-thrust through the heart, but not, ap­par­ent­ly, un­til he had in­flict­ed up­on his en­e­my no few­er than five dread­ful wounds. The dead of­fi­cer lay on his face in a pool of blood, the weapon still in his breast. They turned him on his back and the sur­geon re­moved it.

			“Gad!” said the cap­tain—“It is Byring!”—adding, with a glance at the oth­er, “They had a tough tus­sle.”

			The sur­geon was ex­am­in­ing the sword. It was that of a line of­fi­cer of Fed­er­al in­fantry—ex­act­ly like the one worn by the cap­tain. It was, in fact, Byring’s own. The on­ly oth­er weapon dis­cov­ered was an undis­charged re­volver in the dead of­fi­cer’s belt.

			The sur­geon laid down the sword and ap­proached the oth­er body. It was fright­ful­ly gashed and stabbed, but there was no blood. He took hold of the left foot and tried to straight­en the leg. In the ef­fort the body was dis­placed. The dead do not wish to be moved—it protest­ed with a faint, sick­en­ing odor. Where it had lain were a few mag­gots, man­i­fest­ing an im­be­cile ac­tiv­i­ty.

			The sur­geon looked at the cap­tain. The cap­tain looked at the sur­geon.

		
	
		
			
				One of Twins

				A Let­ter Found Among the Pa­pers of the Late Mor­timer Barr

			
			You ask me if in my ex­pe­ri­ence as one of a pair of twins I ev­er ob­served any­thing un­ac­count­able by the nat­u­ral laws with which we have ac­quain­tance. As to that you shall judge; per­haps we have not all ac­quain­tance with the same nat­u­ral laws. You may know some that I do not, and what is to me un­ac­count­able may be very clear to you.

			You knew my broth­er John—that is, you knew him when you knew that I was not present; but nei­ther you nor, I be­lieve, any hu­man be­ing could dis­tin­guish be­tween him and me if we chose to seem alike. Our par­ents could not; ours is the on­ly in­stance of which I have any knowl­edge of so close re­sem­blance as that. I speak of my broth­er John, but I am not at all sure that his name was not Hen­ry and mine John. We were reg­u­lar­ly chris­tened, but af­ter­ward, in the very act of tat­too­ing us with small dis­tin­guish­ing marks, the op­er­a­tor lost his reck­on­ing; and al­though I bear up­on my fore­arm a small “H” and he bore a “J,” it is by no means cer­tain that the let­ters ought not to have been trans­posed. Dur­ing our boy­hood our par­ents tried to dis­tin­guish us more ob­vi­ous­ly by our cloth­ing and oth­er sim­ple de­vices, but we would so fre­quent­ly ex­change suits and oth­er­wise cir­cum­vent the en­e­my that they aban­doned all such in­ef­fec­tu­al at­tempts, and dur­ing all the years that we lived to­geth­er at home ev­ery­body rec­og­nized the dif­fi­cul­ty of the sit­u­a­tion and made the best of it by call­ing us both “Jehn­ry.” I have of­ten won­dered at my fa­ther’s for­bear­ance in not brand­ing us con­spic­u­ous­ly up­on our un­wor­thy brows, but as we were tol­er­a­bly good boys and used our pow­er of em­bar­rass­ment and an­noy­ance with com­mend­able mod­er­a­tion, we es­caped the iron. My fa­ther was, in fact, a sin­gu­lar­ly good-na­tured man, and I think qui­et­ly en­joyed na­ture’s prac­ti­cal joke.

			Soon af­ter we had come to Cal­i­for­nia, and set­tled at San Jose (where the on­ly good for­tune that await­ed us was our meet­ing with so kind a friend as you) the fam­i­ly, as you know, was bro­ken up by the death of both my par­ents in the same week. My fa­ther died in­sol­vent and the home­stead was sac­ri­ficed to pay his debts. My sis­ters re­turned to rel­a­tives in the East, but ow­ing to your kind­ness John and I, then twen­ty-two years of age, ob­tained em­ploy­ment in San Fran­cis­co, in dif­fer­ent quar­ters of the town. Cir­cum­stances did not per­mit us to live to­geth­er, and we saw each oth­er in­fre­quent­ly, some­times not of­ten­er than once a week. As we had few ac­quain­tances in com­mon, the fact of our ex­tra­or­di­nary like­ness was lit­tle known. I come now to the mat­ter of your in­quiry.

			One day soon af­ter we had come to this city I was walk­ing down Mar­ket street late in the af­ter­noon, when I was ac­cost­ed by a well-dressed man of mid­dle age, who af­ter greet­ing me cor­dial­ly said: “Stevens, I know, of course, that you do not go out much, but I have told my wife about you, and she would be glad to see you at the house. I have a no­tion, too, that my girls are worth know­ing. Sup­pose you come out to­mor­row at six and dine with us, en famille; and then if the ladies can’t amuse you af­ter­ward I’ll stand in with a few games of bil­liards.”

			This was said with so bright a smile and so en­gag­ing a man­ner that I had not the heart to refuse, and al­though I had nev­er seen the man in my life I prompt­ly replied: “You are very good, sir, and it will give me great plea­sure to ac­cept the in­vi­ta­tion. Please present my com­pli­ments to Mrs. Mar­go­v­an and ask her to ex­pect me.”

			With a shake of the hand and a pleas­ant part­ing word the man passed on. That he had mis­tak­en me for my broth­er was plain enough. That was an er­ror to which I was ac­cus­tomed and which it was not my habit to rec­ti­fy un­less the mat­ter seemed im­por­tant. But how had I known that this man’s name was Mar­go­v­an? It cer­tain­ly is not a name that one would ap­ply to a man at ran­dom, with a prob­a­bil­i­ty that it would be right. In point of fact, the name was as strange to me as the man.

			The next morn­ing I has­tened to where my broth­er was em­ployed and met him com­ing out of the of­fice with a num­ber of bills that he was to col­lect. I told him how I had “com­mit­ted” him and added that if he didn’t care to keep the en­gage­ment I should be de­light­ed to con­tin­ue the im­per­son­ation.

			“That’s queer,” he said thought­ful­ly. “Mar­go­v­an is the on­ly man in the of­fice here whom I know well and like. When he came in this morn­ing and we had passed the usu­al greet­ings some sin­gu­lar im­pulse prompt­ed me to say: ‘Oh, I beg your par­don, Mr. Mar­go­v­an, but I ne­glect­ed to ask your ad­dress.’ I got the ad­dress, but what un­der the sun I was to do with it, I did not know un­til now. It’s good of you to of­fer to take the con­se­quence of your im­pu­dence, but I’ll eat that din­ner my­self, if you please.”

			He ate a num­ber of din­ners at the same place—more than were good for him, I may add with­out dis­parag­ing their qual­i­ty; for he fell in love with Miss Mar­go­v­an, pro­posed mar­riage to her and was heart­less­ly ac­cept­ed.

			Sev­er­al weeks af­ter I had been in­formed of the en­gage­ment, but be­fore it had been con­ve­nient for me to make the ac­quain­tance of the young wom­an and her fam­i­ly, I met one day on Kear­ney street a hand­some but some­what dis­si­pat­ed-look­ing man whom some­thing prompt­ed me to fol­low and watch, which I did with­out any scru­ple what­ev­er. He turned up Geary street and fol­lowed it un­til he came to Union square. There he looked at his watch, then en­tered the square. He loi­tered about the paths for some time, ev­i­dent­ly wait­ing for some­one. Present­ly he was joined by a fash­ion­ably dressed and beau­ti­ful young wom­an and the two walked away up Stock­ton street, I fol­low­ing. I now felt the ne­ces­si­ty of ex­treme cau­tion, for al­though the girl was a stranger it seemed to me that she would rec­og­nize me at a glance. They made sev­er­al turns from one street to an­oth­er and fi­nal­ly, af­ter both had tak­en a hasty look all about—which I nar­row­ly evad­ed by step­ping in­to a door­way—they en­tered a house of which I do not care to state the lo­ca­tion. Its lo­ca­tion was bet­ter than its char­ac­ter.

			I protest that my ac­tion in play­ing the spy up­on these two strangers was with­out as­sign­a­ble mo­tive. It was one of which I might or might not be ashamed, ac­cord­ing to my es­ti­mate of the char­ac­ter of the per­son find­ing it out. As an es­sen­tial part of a nar­ra­tive educed by your ques­tion it is re­lat­ed here with­out hes­i­tan­cy or shame.

			A week lat­er John took me to the house of his prospec­tive fa­ther-in-law, and in Miss Mar­go­v­an, as you have al­ready sur­mised, but to my pro­found as­ton­ish­ment, I rec­og­nized the hero­ine of that dis­cred­itable ad­ven­ture. A glo­ri­ous­ly beau­ti­ful hero­ine of a dis­cred­itable ad­ven­ture I must in jus­tice ad­mit that she was; but that fact has on­ly this im­por­tance: her beau­ty was such a sur­prise to me that it cast a doubt up­on her iden­ti­ty with the young wom­an I had seen be­fore; how could the mar­velous fas­ci­na­tion of her face have failed to strike me at that time? But no—there was no pos­si­bil­i­ty of er­ror; the dif­fer­ence was due to cos­tume, light and gen­er­al sur­round­ings.

			John and I passed the evening at the house, en­dur­ing, with the for­ti­tude of long ex­pe­ri­ence, such del­i­cate enough ban­ter as our like­ness nat­u­ral­ly sug­gest­ed. When the young la­dy and I were left alone for a few min­utes I looked her square­ly in the face and said with sud­den grav­i­ty:

			“You, too, Miss Mar­go­v­an, have a dou­ble: I saw her last Tues­day af­ter­noon in Union square.”

			She trained her great gray eyes up­on me for a mo­ment, but her glance was a tri­fle less steady than my own and she with­drew it, fix­ing it on the tip of her shoe.

			“Was she very like me?” she asked, with an in­dif­fer­ence which I thought a lit­tle over­done.

			“So like,” said I, “that I great­ly ad­mired her, and be­ing un­will­ing to lose sight of her I con­fess that I fol­lowed her un­til—Miss Mar­go­v­an, are you sure that you un­der­stand?”

			She was now pale, but en­tire­ly calm. She again raised her eyes to mine, with a look that did not fal­ter.

			“What do you wish me to do?” she asked. “You need not fear to name your terms. I ac­cept them.”

			It was plain, even in the brief time giv­en me for re­flec­tion, that in deal­ing with this girl or­di­nary meth­ods would not do, and or­di­nary ex­ac­tions were need­less.

			“Miss Mar­go­v­an,” I said, doubt­less with some­thing of the com­pas­sion in my voice that I had in my heart, “it is im­pos­si­ble not to think you the vic­tim of some hor­ri­ble com­pul­sion. Rather than im­pose new em­bar­rass­ments up­on you I would pre­fer to aid you to re­gain your free­dom.”

			She shook her head, sad­ly and hope­less­ly, and I con­tin­ued, with ag­i­ta­tion:

			“Your beau­ty un­nerves me. I am dis­armed by your frank­ness and your dis­tress. If you are free to act up­on con­science you will, I be­lieve, do what you con­ceive to be best; if you are not—well, Heav­en help us all! You have noth­ing to fear from me but such op­po­si­tion to this mar­riage as I can try to jus­ti­fy on—on oth­er grounds.”

			These were not my ex­act words, but that was the sense of them, as near­ly as my sud­den and con­flict­ing emo­tions per­mit­ted me to ex­press it. I rose and left her with­out an­oth­er look at her, met the oth­ers as they reen­tered the room and said, as calm­ly as I could: “I have been bid­ding Miss Mar­go­v­an good evening; it is lat­er than I thought.”

			John de­cid­ed to go with me. In the street he asked if I had ob­served any­thing sin­gu­lar in Ju­lia’s man­ner.

			“I thought her ill,” I replied; “that is why I left.” Noth­ing more was said.

			The next evening I came late to my lodg­ings. The events of the pre­vi­ous evening had made me ner­vous and ill; I had tried to cure my­self and at­tain to clear think­ing by walk­ing in the open air, but I was op­pressed with a hor­ri­ble pre­sen­ti­ment of evil—a pre­sen­ti­ment which I could not for­mu­late. It was a chill, fog­gy night; my cloth­ing and hair were damp and I shook with cold. In my dress­ing-gown and slip­pers be­fore a blaz­ing grate of coals I was even more un­com­fort­able. I no longer shiv­ered but shud­dered—there is a dif­fer­ence. The dread of some im­pend­ing calami­ty was so strong and dispir­it­ing that I tried to drive it away by invit­ing a re­al sor­row—tried to dis­pel the con­cep­tion of a ter­ri­ble fu­ture by sub­sti­tut­ing the mem­o­ry of a painful past. I re­called the death of my par­ents and en­deav­ored to fix my mind up­on the last sad scenes at their bed­sides and their graves. It all seemed vague and un­re­al, as hav­ing oc­curred ages ago and to an­oth­er per­son. Sud­den­ly, strik­ing through my thought and part­ing it as a tense cord is part­ed by the stroke of steel—I can think of no oth­er com­par­i­son—I heard a sharp cry as of one in mor­tal agony! The voice was that of my broth­er and seemed to come from the street out­side my win­dow. I sprang to the win­dow and threw it open. A street lamp di­rect­ly op­po­site threw a wan and ghast­ly light up­on the wet pave­ment and the fronts of the hous­es. A sin­gle po­lice­man, with up­turned col­lar, was lean­ing against a gatepost, qui­et­ly smok­ing a cigar. No one else was in sight. I closed the win­dow and pulled down the shade, seat­ed my­self be­fore the fire and tried to fix my mind up­on my sur­round­ings. By way of as­sist­ing, by per­for­mance of some fa­mil­iar act, I looked at my watch; it marked half-past eleven. Again I heard that aw­ful cry! It seemed in the room—at my side. I was fright­ened and for some mo­ments had not the pow­er to move. A few min­utes lat­er—I have no rec­ol­lec­tion of the in­ter­me­di­ate time—I found my­self hur­ry­ing along an un­fa­mil­iar street as fast as I could walk. I did not know where I was, nor whith­er I was go­ing, but present­ly sprang up the steps of a house be­fore which were two or three car­riages and in which were mov­ing lights and a sub­dued con­fu­sion of voic­es. It was the house of Mr. Mar­go­v­an.

			You know, good friend, what had oc­curred there. In one cham­ber lay Ju­lia Mar­go­v­an, hours dead by poi­son; in an­oth­er John Stevens, bleed­ing from a pis­tol wound in the chest, in­flict­ed by his own hand. As I burst in­to the room, pushed aside the physi­cians and laid my hand up­on his fore­head he un­closed his eyes, stared blankly, closed them slow­ly and died with­out a sign.

			I knew no more un­til six weeks af­ter­ward, when I had been nursed back to life by your own saint­ly wife in your own beau­ti­ful home. All of that you know, but what you do not know is this—which, how­ev­er, has no bear­ing up­on the sub­ject of your psy­cho­log­i­cal re­search­es—at least not up­on that branch of them in which, with a del­i­ca­cy and con­sid­er­a­tion all your own, you have asked for less as­sis­tance than I think I have giv­en you:

			One moon­light night sev­er­al years af­ter­ward I was pass­ing through Union square. The hour was late and the square de­sert­ed. Cer­tain mem­o­ries of the past nat­u­ral­ly came in­to my mind as I came to the spot where I had once wit­nessed that fate­ful assig­na­tion, and with that un­ac­count­able per­ver­si­ty which prompts us to dwell up­on thoughts of the most painful char­ac­ter I seat­ed my­self up­on one of the bench­es to in­dulge them. A man en­tered the square and came along the walk to­ward me. His hands were clasped be­hind him, his head was bowed; he seemed to ob­serve noth­ing. As he ap­proached the shad­ow in which I sat I rec­og­nized him as the man whom I had seen meet Ju­lia Mar­go­v­an years be­fore at that spot. But he was ter­ri­bly al­tered—gray, worn and hag­gard. Dis­si­pa­tion and vice were in ev­i­dence in ev­ery look; ill­ness was no less ap­par­ent. His cloth­ing was in dis­or­der, his hair fell across his fore­head in a de­range­ment which was at once un­can­ny and pic­turesque. He looked fit­ter for re­straint than lib­er­ty—the re­straint of a hos­pi­tal.

			With no de­fined pur­pose I rose and con­front­ed him. He raised his head and looked me full in the face. I have no words to de­scribe the ghast­ly change that came over his own; it was a look of un­speak­able ter­ror—he thought him­self eye to eye with a ghost. But he was a coura­geous man. “Damn you, John Stevens!” he cried, and lift­ing his trem­bling arm he dashed his fist fee­bly at my face and fell head­long up­on the grav­el as I walked away.

			Some­body found him there, stone-dead. Noth­ing more is known of him, not even his name. To know of a man that he is dead should be enough.

		
	
		
			The Haunted Valley

			
				
					I

					How Trees Are Felled in Chi­na

				
				A half-mile north from Jo. Dun­fer’s, on the road from Hut­ton’s to Mex­i­can Hill, the high­way dips in­to a sun­less ravine which opens out on ei­ther hand in a half-con­fi­den­tial man­ner, as if it had a se­cret to im­part at some more con­ve­nient sea­son. I nev­er used to ride through it with­out look­ing first to the one side and then to the oth­er, to see if the time had ar­rived for the rev­e­la­tion. If I saw noth­ing—and I nev­er did see any­thing—there was no feel­ing of dis­ap­point­ment, for I knew the dis­clo­sure was mere­ly with­held tem­po­rar­ily for some good rea­son which I had no right to ques­tion. That I should one day be tak­en in­to full con­fi­dence I no more doubt­ed than I doubt­ed the ex­is­tence of Jo. Dun­fer him­self, through whose premis­es the ravine ran.

				It was said that Jo. had once un­der­tak­en to erect a cab­in in some re­mote part of it, but for some rea­son had aban­doned the en­ter­prise and con­struct­ed his present her­maph­ro­dite habi­ta­tion, half res­i­dence and half grog­gery, at the road­side, up­on an ex­treme cor­ner of his es­tate; as far away as pos­si­ble, as if on pur­pose to show how rad­i­cal­ly he had changed his mind.

				This Jo. Dun­fer—or, as he was fa­mil­iar­ly known in the neigh­bor­hood, Whisky Jo.—was a very im­por­tant per­son­age in those parts. He was ap­par­ent­ly about forty years of age, a long, shock-head­ed fel­low, with a cord­ed face, a gnarled arm and a knot­ty hand like a bunch of prison-keys. He was a hairy man, with a stoop in his walk, like that of one who is about to spring up­on some­thing and rend it.

				Next to the pe­cu­liar­i­ty to which he owed his lo­cal ap­pel­la­tion, Mr. Dun­fer’s most ob­vi­ous char­ac­ter­is­tic was a deep-seat­ed an­tipa­thy to the Chi­nese. I saw him once in a tow­er­ing rage be­cause one of his herds­men had per­mit­ted a trav­el-heat­ed Asian to slake his thirst at the horse-trough in front of the sa­loon end of Jo.’s es­tab­lish­ment. I ven­tured faint­ly to re­mon­strate with Jo. for his unchris­tian spir­it, but he mere­ly ex­plained that there was noth­ing about Chi­na­men in the New Tes­ta­ment, and strode away to wreak his dis­plea­sure up­on his dog, which al­so, I sup­pose, the in­spired scribes had over­looked.

				Some days af­ter­ward, find­ing him sit­ting alone in his bar­room, I cau­tious­ly ap­proached the sub­ject, when, great­ly to my re­lief, the ha­bit­u­al aus­ter­i­ty of his ex­pres­sion vis­i­bly soft­ened in­to some­thing that I took for con­de­scen­sion.

				“You young East­ern­ers,” he said, “are a mile-and-a-half too good for this coun­try, and you don’t catch on to our play. Peo­ple who don’t know a Chileño from a Kana­ka can af­ford to hang out lib­er­al ideas about Chi­nese im­mi­gra­tion, but a fel­low that has to fight for his bone with a lot of mon­grel coolies hasn’t any time for fool­ish­ness.”

				This long con­sumer, who had prob­a­bly nev­er done an hon­est day’s-work in his life, sprung the lid of a Chi­nese to­bac­co-box and with thumb and fore­fin­ger forked out a wad like a small hay­cock. Hold­ing this re­in­force­ment with­in sup­port­ing dis­tance he fired away with re­newed con­fi­dence.

				“They’re a flight of de­vour­ing lo­custs, and they’re go­ing for ev­ery­thing green in this God blest land, if you want to know.”

				Here he pushed his re­serve in­to the breach and when his gab­ble-gear was again dis­en­gaged re­sumed his up­lift­ing dis­course.

				“I had one of them on this ranch five years ago, and I’ll tell you about it, so that you can see the nub of this whole ques­tion. I didn’t pan out par­tic­u­lar­ly well those days—drank more whisky than was pre­scribed for me and didn’t seem to care for my du­ty as a pa­tri­ot­ic Amer­i­can cit­i­zen; so I took that pa­gan in, as a kind of cook. But when I got re­li­gion over at the Hill and they talked of run­ning me for the Leg­is­la­ture it was giv­en to me to see the light. But what was I to do? If I gave him the go some­body else would take him, and mightn’t treat him white. What was I to do? What would any good Chris­tian do, es­pe­cial­ly one new to the trade and full to the neck with the broth­er­hood of Man and the fa­ther­hood of God?”

				Jo. paused for a re­ply, with an ex­pres­sion of un­sta­ble sat­is­fac­tion, as of one who has solved a prob­lem by a dis­trust­ed method. Present­ly he rose and swal­lowed a glass of whisky from a full bot­tle on the counter, then re­sumed his sto­ry.

				“Be­sides, he didn’t count for much—didn’t know any­thing and gave him­self airs. They all do that. I said him nay, but he muled it through on that line while he last­ed; but af­ter turn­ing the oth­er cheek sev­en­ty and sev­en times I doc­tored the dice so that he didn’t last for­ev­er. And I’m almighty glad I had the sand to do it.”

				Jo.’s glad­ness, which some­how did not im­press me, was du­ly and os­ten­ta­tious­ly cel­e­brat­ed at the bot­tle.

				“About five years ago I start­ed in to stick up a shack. That was be­fore this one was built, and I put it in an­oth­er place. I set Ah Wee and a lit­tle cuss named Go­pher to cut­ting the tim­ber. Of course I didn’t ex­pect Ah Wee to help much, for he had a face like a day in June and big black eyes—I guess maybe they were the damn’dest eyes in this neck o’ woods.”

				While de­liv­er­ing this tren­chant thrust at com­mon sense Mr. Dun­fer ab­sent­ly re­gard­ed a knot­hole in the thin board par­ti­tion sep­a­rat­ing the bar from the liv­ing-room, as if that were one of the eyes whose size and col­or had in­ca­pac­i­tat­ed his ser­vant for good ser­vice.

				“Now you East­ern ga­loots won’t be­lieve any­thing against the yel­low dev­ils,” he sud­den­ly flamed out with an ap­pear­ance of earnest­ness not al­to­geth­er con­vinc­ing, “but I tell you that Chink was the per­vers­est scoundrel out­side San Fran­cis­co. The mis­er­able pig­tail Mon­go­lian went to hew­ing away at the saplings all round the stems, like a worm o’ the dust gnaw­ing a radish. I point­ed out his er­ror as pa­tient­ly as I knew how, and showed him how to cut them on two sides, so as to make them fall right; but no soon­er would I turn my back on him, like this”—and he turned it on me, am­pli­fy­ing the il­lus­tra­tion by tak­ing some more liquor—“than he was at it again. It was just this way: while I looked at him, so”—re­gard­ing me rather un­steadi­ly and with ev­i­dent com­plex­i­ty of vi­sion—“he was all right; but when I looked away, so”—tak­ing a long pull at the bot­tle—“he de­fied me. Then I’d gaze at him re­proach­ful­ly, so, and but­ter wouldn’t have melt­ed in his mouth.”

				Doubt­less Mr. Dun­fer hon­est­ly in­tend­ed the look that he fixed up­on me to be mere­ly re­proach­ful, but it was sin­gu­lar­ly fit to arouse the gravest ap­pre­hen­sion in any un­armed per­son in­cur­ring it; and as I had lost all in­ter­est in his point­less and in­ter­minable nar­ra­tive, I rose to go. Be­fore I had fair­ly risen, he had again turned to the counter, and with a bare­ly au­di­ble “so,” had emp­tied the bot­tle at a gulp.

				Heav­ens! what a yell! It was like a Ti­tan in his last, strong agony. Jo. stag­gered back af­ter emit­ting it, as a can­non re­coils from its own thun­der, and then dropped in­to his chair, as if he had been “knocked in the head” like a beef—his eyes drawn side­wise to­ward the wall, with a stare of ter­ror. Look­ing in the same di­rec­tion, I saw that the knot­hole in the wall had in­deed be­come a hu­man eye—a full, black eye, that glared in­to my own with an en­tire lack of ex­pres­sion more aw­ful than the most dev­il­ish glit­ter. I think I must have cov­ered my face with my hands to shut out the hor­ri­ble il­lu­sion, if such it was, and Jo.’s lit­tle white man-of-all-work com­ing in­to the room broke the spell, and I walked out of the house with a sort of dazed fear that delir­i­um tremens might be in­fec­tious. My horse was hitched at the wa­ter­ing-trough, and un­ty­ing him I mount­ed and gave him his head, too much trou­bled in mind to note whith­er he took me.

				I did not know what to think of all this, and like ev­ery one who does not know what to think I thought a great deal, and to lit­tle pur­pose. The on­ly re­flec­tion that seemed at all sat­is­fac­to­ry, was, that on the mor­row I should be some miles away, with a strong prob­a­bil­i­ty of nev­er re­turn­ing.

				A sud­den cool­ness brought me out of my ab­strac­tion, and look­ing up I found my­self en­ter­ing the deep shad­ows of the ravine. The day was sti­fling; and this tran­si­tion from the piti­less, vis­i­ble heat of the parched fields to the cool gloom, heavy with pun­gen­cy of cedars and vo­cal with twit­ter­ing of the birds that had been driv­en to its leafy asy­lum, was exquisite­ly re­fresh­ing. I looked for my mys­tery, as usu­al, but not find­ing the ravine in a com­mu­nica­tive mood, dis­mount­ed, led my sweat­ing an­i­mal in­to the un­der­growth, tied him se­cure­ly to a tree and sat down up­on a rock to med­i­tate.

				I be­gan brave­ly by an­a­lyz­ing my pet su­per­sti­tion about the place. Hav­ing re­solved it in­to its con­stituent el­e­ments I ar­ranged them in con­ve­nient troops and squadrons, and col­lect­ing all the forces of my log­ic bore down up­on them from im­preg­nable premis­es with the thun­der of ir­re­sistible con­clu­sions and a great noise of char­i­ots and gen­er­al in­tel­lec­tu­al shout­ing. Then, when my big men­tal guns had over­turned all op­po­si­tion, and were growl­ing al­most in­audi­bly away on the hori­zon of pure spec­u­la­tion, the rout­ed en­e­my strag­gled in up­on their rear, massed silent­ly in­to a sol­id pha­lanx, and cap­tured me, bag and bag­gage. An in­de­fin­able dread came up­on me. I rose to shake it off, and be­gan thread­ing the nar­row dell by an old, grass-grown cow-path that seemed to flow along the bot­tom, as a sub­sti­tute for the brook that Na­ture had ne­glect­ed to pro­vide.

				The trees among which the path strag­gled were or­di­nary, well-be­haved plants, a tri­fle per­vert­ed as to trunk and ec­cen­tric as to bough, but with noth­ing un­earth­ly in their gen­er­al as­pect. A few loose boul­ders, which had de­tached them­selves from the sides of the de­pres­sion to set up an in­de­pen­dent ex­is­tence at the bot­tom, had dammed up the path­way, here and there, but their stony re­pose had noth­ing in it of the still­ness of death. There was a kind of death-cham­ber hush in the val­ley, it is true, and a mys­te­ri­ous whis­per above: the wind was just fin­ger­ing the tops of the trees—that was all.

				I had not thought of con­nect­ing Jo. Dun­fer’s drunk­en nar­ra­tive with what I now sought, and on­ly when I came in­to a clear space and stum­bled over the lev­el trunks of some small trees did I have the rev­e­la­tion. This was the site of the aban­doned “shack.” The dis­cov­ery was ver­i­fied by not­ing that some of the rot­ting stumps were hacked all round, in a most un­wood­man­like way, while oth­ers were cut straight across, and the butt ends of the cor­re­spond­ing trunks had the blunt wedge-form giv­en by the axe of a mas­ter.

				The open­ing among the trees was not more than thir­ty paces across. At one side was a lit­tle knoll—a nat­u­ral hillock, bare of shrub­bery but cov­ered with wild grass, and on this, stand­ing out of the grass, the head­stone of a grave!

				I do not re­mem­ber that I felt any­thing like sur­prise at this dis­cov­ery. I viewed that lone­ly grave with some­thing of the feel­ing that Colum­bus must have had when he saw the hills and head­lands of the new world. Be­fore ap­proach­ing it I leisure­ly com­plet­ed my sur­vey of the sur­round­ings. I was even guilty of the af­fec­ta­tion of wind­ing my watch at that un­usu­al hour, and with need­less care and de­lib­er­a­tion. Then I ap­proached my mys­tery.

				The grave—a rather short one—was in some­what bet­ter re­pair than was con­sis­tent with its ob­vi­ous age and iso­la­tion, and my eyes, I dare say, widened a tri­fle at a clump of un­mis­tak­able gar­den flow­ers show­ing ev­i­dence of re­cent wa­ter­ing. The stone had clear­ly enough done du­ty once as a doorstep. In its front was carved, or rather dug, an in­scrip­tion. It read thus:

				
					Ah Wee—Chi­na­man.

					Age un­known. Worked for Jo. Dun­fer.

					This mon­u­ment is erect­ed by him to keep the Chink’s

					mem­o­ry green. Like­wise as a warn­ing to Ce­les­tials

					not to take on airs. Dev­il take ’em!

					She Was a Good Egg.

				

				I can­not ad­e­quate­ly re­late my as­ton­ish­ment at this un­com­mon in­scrip­tion! The mea­gre but suf­fi­cient iden­ti­fi­ca­tion of the de­ceased; the im­pu­dent can­dor of con­fes­sion; the bru­tal anath­e­ma; the lu­di­crous change of sex and sen­ti­ment—all marked this record as the work of one who must have been at least as much de­ment­ed as be­reaved. I felt that any fur­ther dis­clo­sure would be a pal­try an­ti­cli­max, and with an un­con­scious re­gard for dra­mat­ic ef­fect turned square­ly about and walked away. Nor did I re­turn to that part of the coun­ty for four years.

			
			
				
					II

					Who Drives Sane Ox­en Should Him­self Be Sane

				
				“Gee-up, there, old Fud­dy-Dud­dy!”

				This unique ad­ju­ra­tion came from the lips of a queer lit­tle man perched up­on a wag­on­ful of fire­wood, be­hind a brace of ox­en that were haul­ing it eas­i­ly along with a sim­u­la­tion of mighty ef­fort which had ev­i­dent­ly not im­posed on their lord and mas­ter. As that gen­tle­man hap­pened at the mo­ment to be star­ing me square­ly in the face as I stood by the road­side it was not al­to­geth­er clear whether he was ad­dress­ing me or his beasts; nor could I say if they were named Fud­dy and Dud­dy and were both sub­jects of the im­per­a­tive verb “to gee-up.” Any­how the com­mand pro­duced no ef­fect on us, and the queer lit­tle man re­moved his eyes from mine long enough to spear Fud­dy and Dud­dy al­ter­nate­ly with a long pole, re­mark­ing, qui­et­ly but with feel­ing: “Dern your skin,” as if they en­joyed that in­tegu­ment in com­mon. Ob­serv­ing that my re­quest for a ride took no at­ten­tion, and find­ing my­self fall­ing slow­ly astern, I placed one foot up­on the in­ner cir­cum­fer­ence of a hind wheel and was slow­ly el­e­vat­ed to the lev­el of the hub, whence I board­ed the con­cern, sans céré­monie, and scram­bling for­ward seat­ed my­self be­side the driv­er—who took no no­tice of me un­til he had ad­min­is­tered an­oth­er in­dis­crim­i­nate cas­ti­ga­tion to his cat­tle, ac­com­pa­nied with the ad­vice to “buck­le down, you derned In­ca­pable!” Then, the mas­ter of the out­fit (or rather the for­mer mas­ter, for I could not sup­press a whim­si­cal feel­ing that the en­tire es­tab­lish­ment was my law­ful prize) trained his big, black eyes up­on me with an ex­pres­sion strange­ly, and some­what un­pleas­ant­ly, fa­mil­iar, laid down his rod—which nei­ther blos­somed nor turned in­to a ser­pent, as I half ex­pect­ed—fold­ed his arms, and grave­ly de­mand­ed, “W’at did you do to W’isky?”

				My nat­u­ral re­ply would have been that I drank it, but there was some­thing about the query that sug­gest­ed a hid­den sig­nif­i­cance, and some­thing about the man that did not in­vite a shal­low jest. And so, hav­ing no oth­er an­swer ready, I mere­ly held my tongue, but felt as if I were rest­ing un­der an im­pu­ta­tion of guilt, and that my si­lence was be­ing con­strued in­to a con­fes­sion.

				Just then a cold shad­ow fell up­on my cheek, and caused me to look up. We were de­scend­ing in­to my ravine! I can­not de­scribe the sen­sa­tion that came up­on me: I had not seen it since it un­bo­somed it­self four years be­fore, and now I felt like one to whom a friend has made some sor­row­ing con­fes­sion of crime long past, and who has base­ly de­sert­ed him in con­se­quence. The old mem­o­ries of Jo. Dun­fer, his frag­men­tary rev­e­la­tion, and the un­sat­is­fy­ing ex­plana­to­ry note by the head­stone, came back with sin­gu­lar dis­tinct­ness. I won­dered what had be­come of Jo., and—I turned sharply round and asked my pris­on­er. He was in­tent­ly watch­ing his cat­tle, and with­out with­draw­ing his eyes replied:

				“Gee-up, old Ter­rapin! He lies aside of Ah Wee up the gulch. Like to see it? They al­ways come back to the spot—I’ve been ex­pectin’ you. H-woa!”

				At the enun­ci­a­tion of the as­pi­rate, Fud­dy-Dud­dy, the in­ca­pable ter­rapin, came to a dead halt, and be­fore the vow­el had died away up the ravine had fold­ed up all his eight legs and lain down in the dusty road, re­gard­less of the ef­fect up­on his derned skin. The queer lit­tle man slid off his seat to the ground and start­ed up the dell with­out deign­ing to look back to see if I was fol­low­ing. But I was.

				It was about the same sea­son of the year, and at near the same hour of the day, of my last vis­it. The jays clam­ored loud­ly, and the trees whis­pered dark­ly, as be­fore; and I some­how traced in the two sounds a fan­ci­ful anal­o­gy to the open boast­ful­ness of Mr. Jo. Dun­fer’s mouth and the mys­te­ri­ous ret­i­cence of his man­ner, and to the min­gled hardi­hood and ten­der­ness of his sole lit­er­ary pro­duc­tion—the epi­taph. All things in the val­ley seemed un­changed, ex­cept­ing the cow-path, which was al­most whol­ly over­grown with weeds. When we came out in­to the “clear­ing,” how­ev­er, there was change enough. Among the stumps and trunks of the fall­en saplings, those that had been hacked “Chi­na fash­ion” were no longer dis­tin­guish­able from those that were cut “ ’Mel­i­can way.” It was as if the Old-World bar­barism and the New-World civ­i­liza­tion had rec­on­ciled their dif­fer­ences by the ar­bi­tra­tion of an im­par­tial de­cay—as is the way of civ­i­liza­tions. The knoll was there, but the Hun­nish bram­bles had over­run and all but oblit­er­at­ed its ef­fete grass­es; and the pa­tri­cian gar­den-vi­o­let had ca­pit­u­lat­ed to his ple­beian broth­er—per­haps had mere­ly re­vert­ed to his orig­i­nal type. An­oth­er grave—a long, ro­bust mound—had been made be­side the first, which seemed to shrink from the com­par­i­son; and in the shad­ow of a new head­stone the old one lay pros­trate, with its mar­velous in­scrip­tion il­leg­i­ble by ac­cu­mu­la­tion of leaves and soil. In point of lit­er­ary mer­it the new was in­fe­ri­or to the old—was even re­pul­sive in its terse and sav­age joc­u­lar­i­ty:

				
					
						Jo. Dun­fer. Done For.
					

				

				I turned from it with in­dif­fer­ence, and brush­ing away the leaves from the tablet of the dead pa­gan re­stored to light the mock­ing words which, fresh from their long ne­glect, seemed to have a cer­tain pathos. My guide, too, ap­peared to take on an added se­ri­ous­ness as he read it, and I fan­cied that I could de­tect be­neath his whim­si­cal man­ner some­thing of man­li­ness, al­most of dig­ni­ty. But while I looked at him his for­mer as­pect, so sub­tly in­hu­man, so tan­ta­liz­ing­ly fa­mil­iar, crept back in­to his big eyes, re­pel­lant and at­trac­tive. I re­solved to make an end of the mys­tery if pos­si­ble.

				“My friend,” I said, point­ing to the small­er grave, “did Jo. Dun­fer mur­der that Chi­na­man?”

				He was lean­ing against a tree and look­ing across the open space in­to the top of an­oth­er, or in­to the blue sky be­yond. He nei­ther with­drew his eyes, nor al­tered his pos­ture as he slow­ly replied:

				“No, sir; he jus­ti­fi­ably homi­cid­ed him.”

				“Then he re­al­ly did kill him.”

				“Kill ’im? I should say he did, rather. Doesn’t ev­ery­body know that? Didn’t he stan’ up be­fore the coro­ner’s ju­ry and con­fess it? And didn’t they find a ver­dict of ‘Came to ’is death by a whole­some Chris­tian sen­ti­ment workin’ in the Cau­casian breast’? An’ didn’t the church at the Hill turn W’isky down for it? And didn’t the sov­er­eign peo­ple elect him Jus­tice of the Peace to get even on the gospel­ers? I don’t know where you were brought up.”

				“But did Jo. do that be­cause the Chi­na­man did not, or would n’ot, learn to cut down trees like a white man?”

				“Sure!—it stan’s so on the record, which makes it true an’ le­gal. My knowin’ bet­ter doesn’t make any dif­fer­ence with le­gal truth; it wasn’t my fu­ner­al and I wasn’t in­vit­ed to de­liv­er an ora­tion. But the fact is, W’isky was jeal­ous o’ me”—and the lit­tle wretch ac­tu­al­ly swelled out like a turk­ey­cock and made a pre­tense of ad­just­ing an imag­i­nary neck­tie, not­ing the ef­fect in the palm of his hand, held up be­fore him to rep­re­sent a mir­ror.

				“Jeal­ous of you!” I re­peat­ed with ill-man­nered as­ton­ish­ment.

				“That’s what I said. Why not?—don’t I look all right?”

				He as­sumed a mock­ing at­ti­tude of stud­ied grace, and twitched the wrin­kles out of his thread­bare waist­coat. Then, sud­den­ly drop­ping his voice to a low pitch of sin­gu­lar sweet­ness, he con­tin­ued:

				“W’isky thought a lot o’ that Chink; no­body but me knew how ’e dot­ed on ’im. Couldn’t bear ’im out of ’is sight, the derned pro­to­plasm! And w’en ’e came down to this clear-in’ one day an’ found him an’ me ne­glectin’ our work—him asleep an’ me grap­plin a taran­tu­la out of ’is sleeve—W’isky laid hold of my axe and let us have it, good an’ hard! I dodged just then, for the spi­der bit me, but Ah Wee got it bad in the side an’ tum­bled about like any­thing. W’isky was just weigh-in’ me out one w’en ’e saw the spi­der fas­tened on my fin­ger; then ’e knew he’d made a jack ass of ’im­self. He threw away the axe and got down on ’is knees along­side of Ah Wee, who gave a last lit­tle kick and opened ’is eyes—he had eyes like mine—an’ puttin’ up ’is hands drew down W’isky’s ug­ly head and held it there w’ile ’e stayed. That wasn’t long, for a trem­blin’ ran through ’im and ’e gave a bit of a moan an’ beat the game.”

				Dur­ing the progress of the sto­ry the nar­ra­tor had be­come trans­fig­ured. The com­ic, or rather, the sar­don­ic el­e­ment was all out of him, and as he paint­ed that strange scene it was with dif­fi­cul­ty that I kept my com­po­sure. And this con­sum­mate ac­tor had some­how so man­aged me that the sym­pa­thy due to his drama­tis per­son­ae was giv­en to him­self. I stepped for­ward to grasp his hand, when sud­den­ly a broad grin danced across his face and with a light, mock­ing laugh he con­tin­ued:

				“W’en W’isky got ’is nut out o’ that ’e was a sight to see! All his fine clothes—he dressed mighty blindin’ those days—were spoiled ev­er­lastin’! ’Is hair was towsled and his face—what I could see of it—was whiter than the ace of lilies. ’E stared once at me, and looked away as if I didn’t count; an’ then there were shootin’ pains chasin’ one an­oth­er from my bit­ten fin­ger in­to my head, and it was Go­pher to the dark. That’s why I wasn’t at the in­quest.”

				“But why did you hold your tongue af­ter­ward?” I asked.

				“It’s that kind of tongue,” he replied, and not an­oth­er word would he say about it.

				“Af­ter that W’isky took to drinkin’ hard­er an’ hard­er, and was ra­bider an’ ra­bider an­ti-coolie, but I don’t think ’e was ev­er par­tic­u­lar­ly glad that ’e dis­pelled Ah Wee. He didn’t put on so much dog about it w’en we were alone as w’en he had the ear of a derned Spec­tac­u­lar Ex­trav­a­gan­za like you. ’E put up that head­stone and gouged the in­scrip­tion ac­cordin’ to his varyin’ moods. It took ’im three weeks, workin’ be­tween drinks. I gouged his in one day.”

				“When did Jo. die?” I asked rather ab­sent­ly. The an­swer took my breath:

				“Pret­ty soon af­ter I looked at him through that knot­hole, w’en you had put some­thing in his w’isky, you derned Bor­gia!”

				Re­cov­er­ing some­what from my sur­prise at this as­tound­ing charge, I was half-mind­ed to throt­tle the au­da­cious ac­cus­er, but was re­strained by a sud­den con­vic­tion that came to me in the light of a rev­e­la­tion. I fixed a grave look up­on him and asked, as calm­ly as I could: “And when did you go loony?”

				“Nine years ago!” he shrieked, throw­ing out his clenched hands—“nine years ago, w’en that big brute killed the wom­an who loved him bet­ter than she did me!—me who had fol­lowed ’er from San Fran­cis­co, where ’e won ’er at draw pok­er!—me who had watched over ’er for years w’en the scoundrel she be­longed to was ashamed to ac­knowl­edge ’er and treat ’er white!—me who for her sake kept ’is cussed se­cret till it ate ’im up!—me who w’en you poi­soned the beast ful­filled ’is last re­quest to lay ’im along­side ’er and give ’im a stone to the head of ’im! And I’ve nev­er since seen ’er grave till now, for I didn’t want to meet ’im here.”

				“Meet him? Why, Go­pher, my poor fel­low, he is dead!”

				“That’s why I’m afraid of ’im.”

				I fol­lowed the lit­tle wretch back to his wag­on and wrung his hand at part­ing. It was now night­fall, and as I stood there at the road­side in the deep­en­ing gloom, watch­ing the blank out­lines of the re­ced­ing wag­on, a sound was borne to me on the evening wind—a sound as of a se­ries of vig­or­ous thumps—and a voice came out of the night:

				“Gee-up, there, you derned old Gera­ni­um.”

			
		
	
		
			A Jug of Syrup

			This nar­ra­tive be­gins with the death of its hero. Silas Deemer died on the 16th day of Ju­ly, 1863, and two days lat­er his re­mains were buried. As he had been per­son­al­ly known to ev­ery man, wom­an and well-grown child in the vil­lage, the fu­ner­al, as the lo­cal news­pa­per phrased it, “was large­ly at­tend­ed.” In ac­cor­dance with a cus­tom of the time and place, the cof­fin was opened at the grave­side and the en­tire as­sem­bly of friends and neigh­bors filed past, tak­ing a last look at the face of the dead. And then, be­fore the eyes of all, Silas Deemer was put in­to the ground. Some of the eyes were a tri­fle dim, but in a gen­er­al way it may be said that at that in­ter­ment there was lack of nei­ther ob­ser­vance nor ob­ser­va­tion; Silas was in­du­bitably dead, and none could have point­ed out any rit­u­al delin­quen­cy that would have jus­ti­fied him in com­ing back from the grave. Yet if hu­man tes­ti­mo­ny is good for any­thing (and cer­tain­ly it once put an end to witch­craft in and about Salem) he came back.

			I for­got to state that the death and buri­al of Silas Deemer oc­curred in the lit­tle vil­lage of Hill­brook, where he had lived for thir­ty-one years. He had been what is known in some parts of the Union (which is ad­mit­ted­ly a free coun­try) as a “mer­chant”; that is to say, he kept a re­tail shop for the sale of such things as are com­mon­ly sold in shops of that char­ac­ter. His hon­esty had nev­er been ques­tioned, so far as is known, and he was held in high es­teem by all. The on­ly thing that could be urged against him by the most cen­so­ri­ous was a too close at­ten­tion to busi­ness. It was not urged against him, though many an­oth­er, who man­i­fest­ed it in no greater de­gree, was less le­nient­ly judged. The busi­ness to which Silas was de­vot­ed was most­ly his own—that, pos­si­bly, may have made a dif­fer­ence.

			At the time of Deemer’s death no­body could rec­ol­lect a sin­gle day, Sun­days ex­cept­ed, that he had not passed in his “store,” since he had opened it more than a quar­ter-cen­tu­ry be­fore. His health hav­ing been per­fect dur­ing all that time, he had been un­able to dis­cern any va­lid­i­ty in what­ev­er may or might have been urged to lure him astray from his counter and it is re­lat­ed that once when he was sum­moned to the coun­ty seat as a wit­ness in an im­por­tant law case and did not at­tend, the lawyer who had the hardi­hood to move that he be “ad­mon­ished” was solemn­ly in­formed that the Court re­gard­ed the pro­pos­al with “sur­prise.” Ju­di­cial sur­prise be­ing an emo­tion that at­tor­neys are not com­mon­ly am­bi­tious to arouse, the mo­tion was hasti­ly with­drawn and an agree­ment with the oth­er side ef­fect­ed as to what Mr. Deemer would have said if he had been there—the oth­er side push­ing its ad­van­tage to the ex­treme and mak­ing the sup­posi­ti­tious tes­ti­mo­ny dis­tinct­ly dam­ag­ing to the in­ter­ests of its pro­po­nents. In brief, it was the gen­er­al feel­ing in all that re­gion that Silas Deemer was the one im­mo­bile ver­i­ty of Hill­brook, and that his trans­la­tion in space would pre­cip­i­tate some dis­mal pub­lic ill or stren­u­ous calami­ty.

			Mrs. Deemer and two grown daugh­ters oc­cu­pied the up­per rooms of the build­ing, but Silas had nev­er been known to sleep else­where than on a cot be­hind the counter of the store. And there, quite by ac­ci­dent, he was found one night, dy­ing, and passed away just be­fore the time for tak­ing down the shut­ters. Though speech­less, he ap­peared con­scious, and it was thought by those who knew him best that if the end had un­for­tu­nate­ly been de­layed be­yond the usu­al hour for open­ing the store the ef­fect up­on him would have been de­plorable.

			Such had been Silas Deemer—such the fix­i­ty and in­va­ri­ety of his life and habit, that the vil­lage hu­morist (who had once at­tend­ed col­lege) was moved to be­stow up­on him the so­bri­quet of “Old Ibi­dem,” and, in the first is­sue of the lo­cal news­pa­per af­ter the death, to ex­plain with­out of­fence that Silas had tak­en “a day off.” It was more than a day, but from the record it ap­pears that well with­in a month Mr. Deemer made it plain that he had not the leisure to be dead.

			One of Hill­brook’s most re­spect­ed cit­i­zens was Al­van Creede, a banker. He lived in the finest house in town, kept a car­riage and was a most es­timable man var­i­ous­ly. He knew some­thing of the ad­van­tages of trav­el, too, hav­ing been fre­quent­ly in Bos­ton, and once, it was thought, in New York, though he mod­est­ly dis­claimed that glit­ter­ing dis­tinc­tion. The mat­ter is men­tioned here mere­ly as a con­tri­bu­tion to an un­der­stand­ing of Mr. Creede’s worth, for ei­ther way it is cred­itable to him—to his in­tel­li­gence if he had put him­self, even tem­po­rar­ily, in­to con­tact with met­ro­pol­i­tan cul­ture; to his can­dor if he had not.

			One pleas­ant sum­mer evening at about the hour of ten Mr. Creede, en­ter­ing at his gar­den gate, passed up the grav­el walk, which looked very white in the moon­light, mount­ed the stone steps of his fine house and paus­ing a mo­ment in­sert­ed his latchkey in the door. As he pushed this open he met his wife, who was cross­ing the pas­sage from the par­lor to the li­brary. She greet­ed him pleas­ant­ly and pulling the door fur­ther back held it for him to en­ter. In­stead he turned and, look­ing about his feet in front of the thresh­old, ut­tered an ex­cla­ma­tion of sur­prise.

			“Why!—what the dev­il,” he said, “has be­come of that jug?”

			“What jug, Al­van?” his wife in­quired, not very sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly.

			“A jug of maple syrup—I brought it along from the store and set it down here to open the door. What the—”

			“There, there, Al­van, please don’t swear again,” said the la­dy, in­ter­rupt­ing. Hill­brook, by the way, is not the on­ly place in Chris­ten­dom where a ves­ti­gial poly­the­ism for­bids the tak­ing in vain of the Evil One’s name.

			The jug of maple syrup which the easy ways of vil­lage life had per­mit­ted Hill­brook’s fore­most cit­i­zen to car­ry home from the store was not there.

			“Are you quite sure, Al­van?”

			“My dear, do you sup­pose a man does not know when he is car­ry­ing a jug? I bought that syrup at Deemer’s as I was pass­ing. Deemer him­self drew it and lent me the jug, and I—”

			The sen­tence re­mains to this day un­fin­ished. Mr. Creede stag­gered in­to the house, en­tered the par­lor and dropped in­to an arm­chair, trem­bling in ev­ery limb. He had sud­den­ly re­mem­bered that Silas Deemer was three weeks dead.

			Mrs. Creede stood by her hus­band, re­gard­ing him with sur­prise and anx­i­ety.

			“For Heav­en’s sake,” she said, “what ails you?”

			Mr. Creede’s ail­ment hav­ing no ob­vi­ous re­la­tion to the in­ter­ests of the bet­ter land he did not ap­par­ent­ly deem it nec­es­sary to ex­pound it on that de­mand; he said noth­ing—mere­ly stared. There were long mo­ments of si­lence bro­ken by noth­ing but the mea­sured tick­ing of the clock, which seemed some­what slow­er than usu­al, as if it were civil­ly grant­ing them an ex­ten­sion of time in which to re­cov­er their wits.

			“Jane, I have gone mad—that is it.” He spoke thick­ly and hur­ried­ly. “You should have told me; you must have ob­served my symp­toms be­fore they be­came so pro­nounced that I have ob­served them my­self. I thought I was pass­ing Deemer’s store; it was open and lit up—that is what I thought; of course it is nev­er open now. Silas Deemer stood at his desk be­hind the counter. My God, Jane, I saw him as dis­tinct­ly as I see you. Re­mem­ber­ing that you had said you want­ed some maple syrup, I went in and bought some—that is all—I bought two quarts of maple syrup from Silas Deemer, who is dead and un­der­ground, but nev­er­the­less drew that syrup from a cask and hand­ed it to me in a jug. He talked with me, too, rather grave­ly, I re­mem­ber, even more so than was his way, but not a word of what he said can I now re­call. But I saw him—good Lord, I saw and talked with him—and he is dead! So I thought, but I’m mad, Jane, I’m as crazy as a bee­tle; and you have kept it from me.”

			This mono­logue gave the wom­an time to col­lect what fac­ul­ties she had.

			“Al­van,” she said, “you have giv­en no ev­i­dence of in­san­i­ty, be­lieve me. This was un­doubt­ed­ly an il­lu­sion—how should it be any­thing else? That would be too ter­ri­ble! But there is no in­san­i­ty; you are work­ing too hard at the bank. You should not have at­tend­ed the meet­ing of di­rec­tors this evening; any­one could see that you were ill; I knew some­thing would oc­cur.”

			It may have seemed to him that the prophe­cy had lagged a bit, await­ing the event, but he said noth­ing of that, be­ing con­cerned with his own con­di­tion. He was calm now, and could think co­her­ent­ly.

			“Doubt­less the phe­nom­e­non was sub­jec­tive,” he said, with a some­what lu­di­crous tran­si­tion to the slang of sci­ence. “Grant­ing the pos­si­bil­i­ty of spir­i­tu­al ap­pari­tion and even ma­te­ri­al­iza­tion, yet the ap­pari­tion and ma­te­ri­al­iza­tion of a half-gal­lon brown clay jug—a piece of coarse, heavy pot­tery evolved from noth­ing—that is hard­ly think­able.”

			As he fin­ished speak­ing, a child ran in­to the room—his lit­tle daugh­ter. She was clad in a bed­gown. Has­ten­ing to her fa­ther she threw her arms about his neck, say­ing: “You naughty pa­pa, you for­got to come in and kiss me. We heard you open the gate and got up and looked out. And, pa­pa dear, Ed­dy says mayn’t he have the lit­tle jug when it is emp­ty?”

			As the full im­port of that rev­e­la­tion im­part­ed it­self to Al­van Creede’s un­der­stand­ing he vis­i­bly shud­dered. For the child could not have heard a word of the con­ver­sa­tion.

			The es­tate of Silas Deemer be­ing in the hands of an ad­min­is­tra­tor who had thought it best to dis­pose of the “busi­ness” the store had been closed ev­er since the own­er’s death, the goods hav­ing been re­moved by an­oth­er “mer­chant” who had pur­chased them en bloc. The rooms above were va­cant as well, for the wid­ow and daugh­ters had gone to an­oth­er town.

			On the evening im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter Al­van Creede’s ad­ven­ture (which had some­how “got out”) a crowd of men, wom­en and chil­dren thronged the side­walk op­po­site the store. That the place was haunt­ed by the spir­it of the late Silas Deemer was now well known to ev­ery res­i­dent of Hill­brook, though many af­fect­ed dis­be­lief. Of these the hardi­est, and in a gen­er­al way the youngest, threw stones against the front of the build­ing, the on­ly part ac­ces­si­ble, but care­ful­ly missed the un­shut­tered win­dows. In­creduli­ty had not grown to mal­ice. A few ven­ture­some souls crossed the street and rat­tled the door in its frame; struck match­es and held them near the win­dow; at­tempt­ed to view the black in­te­ri­or. Some of the spec­ta­tors in­vit­ed at­ten­tion to their wit by shout­ing and groan­ing and chal­leng­ing the ghost to a footrace.

			Af­ter a con­sid­er­able time had elapsed with­out any man­i­fes­ta­tion, and many of the crowd had gone away, all those re­main­ing be­gan to ob­serve that the in­te­ri­or of the store was suf­fused with a dim, yel­low light. At this all demon­stra­tions ceased; the in­trepid souls about the door and win­dows fell back to the op­po­site side of the street and were merged in the crowd; the small boys ceased throw­ing stones. No­body spoke above his breath; all whis­pered ex­cit­ed­ly and point­ed to the now steadi­ly grow­ing light. How long a time had passed since the first faint glow had been ob­served none could have guessed, but even­tu­al­ly the il­lu­mi­na­tion was bright enough to re­veal the whole in­te­ri­or of the store; and there, stand­ing at his desk be­hind the counter, Silas Deemer was dis­tinct­ly vis­i­ble!

			The ef­fect up­on the crowd was mar­velous. It be­gan rapid­ly to melt away at both flanks, as the timid left the place. Many ran as fast as their legs would let them; oth­ers moved off with greater dig­ni­ty, turn­ing oc­ca­sion­al­ly to look back­ward over the shoul­der. At last a score or more, most­ly men, re­mained where they were, speech­less, star­ing, ex­cit­ed. The ap­pari­tion in­side gave them no at­ten­tion; it was ap­par­ent­ly oc­cu­pied with a book of ac­counts.

			Present­ly three men left the crowd on the side­walk as if by a com­mon im­pulse and crossed the street. One of them, a heavy man, was about to set his shoul­der against the door when it opened, ap­par­ent­ly with­out hu­man agen­cy, and the coura­geous in­ves­ti­ga­tors passed in. No soon­er had they crossed the thresh­old than they were seen by the awed ob­servers out­side to be act­ing in the most un­ac­count­able way. They thrust out their hands be­fore them, pur­sued de­vi­ous cour­ses, came in­to vi­o­lent col­li­sion with the counter, with box­es and bar­rels on the floor, and with one an­oth­er. They turned awk­ward­ly hith­er and thith­er and seemed try­ing to es­cape, but un­able to re­trace their steps. Their voic­es were heard in ex­cla­ma­tions and curs­es. But in no way did the ap­pari­tion of Silas Deemer man­i­fest an in­ter­est in what was go­ing on.

			By what im­pulse the crowd was moved none ev­er rec­ol­lect­ed, but the en­tire mass—men, wom­en, chil­dren, dogs—made a si­mul­ta­ne­ous and tu­mul­tuous rush for the en­trance. They con­gest­ed the door­way, push­ing for prece­dence—re­solv­ing them­selves at length in­to a line and mov­ing up step by step. By some sub­tle spir­i­tu­al or phys­i­cal alche­my ob­ser­va­tion had been trans­mut­ed in­to ac­tion—the sight­seers had be­come par­tic­i­pants in the spec­ta­cle—the au­di­ence had usurped the stage.

			To the on­ly spec­ta­tor re­main­ing on the oth­er side of the street—Al­van Creede, the banker—the in­te­ri­or of the store with its in­pour­ing crowd con­tin­ued in full il­lu­mi­na­tion; all the strange things go­ing on there were clear­ly vis­i­ble. To those in­side all was black dark­ness. It was as if each per­son as he was thrust in at the door had been strick­en blind, and was mad­dened by the mis­chance. They groped with aim­less im­pre­ci­sion, tried to force their way out against the cur­rent, pushed and el­bowed, struck at ran­dom, fell and were tram­pled, rose and tram­pled in their turn. They seized one an­oth­er by the gar­ments, the hair, the beard—fought like an­i­mals, cursed, shout­ed, called one an­oth­er op­pro­bri­ous and ob­scene names. When, fi­nal­ly, Al­van Creede had seen the last per­son of the line pass in­to that aw­ful tu­mult the light that had il­lu­mi­nat­ed it was sud­den­ly quenched and all was as black to him as to those with­in. He turned away and left the place.

			In the ear­ly morn­ing a cu­ri­ous crowd had gath­ered about “Deemer’s.” It was com­posed part­ly of those who had run away the night be­fore, but now had the courage of sun­shine, part­ly of hon­est folk go­ing to their dai­ly toil. The door of the store stood open; the place was va­cant, but on the walls, the floor, the fur­ni­ture, were shreds of cloth­ing and tan­gles of hair. Hill­brook mil­i­tant had man­aged some­how to pull it­self out and had gone home to medicine its hurts and swear that it had been all night in bed. On the dusty desk, be­hind the counter, was the sales-book. The en­tries in it, in Deemer’s hand­writ­ing, had ceased on the 16th day of Ju­ly, the last of his life. There was no record of a lat­er sale to Al­van Creede.

			That is the en­tire sto­ry—ex­cept that men’s pas­sions hav­ing sub­sid­ed and rea­son hav­ing re­sumed its im­memo­ri­al sway, it was con­fessed in Hill­brook that, con­sid­er­ing the harm­less and hon­or­able char­ac­ter of his first com­mer­cial trans­ac­tion un­der the new con­di­tions, Silas Deemer, de­ceased, might prop­er­ly have been suf­fered to re­sume busi­ness at the old stand with­out mob­bing. In that judg­ment the lo­cal his­to­ri­an from whose un­pub­lished work these facts are com­piled had the thought­ful­ness to sig­ni­fy his con­cur­rence.

		
	
		
			Staley Fleming’s Hallucination

			Of two men who were talk­ing one was a physi­cian.

			“I sent for you, Doc­tor,” said the oth­er, “but I don’t think you can do me any good. May be you can rec­om­mend a spe­cial­ist in psy­chopa­thy. I fan­cy I’m a bit loony.”

			“You look all right,” the physi­cian said.

			“You shall judge—I have hal­lu­ci­na­tions. I wake ev­ery night and see in my room, in­tent­ly watch­ing me, a big black New­found­land dog with a white fore­foot.”

			“You say you wake; are you sure about that? ‘Hal­lu­ci­na­tions’ are some­times on­ly dreams.”

			“Oh, I wake, all right. Some­times I lie still a long time, look­ing at the dog as earnest­ly as the dog looks at me—I al­ways leave the light go­ing. When I can’t en­dure it any longer I sit up in bed—and noth­ing is there!”

			“ ’M, ’m—what is the beast’s ex­pres­sion?”

			“It seems to me sin­is­ter. Of course I know that, ex­cept in art, an an­i­mal’s face in re­pose has al­ways the same ex­pres­sion. But this is not a re­al an­i­mal. New­found­land dogs are pret­ty mild look­ing, you know; what’s the mat­ter with this one?”

			“Re­al­ly, my di­ag­no­sis would have no val­ue: I am not go­ing to treat the dog.”

			The physi­cian laughed at his own pleas­antry, but nar­row­ly watched his pa­tient from the cor­ner of his eye. Present­ly he said: “Flem­ing, your de­scrip­tion of the beast fits the dog of the late Atwell Bar­ton.”

			Flem­ing half-rose from his chair, sat again and made a vis­i­ble at­tempt at in­dif­fer­ence. “I re­mem­ber Bar­ton,” he said; “I be­lieve he was—it was re­port­ed that—wasn’t there some­thing sus­pi­cious in his death?”

			Look­ing square­ly now in­to the eyes of his pa­tient, the physi­cian said: “Three years ago the body of your old en­e­my, Atwell Bar­ton, was found in the woods near his house and yours. He had been stabbed to death. There have been no ar­rests; there was no clue. Some of us had ‘the­o­ries.’ I had one. Have you?”

			“I? Why, bless your soul, what could I know about it? You re­mem­ber that I left for Eu­rope al­most im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­ward—a con­sid­er­able time af­ter­ward. In the few weeks since my re­turn you could not ex­pect me to con­struct a ‘the­o­ry.’ In fact, I have not giv­en the mat­ter a thought. What about his dog?”

			“It was first to find the body. It died of star­va­tion on his grave.”

			We do not know the in­ex­orable law un­der­ly­ing co­in­ci­dences. Sta­ley Flem­ing did not, or he would per­haps not have sprung to his feet as the night wind brought in through the open win­dow the long wail­ing howl of a dis­tant dog. He strode sev­er­al times across the room in the stead­fast gaze of the physi­cian; then, abrupt­ly con­fronting him, al­most shout­ed: “What has all this to do with my trou­ble, Dr. Hal­der­man? You for­get why you were sent for.”

			Ris­ing, the physi­cian laid his hand up­on his pa­tient’s arm and said, gen­tly: “Par­don me. I can­not di­ag­nose your dis­or­der off­hand—to­mor­row, per­haps. Please go to bed, leav­ing your door un­locked; I will pass the night here with your books. Can you call me with­out ris­ing?”

			“Yes, there is an elec­tric bell.”

			“Good. If any­thing dis­turbs you push the but­ton with­out sit­ting up. Good night.”

			Com­fort­ably in­stalled in an arm­chair the man of medicine stared in­to the glow­ing coals and thought deeply and long, but ap­par­ent­ly to lit­tle pur­pose, for he fre­quent­ly rose and open­ing a door lead­ing to the stair­case, lis­tened in­tent­ly; then re­sumed his seat. Present­ly, how­ev­er, he fell asleep, and when he woke it was past mid­night. He stirred the fail­ing fire, lift­ed a book from the ta­ble at his side and looked at the ti­tle. It was Den­nek­er’s “Med­i­ta­tions.” He opened it at ran­dom and be­gan to read:

			“Foras­much as it is or­dained of God that all flesh hath spir­it and there­by taketh on spir­i­tu­al pow­ers, so, al­so, the spir­it hath pow­ers of the flesh, even when it is gone out of the flesh and liveth as a thing apart, as many a vi­o­lence per­formed by wraith and lemure showeth. And there be who say that man is not sin­gle in this, but the beasts have the like evil in­duce­ment, and—”

			The read­ing was in­ter­rupt­ed by a shak­ing of the house, as by the fall of a heavy ob­ject. The read­er flung down the book, rushed from the room and mount­ed the stairs to Flem­ing’s bed­cham­ber. He tried the door, but con­trary to his in­struc­tions it was locked. He set his shoul­der against it with such force that it gave way. On the floor near the dis­or­dered bed, in his night clothes, lay Flem­ing gasp­ing away his life.

			The physi­cian raised the dy­ing man’s head from the floor and ob­served a wound in the throat. “I should have thought of this,” he said, be­liev­ing it sui­cide.

			When the man was dead an ex­am­i­na­tion dis­closed the un­mis­tak­able marks of an an­i­mal’s fangs deeply sunken in­to the jugu­lar vein.

			But there was no an­i­mal.

		
	
		
			A Resumed Identity

			
				
					I

					The Re­view as a Form of Wel­come

				
				One sum­mer night a man stood on a low hill over­look­ing a wide ex­panse of for­est and field. By the full moon hang­ing low in the west he knew what he might not have known oth­er­wise: that it was near the hour of dawn. A light mist lay along the earth, part­ly veil­ing the low­er fea­tures of the land­scape, but above it the taller trees showed in well-de­fined mass­es against a clear sky. Two or three farm­hous­es were vis­i­ble through the haze, but in none of them, nat­u­ral­ly, was a light. Nowhere, in­deed, was any sign or sug­ges­tion of life ex­cept the bark­ing of a dis­tant dog, which, re­peat­ed with me­chan­i­cal it­er­a­tion, served rather to ac­cen­tu­ate than dis­pel the lone­li­ness of the scene.

				The man looked cu­ri­ous­ly about him on all sides, as one who among fa­mil­iar sur­round­ings is un­able to de­ter­mine his ex­act place and part in the scheme of things. It is so, per­haps, that we shall act when, risen from the dead, we await the call to judg­ment.

				A hun­dred yards away was a straight road, show­ing white in the moon­light. En­deav­or­ing to ori­ent him­self, as a sur­vey­or or nav­i­ga­tor might say, the man moved his eyes slow­ly along its vis­i­ble length and at a dis­tance of a quar­ter-mile to the south of his sta­tion saw, dim and gray in the haze, a group of horse­men rid­ing to the north. Be­hind them were men afoot, march­ing in col­umn, with dim­ly gleam­ing ri­fles aslant above their shoul­ders. They moved slow­ly and in si­lence. An­oth­er group of horse­men, an­oth­er reg­i­ment of in­fantry, an­oth­er and an­oth­er—all in un­ceas­ing mo­tion to­ward the man’s point of view, past it, and be­yond. A bat­tery of ar­tillery fol­lowed, the can­noneers rid­ing with fold­ed arms on lim­ber and cais­son. And still the in­ter­minable pro­ces­sion came out of the ob­scu­ri­ty to south and passed in­to the ob­scu­ri­ty to north, with nev­er a sound of voice, nor hoof, nor wheel.

				The man could not right­ly un­der­stand: he thought him­self deaf; said so, and heard his own voice, al­though it had an un­fa­mil­iar qual­i­ty that al­most alarmed him; it dis­ap­point­ed his ear’s ex­pectan­cy in the mat­ter of tim­bre and res­o­nance. But he was not deaf, and that for the mo­ment suf­ficed.

				Then he re­mem­bered that there are nat­u­ral phe­nom­e­na to which some­one has giv­en the name “acous­tic shad­ows.” If you stand in an acous­tic shad­ow there is one di­rec­tion from which you will hear noth­ing. At the bat­tle of Gaines’s Mill, one of the fiercest con­flicts of the Civ­il War, with a hun­dred guns in play, spec­ta­tors a mile and a half away on the op­po­site side of the Chick­a­hominy val­ley heard noth­ing of what they clear­ly saw. The bom­bard­ment of Port Roy­al, heard and felt at St. Au­gus­tine, a hun­dred and fifty miles to the south, was in­audi­ble two miles to the north in a still at­mos­phere. A few days be­fore the sur­ren­der at Ap­po­mat­tox a thun­der­ous en­gage­ment be­tween the com­mands of Sheri­dan and Pick­ett was un­known to the lat­ter com­man­der, a mile in the rear of his own line.

				These in­stances were not known to the man of whom we write, but less strik­ing ones of the same char­ac­ter had not es­caped his ob­ser­va­tion. He was pro­found­ly dis­qui­et­ed, but for an­oth­er rea­son than the un­can­ny si­lence of that moon­light march.

				“Good Lord!” he said to him­self—and again it was as if an­oth­er had spo­ken his thought—“if those peo­ple are what I take them to be we have lost the bat­tle and they are mov­ing on Nash­ville!”

				Then came a thought of self—an ap­pre­hen­sion—a strong sense of per­son­al per­il, such as in an­oth­er we call fear. He stepped quick­ly in­to the shad­ow of a tree. And still the silent bat­tal­ions moved slow­ly for­ward in the haze.

				The chill of a sud­den breeze up­on the back of his neck drew his at­ten­tion to the quar­ter whence it came, and turn­ing to the east he saw a faint gray light along the hori­zon—the first sign of re­turn­ing day. This in­creased his ap­pre­hen­sion.

				“I must get away from here,” he thought, “or I shall be dis­cov­ered and tak­en.”

				He moved out of the shad­ow, walk­ing rapid­ly to­ward the gray­ing east. From the safer seclu­sion of a clump of cedars he looked back. The en­tire col­umn had passed out of sight: the straight white road lay bare and des­o­late in the moon­light!

				Puz­zled be­fore, he was now in­ex­press­ibly as­ton­ished. So swift a pass­ing of so slow an army!—he could not com­pre­hend it. Minute af­ter minute passed un­not­ed; he had lost his sense of time. He sought with a ter­ri­ble earnest­ness a so­lu­tion of the mys­tery, but sought in vain. When at last he roused him­self from his ab­strac­tion the sun’s rim was vis­i­ble above the hills, but in the new con­di­tions he found no oth­er light than that of day; his un­der­stand­ing was in­volved as dark­ly in doubt as be­fore.

				On ev­ery side lay cul­ti­vat­ed fields show­ing no sign of war and war’s rav­ages. From the chim­neys of the farm­hous­es thin as­cen­sions of blue smoke sig­naled prepa­ra­tions for a day’s peace­ful toil. Hav­ing stilled its im­memo­ri­al al­lo­cu­tion to the moon, the watch­dog was as­sist­ing a ne­gro who, pre­fix­ing a team of mules to the plow, was flat­ting and sharp­ing con­tent­ed­ly at his task. The hero of this tale stared stupid­ly at the pas­toral pic­ture as if he had nev­er seen such a thing in all his life; then he put his hand to his head, passed it through his hair and, with­draw­ing it, at­ten­tive­ly con­sid­ered the palm—a sin­gu­lar thing to do. Ap­par­ent­ly re­as­sured by the act, he walked con­fi­dent­ly to­ward the road.

			
			
				
					II

					When You Have Lost Your Life Con­sult a Physi­cian

				
				Dr. Still­ing Mal­son, of Murfrees­boro, hav­ing vis­it­ed a pa­tient six or sev­en miles away, on the Nash­ville road, had re­mained with him all night. At day­break he set out for home on horse­back, as was the cus­tom of doc­tors of the time and re­gion. He had passed in­to the neigh­bor­hood of Stone’s Riv­er bat­tle­field when a man ap­proached him from the road­side and salut­ed in the mil­i­tary fash­ion, with a move­ment of the right hand to the hat-brim. But the hat was not a mil­i­tary hat, the man was not in uni­form and had not a mar­tial bear­ing. The doc­tor nod­ded civil­ly, half think­ing that the stranger’s un­com­mon greet­ing was per­haps in def­er­ence to the his­toric sur­round­ings. As the stranger ev­i­dent­ly de­sired speech with him he cour­te­ous­ly reined in his horse and wait­ed.

				“Sir,” said the stranger, “al­though a civil­ian, you are per­haps an en­e­my.”

				“I am a physi­cian,” was the non­com­mit­tal re­ply.

				“Thank you,” said the oth­er. “I am a lieu­tenant, of the staff of Gen­er­al Hazen.” He paused a mo­ment and looked sharply at the per­son whom he was ad­dress­ing, then added, “Of the Fed­er­al army.”

				The physi­cian mere­ly nod­ded.

				“Kind­ly tell me,” con­tin­ued the oth­er, “what has hap­pened here. Where are the armies? Which has won the bat­tle?”

				The physi­cian re­gard­ed his ques­tion­er cu­ri­ous­ly with half-shut eyes. Af­ter a pro­fes­sion­al scru­ti­ny, pro­longed to the lim­it of po­lite­ness, “Par­don me,” he said; “one ask­ing in­for­ma­tion should be will­ing to im­part it. Are you wound­ed?” he added, smil­ing.

				“Not se­ri­ous­ly—it seems.”

				The man re­moved the un­mil­i­tary hat, put his hand to his head, passed it through his hair and, with­draw­ing it, at­ten­tive­ly con­sid­ered the palm.

				“I was struck by a bul­let and have been un­con­scious. It must have been a light, glanc­ing blow: I find no blood and feel no pain. I will not trou­ble you for treat­ment, but will you kind­ly di­rect me to my com­mand—to any part of the Fed­er­al army—if you know?”

				Again the doc­tor did not im­me­di­ate­ly re­ply: he was re­call­ing much that is record­ed in the books of his pro­fes­sion—some­thing about lost iden­ti­ty and the ef­fect of fa­mil­iar scenes in restor­ing it. At length he looked the man in the face, smiled, and said:

				“Lieu­tenant, you are not wear­ing the uni­form of your rank and ser­vice.”

				At this the man glanced down at his civil­ian at­tire, lift­ed his eyes, and said with hes­i­ta­tion:

				“That is true. I—I don’t quite un­der­stand.”

				Still re­gard­ing him sharply but not un­sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly the man of sci­ence blunt­ly in­quired:

				“How old are you?”

				“Twen­ty-three—if that has any­thing to do with it.”

				“You don’t look it; I should hard­ly have guessed you to be just that.”

				The man was grow­ing im­pa­tient. “We need not dis­cuss that,” he said; “I want to know about the army. Not two hours ago I saw a col­umn of troops mov­ing north­ward on this road. You must have met them. Be good enough to tell me the col­or of their cloth­ing, which I was un­able to make out, and I’ll trou­ble you no more.”

				“You are quite sure that you saw them?”

				“Sure? My God, sir, I could have count­ed them!”

				“Why, re­al­ly,” said the physi­cian, with an amus­ing con­scious­ness of his own re­sem­blance to the lo­qua­cious bar­ber of the Ara­bi­an Nights, “this is very in­ter­est­ing. I met no troops.”

				The man looked at him cold­ly, as if he had him­self ob­served the like­ness to the bar­ber. “It is plain,” he said, “that you do not care to as­sist me. Sir, you may go to the dev­il!”

				He turned and strode away, very much at ran­dom, across the dewy fields, his half-pen­i­tent tor­men­tor qui­et­ly watch­ing him from his point of van­tage in the sad­dle till he dis­ap­peared be­yond an ar­ray of trees.

			
			
				
					III

					The Dan­ger of Look­ing In­to a Pool of Wa­ter

				
				Af­ter leav­ing the road the man slack­ened his pace, and now went for­ward, rather de­vi­ous­ly, with a dis­tinct feel­ing of fa­tigue. He could not ac­count for this, though tru­ly the in­ter­minable lo­quac­ity of that coun­try doc­tor of­fered it­self in ex­pla­na­tion. Seat­ing him­self up­on a rock, he laid one hand up­on his knee, back up­ward, and ca­su­al­ly looked at it. It was lean and with­ered. He lift­ed both hands to his face. It was seamed and fur­rowed; he could trace the lines with the tips of his fin­gers. How strange!—a mere bul­let-stroke and a brief un­con­scious­ness should not make one a phys­i­cal wreck.

				“I must have been a long time in hos­pi­tal,” he said aloud. “Why, what a fool I am! The bat­tle was in De­cem­ber, and it is now sum­mer!” He laughed. “No won­der that fel­low thought me an es­caped lu­natic. He was wrong: I am on­ly an es­caped pa­tient.”

				At a lit­tle dis­tance a small plot of ground en­closed by a stone wall caught his at­ten­tion. With no very def­i­nite in­tent he rose and went to it. In the cen­ter was a square, sol­id mon­u­ment of hewn stone. It was brown with age, weath­er­worn at the an­gles, spot­ted with moss and lichen. Be­tween the mas­sive blocks were strips of grass the lever­age of whose roots had pushed them apart. In an­swer to the chal­lenge of this am­bi­tious struc­ture Time had laid his de­stroy­ing hand up­on it, and it would soon be “one with Nin­eveh and Tyre.” In an in­scrip­tion on one side his eye caught a fa­mil­iar name. Shak­ing with ex­cite­ment, he craned his body across the wall and read:

				
					Hazen’s Brigade

					to

					The Mem­o­ry of Its Sol­diers

					who fell at

					Stone Riv­er, Dec. 31, 1862.

				

				The man fell back from the wall, faint and sick. Al­most with­in an arm’s length was a lit­tle de­pres­sion in the earth; it had been filled by a re­cent rain—a pool of clear wa­ter. He crept to it to re­vive him­self, lift­ed the up­per part of his body on his trem­bling arms, thrust for­ward his head and saw the re­flec­tion of his face, as in a mir­ror. He ut­tered a ter­ri­ble cry. His arms gave way; he fell, face down­ward, in­to the pool and yield­ed up the life that had spanned an­oth­er life.

			
		
	
		
			A Baby Tramp

			If you had seen lit­tle Jo stand­ing at the street cor­ner in the rain, you would hard­ly have ad­mired him. It was ap­par­ent­ly an or­di­nary au­tumn rain­storm, but the wa­ter which fell up­on Jo (who was hard­ly old enough to be ei­ther just or un­just, and so per­haps did not come un­der the law of im­par­tial dis­tri­bu­tion) ap­peared to have some prop­er­ty pe­cu­liar to it­self: one would have said it was dark and ad­he­sive—sticky. But that could hard­ly be so, even in Black­burg, where things cer­tain­ly did oc­cur that were a good deal out of the com­mon.

			For ex­am­ple, ten or twelve years be­fore, a show­er of small frogs had fall­en, as is cred­i­bly at­test­ed by a con­tem­po­ra­ne­ous chron­i­cle, the record con­clud­ing with a some­what ob­scure state­ment to the ef­fect that the chron­i­cler con­sid­ered it good grow­ing-weath­er for French­men.

			Some years lat­er Black­burg had a fall of crim­son snow; it is cold in Black­burg when win­ter is on, and the snows are fre­quent and deep. There can be no doubt of it—the snow in this in­stance was of the col­or of blood and melt­ed in­to wa­ter of the same hue, if wa­ter it was, not blood. The phe­nom­e­non had at­tract­ed wide at­ten­tion, and sci­ence had as many ex­pla­na­tions as there were sci­en­tists who knew noth­ing about it. But the men of Black­burg—men who for many years had lived right there where the red snow fell, and might be sup­posed to know a good deal about the mat­ter—shook their heads and said some­thing would come of it.

			And some­thing did, for the next sum­mer was made mem­o­rable by the preva­lence of a mys­te­ri­ous dis­ease—epi­dem­ic, en­dem­ic, or the Lord knows what, though the physi­cians didn’t—which car­ried away a full half of the pop­u­la­tion. Most of the oth­er half car­ried them­selves away and were slow to re­turn, but fi­nal­ly came back, and were now in­creas­ing and mul­ti­ply­ing as be­fore, but Black­burg had not since been al­to­geth­er the same.

			Of quite an­oth­er kind, though equal­ly “out of the com­mon,” was the in­ci­dent of Het­ty Par­low’s ghost. Het­ty Par­low’s maid­en name had been Brownon, and in Black­burg that meant more than one would think.

			The Brownons had from time im­memo­ri­al—from the very ear­li­est of the old colo­nial days—been the lead­ing fam­i­ly of the town. It was the rich­est and it was the best, and Black­burg would have shed the last drop of its ple­beian blood in de­fense of the Brownon fair fame. As few of the fam­i­ly’s mem­bers had ev­er been known to live per­ma­nent­ly away from Black­burg, al­though most of them were ed­u­cat­ed else­where and near­ly all had trav­eled, there was quite a num­ber of them. The men held most of the pub­lic of­fices, and the wom­en were fore­most in all good works. Of these lat­ter, Het­ty was most beloved by rea­son of the sweet­ness of her dis­po­si­tion, the pu­ri­ty of her char­ac­ter and her sin­gu­lar per­son­al beau­ty. She mar­ried in Bos­ton a young scape­grace named Par­low, and like a good Brownon brought him to Black­burg forth­with and made a man and a town coun­cil­man of him. They had a child which they named Joseph and dear­ly loved, as was then the fash­ion among par­ents in all that re­gion. Then they died of the mys­te­ri­ous dis­or­der al­ready men­tioned, and at the age of one whole year Joseph set up as an or­phan.

			Un­for­tu­nate­ly for Joseph the dis­ease which had cut off his par­ents did not stop at that; it went on and ex­tir­pat­ed near­ly the whole Brownon con­tin­gent and its al­lies by mar­riage; and those who fled did not re­turn. The tra­di­tion was bro­ken, the Brownon es­tates passed in­to alien hands and the on­ly Brownons re­main­ing in that place were un­der­ground in Oak Hill Ceme­tery, where, in­deed, was a colony of them pow­er­ful enough to re­sist the en­croach­ment of sur­round­ing tribes and hold the best part of the grounds. But about the ghost:

			One night, about three years af­ter the death of Het­ty Par­low, a num­ber of the young peo­ple of Black­burg were pass­ing Oak Hill Ceme­tery in a wag­on—if you have been there you will re­mem­ber that the road to Green­ton runs along­side it on the south. They had been at­tend­ing a May Day fes­ti­val at Green­ton; and that serves to fix the date. Al­to­geth­er there may have been a dozen, and a jol­ly par­ty they were, con­sid­er­ing the lega­cy of gloom left by the town’s re­cent somber ex­pe­ri­ences. As they passed the ceme­tery the man driv­ing sud­den­ly reined in his team with an ex­cla­ma­tion of sur­prise. It was suf­fi­cient­ly sur­pris­ing, no doubt, for just ahead, and al­most at the road­side, though in­side the ceme­tery, stood the ghost of Het­ty Par­low. There could be no doubt of it, for she had been per­son­al­ly known to ev­ery youth and maid­en in the par­ty. That es­tab­lished the thing’s iden­ti­ty; its char­ac­ter as ghost was sig­ni­fied by all the cus­tom­ary signs—the shroud, the long, un­done hair, the “far­away look”—ev­ery­thing. This dis­qui­et­ing ap­pari­tion was stretch­ing out its arms to­ward the west, as if in sup­pli­ca­tion for the evening star, which, cer­tain­ly, was an al­lur­ing ob­ject, though ob­vi­ous­ly out of reach. As they all sat silent (so the sto­ry goes) ev­ery mem­ber of that par­ty of mer­ry­mak­ers—they had mer­ry-made on cof­fee and lemon­ade on­ly—dis­tinct­ly heard that ghost call the name “Joey, Joey!” A mo­ment lat­er noth­ing was there. Of course one does not have to be­lieve all that.

			Now, at that mo­ment, as was af­ter­ward as­cer­tained, Joey was wan­der­ing about in the sage­brush on the op­po­site side of the con­ti­nent, near Win­nemuc­ca, in the State of Neva­da. He had been tak­en to that town by some good per­sons dis­tant­ly re­lat­ed to his dead fa­ther, and by them adopt­ed and ten­der­ly cared for. But on that evening the poor child had strayed from home and was lost in the desert.

			His af­ter his­to­ry is in­volved in ob­scu­ri­ty and has gaps which con­jec­ture alone can fill. It is known that he was found by a fam­i­ly of Piute In­di­ans, who kept the lit­tle wretch with them for a time and then sold him—ac­tu­al­ly sold him for mon­ey to a wom­an on one of the east­bound trains, at a sta­tion a long way from Win­nemuc­ca. The wom­an pro­fessed to have made all man­ner of in­quiries, but all in vain: so, be­ing child­less and a wid­ow, she adopt­ed him her­self. At this point of his ca­reer Jo seemed to be get­ting a long way from the con­di­tion of or­phan­age; the in­ter­po­si­tion of a mul­ti­tude of par­ents be­tween him­self and that woe­ful state promised him a long im­mu­ni­ty from its dis­ad­van­tages.

			Mrs. Dar­nell, his new­est moth­er, lived in Cleve­land, Ohio. But her adopt­ed son did not long re­main with her. He was seen one af­ter­noon by a po­lice­man, new to that beat, de­lib­er­ate­ly tod­dling away from her house, and be­ing ques­tioned an­swered that he was “a doin’ home.” He must have trav­eled by rail, some­how, for three days lat­er he was in the town of Whiteville, which, as you know, is a long way from Black­burg. His cloth­ing was in pret­ty fair con­di­tion, but he was sin­ful­ly dirty. Un­able to give any ac­count of him­self he was ar­rest­ed as a va­grant and sen­tenced to im­pris­on­ment in the In­fants’ Shel­ter­ing Home—where he was washed.

			Jo ran away from the In­fants’ Shel­ter­ing Home at Whiteville—just took to the woods one day, and the Home knew him no more for­ev­er.

			We find him next, or rather get back to him, stand­ing for­lorn in the cold au­tumn rain at a sub­ur­ban street cor­ner in Black­burg; and it seems right to ex­plain now that the rain­drops fall­ing up­on him there were re­al­ly not dark and gum­my; they on­ly failed to make his face and hands less so. Jo was in­deed fear­ful­ly and won­der­ful­ly be­smirched, as by the hand of an artist. And the for­lorn lit­tle tramp had no shoes; his feet were bare, red, and swollen, and when he walked he limped with both legs. As to cloth­ing—ah, you would hard­ly have had the skill to name any sin­gle gar­ment that he wore, or say by what mag­ic he kept it up­on him. That he was cold all over and all through did not ad­mit of a doubt; he knew it him­self. Any­one would have been cold there that evening; but, for that rea­son, no one else was there. How Jo came to be there him­self, he could not for the flick­er­ing lit­tle life of him have told, even if gift­ed with a vo­cab­u­lary ex­ceed­ing a hun­dred words. From the way he stared about him one could have seen that he had not the faintest no­tion of where (nor why) he was.

			Yet he was not al­to­geth­er a fool in his day and gen­er­a­tion; be­ing cold and hun­gry, and still able to walk a lit­tle by bend­ing his knees very much in­deed and putting his feet down toes first, he de­cid­ed to en­ter one of the hous­es which flanked the street at long in­ter­vals and looked so bright and warm. But when he at­tempt­ed to act up­on that very sen­si­ble de­ci­sion a burly dog came bows­ing out and dis­put­ed his right. In­ex­press­ibly fright­ened and be­liev­ing, no doubt (with some rea­son, too) that brutes with­out meant bru­tal­i­ty with­in, he hob­bled away from all the hous­es, and with gray, wet fields to right of him and gray, wet fields to left of him—with the rain half blind­ing him and the night com­ing in mist and dark­ness, held his way along the road that leads to Green­ton. That is to say, the road leads those to Green­ton who suc­ceed in pass­ing the Oak Hill Ceme­tery. A con­sid­er­able num­ber ev­ery year do not.

			Jo did not.

			They found him there the next morn­ing, very wet, very cold, but no longer hun­gry. He had ap­par­ent­ly en­tered the ceme­tery gate—hop­ing, per­haps, that it led to a house where there was no dog—and gone blun­der­ing about in the dark­ness, fall­ing over many a grave, no doubt, un­til he had tired of it all and giv­en up. The lit­tle body lay up­on one side, with one soiled cheek up­on one soiled hand, the oth­er hand tucked away among the rags to make it warm, the oth­er cheek washed clean and white at last, as for a kiss from one of God’s great an­gels. It was ob­served—though noth­ing was thought of it at the time, the body be­ing as yet uniden­ti­fied—that the lit­tle fel­low was ly­ing up­on the grave of Het­ty Par­low. The grave, how­ev­er, had not opened to re­ceive him. That is a cir­cum­stance which, with­out ac­tu­al ir­rev­er­ence, one may wish had been or­dered oth­er­wise.

		
	
		
			
				The Night-Doings at “Deadman’s”

				A Sto­ry That Is Un­true

			
			It was a sin­gu­lar­ly sharp night, and clear as the heart of a di­a­mond. Clear nights have a trick of be­ing keen. In dark­ness you may be cold and not know it; when you see, you suf­fer. This night was bright enough to bite like a ser­pent. The moon was mov­ing mys­te­ri­ous­ly along be­hind the gi­ant pines crown­ing the South Moun­tain, strik­ing a cold sparkle from the crust­ed snow, and bring­ing out against the black west the ghost­ly out­lines of the Coast Range, be­yond which lay the in­vis­i­ble Pa­cif­ic. The snow had piled it­self, in the open spa­ces along the bot­tom of the gulch, in­to long ridges that seemed to heave, and in­to hills that ap­peared to toss and scat­ter spray. The spray was sun­light, twice re­flect­ed: dashed once from the moon, once from the snow.

			In this snow many of the shanties of the aban­doned min­ing camp were oblit­er­at­ed, (a sailor might have said they had gone down) and at ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals it had over­topped the tall tres­tles which had once sup­port­ed a riv­er called a flume; for, of course, “flume” is flu­men. Among the ad­van­tages of which the moun­tains can­not de­prive the gold-hunter is the priv­i­lege of speak­ing Latin. He says of his dead neigh­bor, “He has gone up the flume.” This is not a bad way to say, “His life has re­turned to the Foun­tain of Life.”

			While putting on its ar­mor against the as­saults of the wind, this snow had ne­glect­ed no coign of van­tage. Snow pur­sued by the wind is not whol­ly un­like a re­treat­ing army. In the open field it ranges it­self in ranks and bat­tal­ions; where it can get a foothold it makes a stand; where it can take cov­er it does so. You may see whole pla­toons of snow cow­er­ing be­hind a bit of bro­ken wall. The de­vi­ous old road, hewn out of the moun­tain side, was full of it. Squadron up­on squadron had strug­gled to es­cape by this line, when sud­den­ly pur­suit had ceased. A more des­o­late and drea­ry spot than Dead­man’s Gulch in a win­ter mid­night it is im­pos­si­ble to imag­ine. Yet Mr. Hi­ram Bee­son elect­ed to live there, the sole in­hab­i­tant.

			Away up the side of the North Moun­tain his lit­tle pine-log shan­ty pro­ject­ed from its sin­gle pane of glass a long, thin beam of light, and looked not al­to­geth­er un­like a black bee­tle fas­tened to the hill­side with a bright new pin. With­in it sat Mr. Bee­son him­self, be­fore a roar­ing fire, star­ing in­to its hot heart as if he had nev­er be­fore seen such a thing in all his life. He was not a come­ly man. He was gray; he was ragged and sloven­ly in his at­tire; his face was wan and hag­gard; his eyes were too bright. As to his age, if one had at­tempt­ed to guess it, one might have said forty-sev­en, then cor­rect­ed him­self and said sev­en­ty-four. He was re­al­ly twen­ty-eight. Ema­ci­at­ed he was; as much, per­haps, as he dared be, with a needy un­der­tak­er at Bent­ley’s Flat and a new and en­ter­pris­ing coro­ner at Sono­ra. Pover­ty and zeal are an up­per and a nether mill­stone. It is dan­ger­ous to make a third in that kind of sand­wich.

			As Mr. Bee­son sat there, with his ragged el­bows on his ragged knees, his lean jaws buried in his lean hands, and with no ap­par­ent in­ten­tion of go­ing to bed, he looked as if the slight­est move­ment would tum­ble him to pieces. Yet dur­ing the last hour he had winked no few­er than three times.

			There was a sharp rap­ping at the door. A rap at that time of night and in that weath­er might have sur­prised an or­di­nary mor­tal who had dwelt two years in the gulch with­out see­ing a hu­man face, and could not fail to know that the coun­try was im­pass­able; but Mr. Bee­son did not so much as pull his eyes out of the coals. And even when the door was pushed open he on­ly shrugged a lit­tle more close­ly in­to him­self, as one does who is ex­pect­ing some­thing that he would rather not see. You may ob­serve this move­ment in wom­en when, in a mor­tu­ary chapel, the cof­fin is borne up the aisle be­hind them.

			But when a long old man in a blan­ket over­coat, his head tied up in a hand­ker­chief and near­ly his en­tire face in a muf­fler, wear­ing green gog­gles and with a com­plex­ion of glit­ter­ing white­ness where it could be seen, strode silent­ly in­to the room, lay­ing a hard, gloved hand on Mr. Bee­son’s shoul­der, the lat­ter so far for­got him­self as to look up with an ap­pear­ance of no small as­ton­ish­ment; whomev­er he may have been ex­pect­ing, he had ev­i­dent­ly not count­ed on meet­ing any­one like this. Nev­er­the­less, the sight of this un­ex­pect­ed guest pro­duced in Mr. Bee­son the fol­low­ing se­quence: a feel­ing of as­ton­ish­ment; a sense of grat­i­fi­ca­tion; a sen­ti­ment of pro­found good will. Ris­ing from his seat, he took the knot­ty hand from his shoul­der, and shook it up and down with a fer­vor quite un­ac­count­able; for in the old man’s as­pect was noth­ing to at­tract, much to re­pel. How­ev­er, at­trac­tion is too gen­er­al a prop­er­ty for re­pul­sion to be with­out it. The most at­trac­tive ob­ject in the world is the face we in­stinc­tive­ly cov­er with a cloth. When it be­comes still more at­trac­tive—fas­ci­nat­ing—we put sev­en feet of earth above it.

			“Sir,” said Mr. Bee­son, re­leas­ing the old man’s hand, which fell pas­sive­ly against his thigh with a qui­et clack, “it is an ex­treme­ly dis­agree­able night. Pray be seat­ed; I am very glad to see you.”

			Mr. Bee­son spoke with an easy good breed­ing that one would hard­ly have ex­pect­ed, con­sid­er­ing all things. In­deed, the con­trast be­tween his ap­pear­ance and his man­ner was suf­fi­cient­ly sur­pris­ing to be one of the com­mon­est of so­cial phe­nom­e­na in the mines. The old man ad­vanced a step to­ward the fire, glow­ing cav­ernous­ly in the green gog­gles. Mr. Bee­son re­sumed:

			“You bet your life I am!”

			Mr. Bee­son’s el­e­gance was not too re­fined; it had made rea­son­able con­ces­sions to lo­cal taste. He paused a mo­ment, let­ting his eyes drop from the muf­fled head of his guest, down along the row of moldy but­tons con­fin­ing the blan­ket over­coat, to the green­ish cowhide boots pow­dered with snow, which had be­gun to melt and run along the floor in lit­tle rills. He took an in­ven­to­ry of his guest, and ap­peared sat­is­fied. Who would not have been? Then he con­tin­ued:

			“The cheer I can of­fer you is, un­for­tu­nate­ly, in keep­ing with my sur­round­ings; but I shall es­teem my­self high­ly fa­vored if it is your plea­sure to par­take of it, rather than seek bet­ter at Bent­ley’s Flat.”

			With a sin­gu­lar re­fine­ment of hos­pitable hu­mil­i­ty Mr. Bee­son spoke as if a so­journ in his warm cab­in on such a night, as com­pared with walk­ing four­teen miles up to the throat in snow with a cut­ting crust, would be an in­tol­er­a­ble hard­ship. By way of re­ply, his guest un­but­toned the blan­ket over­coat. The host laid fresh fu­el on the fire, swept the hearth with the tail of a wolf, and added:

			“But I think you’d bet­ter skedad­dle.”

			The old man took a seat by the fire, spread­ing his broad soles to the heat with­out re­mov­ing his hat. In the mines the hat is sel­dom re­moved ex­cept when the boots are. With­out fur­ther re­mark Mr. Bee­son al­so seat­ed him­self in a chair which had been a bar­rel, and which, re­tain­ing much of its orig­i­nal char­ac­ter, seemed to have been de­signed with a view to pre­serv­ing his dust if it should please him to crum­ble. For a mo­ment there was si­lence; then, from some­where among the pines, came the snarling yelp of a coy­ote; and si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly the door rat­tled in its frame. There was no oth­er con­nec­tion be­tween the two in­ci­dents than that the coy­ote has an aver­sion to storms, and the wind was ris­ing; yet there seemed some­how a kind of su­per­nat­u­ral con­spir­a­cy be­tween the two, and Mr. Bee­son shud­dered with a vague sense of ter­ror. He re­cov­ered him­self in a mo­ment and again ad­dressed his guest.

			“There are strange do­ings here. I will tell you ev­ery­thing, and then if you de­cide to go I shall hope to ac­com­pa­ny you over the worst of the way; as far as where Baldy Pe­ter­son shot Ben Hike—I dare say you know the place.”

			The old man nod­ded em­phat­i­cal­ly, as in­ti­mat­ing not mere­ly that he did, but that he did in­deed.

			“Two years ago,” be­gan Mr. Bee­son, “I, with two com­pan­ions, oc­cu­pied this house; but when the rush to the Flat oc­curred we left, along with the rest. In ten hours the Gulch was de­sert­ed. That evening, how­ev­er, I dis­cov­ered I had left be­hind me a valu­able pis­tol (that is it) and re­turned for it, pass­ing the night here alone, as I have passed ev­ery night since. I must ex­plain that a few days be­fore we left, our Chi­nese do­mes­tic had the mis­for­tune to die while the ground was frozen so hard that it was im­pos­si­ble to dig a grave in the usu­al way. So, on the day of our hasty de­par­ture, we cut through the floor there, and gave him such buri­al as we could. But be­fore putting him down I had the ex­treme­ly bad taste to cut off his pig­tail and spike it to that beam above his grave, where you may see it at this mo­ment, or, prefer­ably, when warmth has giv­en you leisure for ob­ser­va­tion.

			“I stat­ed, did I not, that the Chi­na­man came to his death from nat­u­ral caus­es? I had, of course, noth­ing to do with that, and re­turned through no ir­re­sistible at­trac­tion, or mor­bid fas­ci­na­tion, but on­ly be­cause I had for­got­ten a pis­tol. This is clear to you, is it not, sir?”

			The vis­i­tor nod­ded grave­ly. He ap­peared to be a man of few words, if any. Mr. Bee­son con­tin­ued:

			“Ac­cord­ing to the Chi­nese faith, a man is like a kite: he can­not go to heav­en with­out a tail. Well, to short­en this te­dious sto­ry—which, how­ev­er, I thought it my du­ty to re­late—on that night, while I was here alone and think­ing of any­thing but him, that Chi­na­man came back for his pig­tail.

			“He did not get it.”

			At this point Mr. Bee­son re­lapsed in­to blank si­lence. Per­haps he was fa­tigued by the un­wont­ed ex­er­cise of speak­ing; per­haps he had con­jured up a mem­o­ry that de­mand­ed his un­di­vid­ed at­ten­tion. The wind was now fair­ly abroad, and the pines along the moun­tain­side sang with sin­gu­lar dis­tinct­ness. The nar­ra­tor con­tin­ued:

			“You say you do not see much in that, and I must con­fess I do not my­self.

			“But he keeps com­ing!”

			There was an­oth­er long si­lence, dur­ing which both stared in­to the fire with­out the move­ment of a limb. Then Mr. Bee­son broke out, al­most fierce­ly, fix­ing his eyes on what he could see of the im­pas­sive face of his au­di­tor:

			“Give it him? Sir, in this mat­ter I have no in­ten­tion of trou­bling any­one for ad­vice. You will par­don me, I am sure”—here he be­came sin­gu­lar­ly per­sua­sive—“but I have ven­tured to nail that pig­tail fast, and have as­sumed the some­what oner­ous obli­ga­tion of guard­ing it. So it is quite im­pos­si­ble to act on your con­sid­er­ate sug­ges­tion.

			“Do you play me for a Mod­oc?”

			Noth­ing could ex­ceed the sud­den fe­roc­i­ty with which he thrust this in­dig­nant re­mon­strance in­to the ear of his guest. It was as if he had struck him on the side of the head with a steel gaunt­let. It was a protest, but it was a chal­lenge. To be mis­tak­en for a cow­ard—to be played for a Mod­oc: these two ex­pres­sions are one. Some­times it is a Chi­na­man. Do you play me for a Chi­na­man? is a ques­tion fre­quent­ly ad­dressed to the ear of the sud­den­ly dead.

			Mr. Bee­son’s buf­fet pro­duced no ef­fect, and af­ter a mo­ment’s pause, dur­ing which the wind thun­dered in the chim­ney like the sound of clods up­on a cof­fin, he re­sumed:

			“But, as you say, it is wear­ing me out. I feel that the life of the last two years has been a mis­take—a mis­take that cor­rects it­self; you see how. The grave! No; there is no one to dig it. The ground is frozen, too. But you are very wel­come. You may say at Bent­ley’s—but that is not im­por­tant. It was very tough to cut: they braid silk in­to their pig­tails. Kwaagh.”

			Mr. Bee­son was speak­ing with his eyes shut, and he wan­dered. His last word was a snore. A mo­ment lat­er he drew a long breath, opened his eyes with an ef­fort, made a sin­gle re­mark, and fell in­to a deep sleep. What he said was this:

			“They are swip­ing my dust!”

			Then the aged stranger, who had not ut­tered one word since his ar­rival, arose from his seat and de­lib­er­ate­ly laid off his out­er cloth­ing, look­ing as an­gu­lar in his flan­nels as the late Sig­no­ri­na Fes­torazzi, an Irish wom­an, six feet in height, and weigh­ing fifty-six pounds, who used to ex­hib­it her­self in her chemise to the peo­ple of San Fran­cis­co. He then crept in­to one of the “bunks,” hav­ing first placed a re­volver in easy reach, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of the coun­try. This re­volver he took from a shelf, and it was the one which Mr. Bee­son had men­tioned as that for which he had re­turned to the Gulch two years be­fore.

			In a few mo­ments Mr. Bee­son awoke, and see­ing that his guest had re­tired he did like­wise. But be­fore do­ing so he ap­proached the long, plait­ed wisp of pa­gan hair and gave it a pow­er­ful tug, to as­sure him­self that it was fast and firm. The two beds—mere shelves cov­ered with blan­kets not over­clean—faced each oth­er from op­po­site sides of the room, the lit­tle square trap­door that had giv­en ac­cess to the Chi­na­man’s grave be­ing mid­way be­tween. This, by the way, was crossed by a dou­ble row of spike-heads. In his re­sis­tance to the su­per­nat­u­ral, Mr. Bee­son had not dis­dained the use of ma­te­ri­al pre­cau­tions.

			The fire was now low, the flames burn­ing blue­ly and petu­lant­ly, with oc­ca­sion­al flash­es, pro­ject­ing spec­tral shad­ows on the walls—shad­ows that moved mys­te­ri­ous­ly about, now di­vid­ing, now unit­ing. The shad­ow of the pen­dent queue, how­ev­er, kept mood­i­ly apart, near the roof at the fur­ther end of the room, look­ing like a note of ad­mi­ra­tion. The song of the pines out­side had now risen to the dig­ni­ty of a tri­umphal hymn. In the paus­es the si­lence was dread­ful.

			It was dur­ing one of these in­ter­vals that the trap in the floor be­gan to lift. Slow­ly and steadi­ly it rose, and slow­ly and steadi­ly rose the swad­dled head of the old man in the bunk to ob­serve it. Then, with a clap that shook the house to its foun­da­tion, it was thrown clean back, where it lay with its un­sight­ly spikes point­ing threat­en­ing­ly up­ward. Mr. Bee­son awoke, and with­out ris­ing, pressed his fin­gers in­to his eyes. He shud­dered; his teeth chat­tered. His guest was now re­clin­ing on one el­bow, watch­ing the pro­ceed­ings with the gog­gles that glowed like lamps.

			Sud­den­ly a howl­ing gust of wind swooped down the chim­ney, scat­ter­ing ash­es and smoke in all di­rec­tions, for a mo­ment ob­scur­ing ev­ery­thing. When the fire­light again il­lu­mi­nat­ed the room there was seen, sit­ting gin­ger­ly on the edge of a stool by the hearth­side, a swarthy lit­tle man of pre­pos­sess­ing ap­pear­ance and dressed with fault­less taste, nod­ding to the old man with a friend­ly and en­gag­ing smile. “From San Fran­cis­co, ev­i­dent­ly,” thought Mr. Bee­son, who hav­ing some­what re­cov­ered from his fright was grop­ing his way to a so­lu­tion of the evening’s events.

			But now an­oth­er ac­tor ap­peared up­on the scene. Out of the square black hole in the mid­dle of the floor pro­trud­ed the head of the de­part­ed Chi­na­man, his glassy eyes turned up­ward in their an­gu­lar slits and fas­tened on the dan­gling queue above with a look of yearn­ing un­speak­able. Mr. Bee­son groaned, and again spread his hands up­on his face. A mild odor of opi­um per­vad­ed the place. The phan­tom, clad on­ly in a short blue tu­nic quilt­ed and silken but cov­ered with grave-mold, rose slow­ly, as if pushed by a weak spi­ral spring. Its knees were at the lev­el of the floor, when with a quick up­ward im­pulse like the silent leap­ing of a flame it grasped the queue with both hands, drew up its body and took the tip in its hor­ri­ble yel­low teeth. To this it clung in a seem­ing fren­zy, gri­mac­ing ghast­ly, surg­ing and plung­ing from side to side in its ef­forts to dis­en­gage its prop­er­ty from the beam, but ut­ter­ing no sound. It was like a corpse ar­ti­fi­cial­ly con­vulsed by means of a gal­van­ic bat­tery. The con­trast be­tween its su­per­hu­man ac­tiv­i­ty and its si­lence was no less than hideous!

			Mr. Bee­son cow­ered in his bed. The swarthy lit­tle gen­tle­man un­crossed his legs, beat an im­pa­tient tat­too with the toe of his boot and con­sult­ed a heavy gold watch. The old man sat erect and qui­et­ly laid hold of the re­volver.

			Bang!

			Like a body cut from the gal­lows the Chi­na­man plumped in­to the black hole be­low, car­ry­ing his tail in his teeth. The trap­door turned over, shut­ting down with a snap. The swarthy lit­tle gen­tle­man from San Fran­cis­co sprang nim­bly from his perch, caught some­thing in the air with his hat, as a boy catch­es a but­ter­fly, and van­ished in­to the chim­ney as if drawn up by suc­tion.

			From away some­where in the out­er dark­ness float­ed in through the open door a faint, far cry—a long, sob­bing wail, as of a child death-stran­gled in the desert, or a lost soul borne away by the Ad­ver­sary. It may have been the coy­ote.

			

			In the ear­ly days of the fol­low­ing spring a par­ty of min­ers on their way to new dig­gings passed along the Gulch, and stray­ing through the de­sert­ed shanties found in one of them the body of Hi­ram Bee­son, stretched up­on a bunk, with a bul­let hole through the heart. The ball had ev­i­dent­ly been fired from the op­po­site side of the room, for in one of the oak­en beams over­head was a shal­low blue dint, where it had struck a knot and been de­flect­ed down­ward to the breast of its vic­tim. Strong­ly at­tached to the same beam was what ap­peared to be an end of a rope of braid­ed horse­hair, which had been cut by the bul­let in its pas­sage to the knot. Noth­ing else of in­ter­est was not­ed, ex­cept­ing a suit of moldy and in­con­gru­ous cloth­ing, sev­er­al ar­ti­cles of which were af­ter­ward iden­ti­fied by re­spectable wit­ness­es as those in which cer­tain de­ceased cit­i­zens of Dead­man’s had been buried years be­fore. But it is not easy to un­der­stand how that could be, un­less, in­deed, the gar­ments had been worn as a dis­guise by Death him­self—which is hard­ly cred­i­ble.

		
	
		
			Beyond the Wall

			Many years ago, on my way from Hongkong to New York, I passed a week in San Fran­cis­co. A long time had gone by since I had been in that city, dur­ing which my ven­tures in the Ori­ent had pros­pered be­yond my hope; I was rich and could af­ford to re­vis­it my own coun­try to re­new my friend­ship with such of the com­pan­ions of my youth as still lived and re­mem­bered me with the old af­fec­tion. Chief of these, I hoped, was Mo­hun Dampi­er, an old school­mate with whom I had held a desul­to­ry cor­re­spon­dence which had long ceased, as is the way of cor­re­spon­dence be­tween men. You may have ob­served that the in­dis­po­si­tion to write a mere­ly so­cial let­ter is in the ra­tio of the square of the dis­tance be­tween you and your cor­re­spon­dent. It is a law.

			I re­mem­bered Dampi­er as a hand­some, strong young fel­low of schol­ar­ly tastes, with an aver­sion to work and a marked in­dif­fer­ence to many of the things that the world cares for, in­clud­ing wealth, of which, how­ev­er, he had in­her­it­ed enough to put him be­yond the reach of want. In his fam­i­ly, one of the old­est and most aris­to­crat­ic in the coun­try, it was, I think, a mat­ter of pride that no mem­ber of it had ev­er been in trade nor pol­i­tics, nor suf­fered any kind of dis­tinc­tion. Mo­hun was a tri­fle sen­ti­men­tal, and had in him a sin­gu­lar el­e­ment of su­per­sti­tion, which led him to the study of all man­ner of oc­cult sub­jects, al­though his sane men­tal health safe­guard­ed him against fan­tas­tic and per­ilous faiths. He made dar­ing in­cur­sions in­to the realm of the un­re­al with­out re­nounc­ing his res­i­dence in the part­ly sur­veyed and chart­ed re­gion of what we are pleased to call cer­ti­tude.

			The night of my vis­it to him was stormy. The Cal­i­for­ni­an win­ter was on, and the in­ces­sant rain plashed in the de­sert­ed streets, or, lift­ed by ir­reg­u­lar gusts of wind, was hurled against the hous­es with in­cred­i­ble fury. With no small dif­fi­cul­ty my cab­man found the right place, away out to­ward the ocean beach, in a sparse­ly pop­u­lat­ed sub­urb. The dwelling, a rather ug­ly one, ap­par­ent­ly, stood in the cen­ter of its grounds, which as near­ly as I could make out in the gloom were des­ti­tute of ei­ther flow­ers or grass. Three or four trees, writhing and moan­ing in the tor­ment of the tem­pest, ap­peared to be try­ing to es­cape from their dis­mal en­vi­ron­ment and take the chance of find­ing a bet­ter one out at sea. The house was a two-sto­ry brick struc­ture with a tow­er, a sto­ry high­er, at one cor­ner. In a win­dow of that was the on­ly vis­i­ble light. Some­thing in the ap­pear­ance of the place made me shud­der, a per­for­mance that may have been as­sist­ed by a rill of rain­wa­ter down my back as I scut­tled to cov­er in the door­way.

			In an­swer to my note ap­pris­ing him of my wish to call, Dampi­er had writ­ten, “Don’t ring—open the door and come up.” I did so. The stair­case was dim­ly light­ed by a sin­gle gas-jet at the top of the sec­ond flight. I man­aged to reach the land­ing with­out dis­as­ter and en­tered by an open door in­to the light­ed square room of the tow­er. Dampi­er came for­ward in gown and slip­pers to re­ceive me, giv­ing me the greet­ing that I wished, and if I had held a thought that it might more fit­ly have been ac­cord­ed me at the front door the first look at him dis­pelled any sense of his in­hos­pi­tal­i­ty.

			He was not the same. Hard­ly past mid­dle age, he had gone gray and had ac­quired a pro­nounced stoop. His fig­ure was thin and an­gu­lar, his face deeply lined, his com­plex­ion dead-white, with­out a touch of col­or. His eyes, un­nat­u­ral­ly large, glowed with a fire that was al­most un­can­ny.

			He seat­ed me, prof­fered a cigar, and with grave and ob­vi­ous sin­cer­i­ty as­sured me of the plea­sure that it gave him to meet me. Some unim­por­tant con­ver­sa­tion fol­lowed, but all the while I was dom­i­nat­ed by a melan­choly sense of the great change in him. This he must have per­ceived, for he sud­den­ly said with a bright enough smile, “You are dis­ap­point­ed in me—non sum qualis er­am.”

			I hard­ly knew what to re­ply, but man­aged to say: “Why, re­al­ly, I don’t know: your Latin is about the same.”

			He bright­ened again. “No,” he said, “be­ing a dead lan­guage, it grows in ap­pro­pri­ate­ness. But please have the pa­tience to wait: where I am go­ing there is per­haps a bet­ter tongue. Will you care to have a mes­sage in it?”

			The smile fad­ed as he spoke, and as he con­clud­ed he was look­ing in­to my eyes with a grav­i­ty that dis­tressed me. Yet I would not sur­ren­der my­self to his mood, nor per­mit him to see how deeply his pre­science of death af­fect­ed me.

			“I fan­cy that it will be long,” I said, “be­fore hu­man speech will cease to serve our need; and then the need, with its pos­si­bil­i­ties of ser­vice, will have passed.”

			He made no re­ply, and I too was silent, for the talk had tak­en a dispir­it­ing turn, yet I knew not how to give it a more agree­able char­ac­ter. Sud­den­ly, in a pause of the storm, when the dead si­lence was al­most star­tling by con­trast with the pre­vi­ous up­roar, I heard a gen­tle tap­ping, which ap­peared to come from the wall be­hind my chair. The sound was such as might have been made by a hu­man hand, not as up­on a door by one ask­ing ad­mit­tance, but rather, I thought, as an agreed sig­nal, an as­sur­ance of some­one’s pres­ence in an ad­join­ing room; most of us, I fan­cy, have had more ex­pe­ri­ence of such com­mu­ni­ca­tions than we should care to re­late. I glanced at Dampi­er. If pos­si­bly there was some­thing of amuse­ment in the look he did not ob­serve it. He ap­peared to have for­got­ten my pres­ence, and was star­ing at the wall be­hind me with an ex­pres­sion in his eyes that I am un­able to name, al­though my mem­o­ry of it is as vivid to­day as was my sense of it then. The sit­u­a­tion was em­bar­rass­ing; I rose to take my leave. At this he seemed to re­cov­er him­self.

			“Please be seat­ed,” he said; “it is noth­ing—no one is there.”

			But the tap­ping was re­peat­ed, and with the same gen­tle, slow in­sis­tence as be­fore.

			“Par­don me,” I said, “it is late. May I call to­mor­row?”

			He smiled—a lit­tle me­chan­i­cal­ly, I thought. “It is very del­i­cate of you,” said he, “but quite need­less. Re­al­ly, this is the on­ly room in the tow­er, and no one is there. At least—” He left the sen­tence in­com­plete, rose, and threw up a win­dow, the on­ly open­ing in the wall from which the sound seemed to come. “See.”

			Not clear­ly know­ing what else to do I fol­lowed him to the win­dow and looked out. A street-lamp some lit­tle dis­tance away gave enough light through the murk of the rain that was again fall­ing in tor­rents to make it en­tire­ly plain that “no one was there.” In truth there was noth­ing but the sheer blank wall of the tow­er.

			Dampi­er closed the win­dow and sign­ing me to my seat re­sumed his own.

			The in­ci­dent was not in it­self par­tic­u­lar­ly mys­te­ri­ous; any one of a dozen ex­pla­na­tions was pos­si­ble (though none has oc­curred to me), yet it im­pressed me strange­ly, the more, per­haps, from my friend’s ef­fort to re­as­sure me, which seemed to dig­ni­fy it with a cer­tain sig­nif­i­cance and im­por­tance. He had proved that no one was there, but in that fact lay all the in­ter­est; and he prof­fered no ex­pla­na­tion. His si­lence was ir­ri­tat­ing and made me re­sent­ful.

			“My good friend,” I said, some­what iron­i­cal­ly, I fear, “I am not dis­posed to ques­tion your right to har­bor as many spooks as you find agree­able to your taste and con­sis­tent with your no­tions of com­pan­ion­ship; that is no busi­ness of mine. But be­ing just a plain man of af­fairs, most­ly of this world, I find spooks need­less to my peace and com­fort. I am go­ing to my ho­tel, where my fel­low-guests are still in the flesh.”

			It was not a very civ­il speech, but he man­i­fest­ed no feel­ing about it. “Kind­ly re­main,” he said. “I am grate­ful for your pres­ence here. What you have heard tonight I be­lieve my­self to have heard twice be­fore. Now I know it was no il­lu­sion. That is much to me—more than you know. Have a fresh cigar and a good stock of pa­tience while I tell you the sto­ry.”

			The rain was now fall­ing more steadi­ly, with a low, mo­not­o­nous susurra­tion, in­ter­rupt­ed at long in­ter­vals by the sud­den slash­ing of the boughs of the trees as the wind rose and failed. The night was well ad­vanced, but both sym­pa­thy and cu­rios­i­ty held me a will­ing lis­ten­er to my friend’s mono­logue, which I did not in­ter­rupt by a sin­gle word from be­gin­ning to end.

			“Ten years ago,” he said, “I oc­cu­pied a ground-floor apart­ment in one of a row of hous­es, all alike, away at the oth­er end of the town, on what we call Rin­con Hill. This had been the best quar­ter of San Fran­cis­co, but had fall­en in­to ne­glect and de­cay, part­ly be­cause the prim­i­tive char­ac­ter of its do­mes­tic ar­chi­tec­ture no longer suit­ed the ma­tur­ing tastes of our wealthy cit­i­zens, part­ly be­cause cer­tain pub­lic im­prove­ments had made a wreck of it. The row of dwellings in one of which I lived stood a lit­tle way back from the street, each hav­ing a minia­ture gar­den, sep­a­rat­ed from its neigh­bors by low iron fences and bi­sect­ed with math­e­mat­i­cal pre­ci­sion by a box-bor­dered grav­el walk from gate to door.

			“One morn­ing as I was leav­ing my lodg­ing I ob­served a young girl en­ter­ing the ad­join­ing gar­den on the left. It was a warm day in June, and she was light­ly gowned in white. From her shoul­ders hung a broad straw hat pro­fuse­ly dec­o­rat­ed with flow­ers and won­der­ful­ly berib­boned in the fash­ion of the time. My at­ten­tion was not long held by the ex­quis­ite sim­plic­i­ty of her cos­tume, for no one could look at her face and think of any­thing earth­ly. Do not fear; I shall not pro­fane it by de­scrip­tion; it was beau­ti­ful ex­ceed­ing­ly. All that I had ev­er seen or dreamed of love­li­ness was in that match­less liv­ing pic­ture by the hand of the Di­vine Artist. So deeply did it move me that, with­out a thought of the im­pro­pri­ety of the act, I un­con­scious­ly bared my head, as a de­vout Catholic or well-bred Protes­tant un­cov­ers be­fore an im­age of the Blessed Vir­gin. The maid­en showed no dis­plea­sure; she mere­ly turned her glo­ri­ous dark eyes up­on me with a look that made me catch my breath, and with­out oth­er recog­ni­tion of my act passed in­to the house. For a mo­ment I stood mo­tion­less, hat in hand, painful­ly con­scious of my rude­ness, yet so dom­i­nat­ed by the emo­tion in­spired by that vi­sion of in­com­pa­ra­ble beau­ty that my pen­i­tence was less poignant than it should have been. Then I went my way, leav­ing my heart be­hind. In the nat­u­ral course of things I should prob­a­bly have re­mained away un­til night­fall, but by the mid­dle of the af­ter­noon I was back in the lit­tle gar­den, af­fect­ing an in­ter­est in the few fool­ish flow­ers that I had nev­er be­fore ob­served. My hope was vain; she did not ap­pear.

			“To a night of un­rest suc­ceed­ed a day of ex­pec­ta­tion and dis­ap­point­ment, but on the day af­ter, as I wan­dered aim­less­ly about the neigh­bor­hood, I met her. Of course I did not re­peat my fol­ly of un­cov­er­ing, nor ven­ture by even so much as too long a look to man­i­fest an in­ter­est in her; yet my heart was beat­ing au­di­bly. I trem­bled and con­scious­ly col­ored as she turned her big black eyes up­on me with a look of ob­vi­ous recog­ni­tion en­tire­ly de­void of bold­ness or co­quetry.

			“I will not weary you with par­tic­u­lars; many times af­ter­ward I met the maid­en, yet nev­er ei­ther ad­dressed her or sought to fix her at­ten­tion. Nor did I take any ac­tion to­ward mak­ing her ac­quain­tance. Per­haps my for­bear­ance, re­quir­ing so supreme an ef­fort of self-de­nial, will not be en­tire­ly clear to you. That I was heels over head in love is true, but who can over­come his habit of thought, or re­con­struct his char­ac­ter?

			“I was what some fool­ish per­sons are pleased to call, and oth­ers, more fool­ish, are pleased to be called—an aris­to­crat; and de­spite her beau­ty, her charms and graces, the girl was not of my class. I had learned her name—which it is need­less to speak—and some­thing of her fam­i­ly. She was an or­phan, a de­pen­dent niece of the im­pos­si­ble el­der­ly fat wom­an in whose lodg­ing-house she lived. My in­come was small and I lacked the tal­ent for mar­ry­ing; it is per­haps a gift. An al­liance with that fam­i­ly would con­demn me to its man­ner of life, part me from my books and stud­ies, and in a so­cial sense re­duce me to the ranks. It is easy to dep­re­cate such con­sid­er­a­tions as these and I have not re­tained my­self for the de­fense. Let judg­ment be en­tered against me, but in strict jus­tice all my an­ces­tors for gen­er­a­tions should be made co-de­fen­dants and I be per­mit­ted to plead in mit­i­ga­tion of pun­ish­ment the im­pe­ri­ous man­date of hered­i­ty. To a mésal­liance of that kind ev­ery glob­ule of my an­ces­tral blood spoke in op­po­si­tion. In brief, my tastes, habits, in­stinct, with what­ev­er of rea­son my love had left me—all fought against it. More­over, I was an ir­reclaimable sen­ti­men­tal­ist, and found a sub­tle charm in an im­per­son­al and spir­i­tu­al re­la­tion which ac­quain­tance might vul­gar­ize and mar­riage would cer­tain­ly dis­pel. No wom­an, I ar­gued, is what this love­ly crea­ture seems. Love is a de­li­cious dream; why should I bring about my own awak­en­ing?

			“The course dic­tat­ed by all this sense and sen­ti­ment was ob­vi­ous. Hon­or, pride, pru­dence, preser­va­tion of my ideals—all com­mand­ed me to go away, but for that I was too weak. The ut­most that I could do by a mighty ef­fort of will was to cease meet­ing the girl, and that I did. I even avoid­ed the chance en­coun­ters of the gar­den, leav­ing my lodg­ing on­ly when I knew that she had gone to her mu­sic lessons, and re­turn­ing af­ter night­fall. Yet all the while I was as one in a trance, in­dulging the most fas­ci­nat­ing fan­cies and or­der­ing my en­tire in­tel­lec­tu­al life in ac­cor­dance with my dream. Ah, my friend, as one whose ac­tions have a trace­able re­la­tion to rea­son, you can­not know the fool’s par­adise in which I lived.

			“One evening the dev­il put it in­to my head to be an un­speak­able id­iot. By ap­par­ent­ly care­less and pur­pose­less ques­tion­ing I learned from my gos­sipy land­la­dy that the young wom­an’s bed­room ad­joined my own, a par­ty-wall be­tween. Yield­ing to a sud­den and coarse im­pulse I gen­tly rapped on the wall. There was no re­sponse, nat­u­ral­ly, but I was in no mood to ac­cept a re­buke. A mad­ness was up­on me and I re­peat­ed the fol­ly, the of­fense, but again in­ef­fec­tu­al­ly, and I had the de­cen­cy to de­sist.

			“An hour lat­er, while ab­sorbed in some of my in­fer­nal stud­ies, I heard, or thought I heard, my sig­nal an­swered. Fling­ing down my books I sprang to the wall and as steadi­ly as my beat­ing heart would per­mit gave three slow taps up­on it. This time the re­sponse was dis­tinct, un­mis­tak­able: one, two, three—an ex­act rep­e­ti­tion of my sig­nal. That was all I could elic­it, but it was enough—too much.

			“The next evening, and for many evenings af­ter­ward, that fol­ly went on, I al­ways hav­ing ‘the last word.’ Dur­ing the whole pe­ri­od I was deliri­ous­ly hap­py, but with the per­ver­si­ty of my na­ture I per­se­vered in my res­o­lu­tion not to see her. Then, as I should have ex­pect­ed, I got no fur­ther an­swers. ‘She is dis­gust­ed,’ I said to my­self, ‘with what she thinks my timid­i­ty in mak­ing no more def­i­nite ad­vances’; and I re­solved to seek her and make her ac­quain­tance and—what? I did not know, nor do I now know, what might have come of it. I know on­ly that I passed days and days try­ing to meet her, and all in vain; she was in­vis­i­ble as well as in­audi­ble. I haunt­ed the streets where we had met, but she did not come. From my win­dow I watched the gar­den in front of her house, but she passed nei­ther in nor out. I fell in­to the deep­est de­jec­tion, be­liev­ing that she had gone away, yet took no steps to re­solve my doubt by in­quiry of my land­la­dy, to whom, in­deed, I had tak­en an un­con­quer­able aver­sion from her hav­ing once spo­ken of the girl with less of rev­er­ence than I thought be­fit­ting.

			“There came a fate­ful night. Worn out with emo­tion, ir­res­o­lu­tion and de­spon­den­cy, I had re­tired ear­ly and fall­en in­to such sleep as was still pos­si­ble to me. In the mid­dle of the night some­thing—some ma­lign pow­er bent up­on the wreck­ing of my peace for­ev­er—caused me to open my eyes and sit up, wide awake and lis­ten­ing in­tent­ly for I knew not what. Then I thought I heard a faint tap­ping on the wall—the mere ghost of the fa­mil­iar sig­nal. In a few mo­ments it was re­peat­ed: one, two, three—no loud­er than be­fore, but ad­dress­ing a sense alert and strained to re­ceive it. I was about to re­ply when the Ad­ver­sary of Peace again in­ter­vened in my af­fairs with a ras­cal­ly sug­ges­tion of re­tal­i­a­tion. She had long and cru­el­ly ig­nored me; now I would ig­nore her. In­cred­i­ble fa­tu­ity—may God for­give it! All the rest of the night I lay awake, for­ti­fy­ing my ob­sti­na­cy with shame­less jus­ti­fi­ca­tions and—lis­ten­ing.

			“Late the next morn­ing, as I was leav­ing the house, I met my land­la­dy, en­ter­ing.

			“ ‘Good morn­ing, Mr. Dampi­er,’ she said. ‘Have you heard the news?’

			“I replied in words that I had heard no news; in man­ner, that I did not care to hear any. The man­ner es­caped her ob­ser­va­tion.

			“ ‘About the sick young la­dy next door,’ she bab­bled on. ‘What! you did not know? Why, she has been ill for weeks. And now—’

			“I al­most sprang up­on her. ‘And now,’ I cried, ‘now what?’

			“ ‘She is dead.’

			“That is not the whole sto­ry. In the mid­dle of the night, as I learned lat­er, the pa­tient, awak­en­ing from a long stu­por af­ter a week of delir­i­um, had asked—it was her last ut­ter­ance—that her bed be moved to the op­po­site side of the room. Those in at­ten­dance had thought the re­quest a va­gary of her delir­i­um, but had com­plied. And there the poor pass­ing soul had ex­ert­ed its fail­ing will to re­store a bro­ken con­nec­tion—a gold­en thread of sen­ti­ment be­tween its in­no­cence and a mon­strous base­ness own­ing a blind, bru­tal al­le­giance to the Law of Self.

			“What repa­ra­tion could I make? Are there mass­es that can be said for the re­pose of souls that are abroad such nights as this—spir­its ‘blown about by the view­less winds’—com­ing in the storm and dark­ness with signs and por­tents, hints of mem­o­ry and presages of doom?

			“This is the third vis­i­ta­tion. On the first oc­ca­sion I was too skep­ti­cal to do more than ver­i­fy by nat­u­ral meth­ods the char­ac­ter of the in­ci­dent; on the sec­ond, I re­spond­ed to the sig­nal af­ter it had been sev­er­al times re­peat­ed, but with­out re­sult. Tonight’s re­cur­rence com­pletes the ‘fa­tal tri­ad’ ex­pound­ed by Para­pelius Necro­man­tius. There is no more to tell.”

			When Dampi­er had fin­ished his sto­ry I could think of noth­ing rel­e­vant that I cared to say, and to ques­tion him would have been a hideous im­per­ti­nence. I rose and bade him good night in a way to con­vey to him a sense of my sym­pa­thy, which he silent­ly ac­knowl­edged by a pres­sure of the hand. That night, alone with his sor­row and re­morse, he passed in­to the Un­known.

		
	
		
			A Psychological Shipwreck

			In the sum­mer of 1874 I was in Liv­er­pool, whith­er I had gone on busi­ness for the mer­can­tile house of Bron­son & Jar­rett, New York. I am William Jar­rett; my part­ner was Zenas Bron­son. The firm failed last year, and un­able to en­dure the fall from af­flu­ence to pover­ty he died.

			Hav­ing fin­ished my busi­ness, and feel­ing the las­si­tude and ex­haus­tion in­ci­dent to its dis­patch, I felt that a pro­tract­ed sea voy­age would be both agree­able and ben­e­fi­cial, so in­stead of em­bark­ing for my re­turn on one of the many fine pas­sen­ger steam­ers I booked for New York on the sail­ing ves­sel Mor­row, up­on which I had shipped a large and valu­able in­voice of the goods I had bought. The Mor­row was an Eng­lish ship with, of course, but lit­tle ac­com­mo­da­tion for pas­sen­gers, of whom there were on­ly my­self, a young wom­an and her ser­vant, who was a mid­dle-aged negress. I thought it sin­gu­lar that a trav­el­ing Eng­lish girl should be so at­tend­ed, but she af­ter­ward ex­plained to me that the wom­an had been left with her fam­i­ly by a man and his wife from South Car­oli­na, both of whom had died on the same day at the house of the young la­dy’s fa­ther in De­von­shire—a cir­cum­stance in it­self suf­fi­cient­ly un­com­mon to re­main rather dis­tinct­ly in my mem­o­ry, even had it not af­ter­ward tran­spired in con­ver­sa­tion with the young la­dy that the name of the man was William Jar­rett, the same as my own. I knew that a branch of my fam­i­ly had set­tled in South Car­oli­na, but of them and their his­to­ry I was ig­no­rant.

			The Mor­row sailed from the mouth of the Mersey on the 15th of June and for sev­er­al weeks we had fair breezes and un­cloud­ed skies. The skip­per, an ad­mirable sea­man but noth­ing more, fa­vored us with very lit­tle of his so­ci­ety, ex­cept at his ta­ble; and the young wom­an, Miss Janette Har­ford, and I be­came very well ac­quaint­ed. We were, in truth, near­ly al­ways to­geth­er, and be­ing of an in­tro­spec­tive turn of mind I of­ten en­deav­ored to an­a­lyze and de­fine the nov­el feel­ing with which she in­spired me—a se­cret, sub­tle, but pow­er­ful at­trac­tion which con­stant­ly im­pelled me to seek her; but the at­tempt was hope­less. I could on­ly be sure that at least it was not love. Hav­ing as­sured my­self of this and be­ing cer­tain that she was quite as whole­heart­ed, I ven­tured one evening (I re­mem­ber it was on the 3rd of Ju­ly) as we sat on deck to ask her, laugh­ing­ly, if she could as­sist me to re­solve my psy­cho­log­i­cal doubt.

			For a mo­ment she was silent, with avert­ed face, and I be­gan to fear I had been ex­treme­ly rude and in­del­i­cate; then she fixed her eyes grave­ly on my own. In an in­stant my mind was dom­i­nat­ed by as strange a fan­cy as ev­er en­tered hu­man con­scious­ness. It seemed as if she were look­ing at me, not with, but through, those eyes—from an im­mea­sur­able dis­tance be­hind them—and that a num­ber of oth­er per­sons, men, wom­en and chil­dren, up­on whose faces I caught strange­ly fa­mil­iar evanes­cent ex­pres­sions, clus­tered about her, strug­gling with gen­tle ea­ger­ness to look at me through the same orbs. Ship, ocean, sky—all had van­ished. I was con­scious of noth­ing but the fig­ures in this ex­tra­or­di­nary and fan­tas­tic scene. Then all at once dark­ness fell up­on me, and anon from out of it, as to one who grows ac­cus­tomed by de­grees to a dim­mer light, my for­mer sur­round­ings of deck and mast and cordage slow­ly re­solved them­selves. Miss Har­ford had closed her eyes and was lean­ing back in her chair, ap­par­ent­ly asleep, the book she had been read­ing open in her lap. Im­pelled by sure­ly I can­not say what mo­tive, I glanced at the top of the page; it was a copy of that rare and cu­ri­ous work, “Den­nek­er’s Med­i­ta­tions,” and the la­dy’s in­dex fin­ger rest­ed on this pas­sage:

			“To sundry it is giv­en to be drawn away, and to be apart from the body for a sea­son; for, as con­cern­ing rills which would flow across each oth­er the weak­er is borne along by the stronger, so there be cer­tain of kin whose paths in­ter­sect­ing, their souls do bear com­pa­ny, the while their bod­ies go fore-ap­point­ed ways, un­know­ing.”

			

			Miss Har­ford arose, shud­der­ing; the sun had sunk be­low the hori­zon, but it was not cold. There was not a breath of wind; there were no clouds in the sky, yet not a star was vis­i­ble. A hur­ried tramp­ing sound­ed on the deck; the cap­tain, sum­moned from be­low, joined the first of­fi­cer, who stood look­ing at the barom­e­ter. “Good God!” I heard him ex­claim.

			An hour lat­er the form of Janette Har­ford, in­vis­i­ble in the dark­ness and spray, was torn from my grasp by the cru­el vor­tex of the sink­ing ship, and I faint­ed in the cordage of the float­ing mast to which I had lashed my­self.

			It was by lamp­light that I awoke. I lay in a berth amid the fa­mil­iar sur­round­ings of the state­room of a steam­er. On a couch op­po­site sat a man, half un­dressed for bed, read­ing a book. I rec­og­nized the face of my friend Gor­don Doyle, whom I had met in Liv­er­pool on the day of my em­barka­tion, when he was him­self about to sail on the steam­er City of Prague, on which he had urged me to ac­com­pa­ny him.

			Af­ter some mo­ments I now spoke his name. He sim­ply said, “Well,” and turned a leaf in his book with­out re­mov­ing his eyes from the page.

			“Doyle,” I re­peat­ed, “did they save her?”

			He now deigned to look at me and smiled as if amused. He ev­i­dent­ly thought me but half awake.

			“Her? Whom do you mean?”

			“Janette Har­ford.”

			His amuse­ment turned to amaze­ment; he stared at me fixed­ly, say­ing noth­ing.

			“You will tell me af­ter a while,” I con­tin­ued; “I sup­pose you will tell me af­ter a while.”

			A mo­ment lat­er I asked: “What ship is this?”

			Doyle stared again. “The steam­er City of Prague, bound from Liv­er­pool to New York, three weeks out with a bro­ken shaft. Prin­ci­pal pas­sen­ger, Mr. Gor­don Doyle; dit­to lu­natic, Mr. William Jar­rett. These two dis­tin­guished trav­el­ers em­barked to­geth­er, but they are about to part, it be­ing the res­o­lute in­ten­tion of the for­mer to pitch the lat­ter over­board.”

			I sat bolt up­right. “Do you mean to say that I have been for three weeks a pas­sen­ger on this steam­er?”

			“Yes, pret­ty near­ly; this is the 3rd of Ju­ly.”

			“Have I been ill?”

			“Right as a triv­et all the time, and punc­tu­al at your meals.”

			“My God! Doyle, there is some mys­tery here; do have the good­ness to be se­ri­ous. Was I not res­cued from the wreck of the ship Mor­row?”

			Doyle changed col­or, and ap­proach­ing me, laid his fin­gers on my wrist. A mo­ment lat­er, “What do you know of Janette Har­ford?” he asked very calm­ly.

			“First tell me what you know of her?”

			Mr. Doyle gazed at me for some mo­ments as if think­ing what to do, then seat­ing him­self again on the couch, said:

			“Why should I not? I am en­gaged to mar­ry Janette Har­ford, whom I met a year ago in Lon­don. Her fam­i­ly, one of the wealth­i­est in De­von­shire, cut up rough about it, and we eloped—are elop­ing rather, for on the day that you and I walked to the land­ing stage to go aboard this steam­er she and her faith­ful ser­vant, a negress, passed us, driv­ing to the ship Mor­row. She would not con­sent to go in the same ves­sel with me, and it had been deemed best that she take a sail­ing ves­sel in or­der to avoid ob­ser­va­tion and lessen the risk of de­tec­tion. I am now alarmed lest this cursed break­ing of our ma­chin­ery may de­tain us so long that the Mor­row will get to New York be­fore us, and the poor girl will not know where to go.”

			I lay still in my berth—so still I hard­ly breathed. But the sub­ject was ev­i­dent­ly not dis­pleas­ing to Doyle, and af­ter a short pause he re­sumed:

			“By the way, she is on­ly an adopt­ed daugh­ter of the Har­fords. Her moth­er was killed at their place by be­ing thrown from a horse while hunt­ing, and her fa­ther, mad with grief, made away with him­self the same day. No one ev­er claimed the child, and af­ter a rea­son­able time they adopt­ed her. She has grown up in the be­lief that she is their daugh­ter.”

			“Doyle, what book are you read­ing?”

			“Oh, it’s called ‘Den­nek­er’s Med­i­ta­tions.’ It’s a rum lot, Janette gave it to me; she hap­pened to have two copies. Want to see it?”

			He tossed me the vol­ume, which opened as it fell. On one of the ex­posed pages was a marked pas­sage:

			“To sundry it is giv­en to be drawn away, and to be apart from the body for a sea­son; for, as con­cern­ing rills which would flow across each oth­er the weak­er is borne along by the stronger, so there be cer­tain of kin whose paths in­ter­sect­ing, their souls do bear com­pa­ny, the while their bod­ies go fore-ap­point­ed ways, un­know­ing.”

			“She had—she has—a sin­gu­lar taste in read­ing,” I man­aged to say, mas­ter­ing my ag­i­ta­tion.

			“Yes. And now per­haps you will have the kind­ness to ex­plain how you knew her name and that of the ship she sailed in.”

			“You talked of her in your sleep,” I said.

			A week lat­er we were towed in­to the port of New York. But the Mor­row was nev­er heard from.

		
	
		
			The Middle Toe of the Right Foot

			
				I

				It is well known that the old Man­ton house is haunt­ed. In all the ru­ral dis­trict near about, and even in the town of Mar­shall, a mile away, not one per­son of un­bi­ased mind en­ter­tains a doubt of it; in­creduli­ty is con­fined to those opin­ion­at­ed per­sons who will be called “cranks” as soon as the use­ful word shall have pen­e­trat­ed the in­tel­lec­tu­al demesne of the Mar­shall Ad­vance. The ev­i­dence that the house is haunt­ed is of two kinds: the tes­ti­mo­ny of dis­in­ter­est­ed wit­ness­es who have had oc­u­lar proof, and that of the house it­self. The for­mer may be dis­re­gard­ed and ruled out on any of the var­i­ous grounds of ob­jec­tion which may be urged against it by the in­ge­nious; but facts with­in the ob­ser­va­tion of all are ma­te­ri­al and con­trol­ling.

				In the first place, the Man­ton house has been un­oc­cu­pied by mor­tals for more than ten years, and with its out­build­ings is slow­ly fall­ing in­to de­cay—a cir­cum­stance which in it­self the ju­di­cious will hard­ly ven­ture to ig­nore. It stands a lit­tle way off the loneli­est reach of the Mar­shall and Har­ris­ton road, in an open­ing which was once a farm and is still dis­fig­ured with strips of rot­ting fence and half cov­ered with bram­bles over­run­ning a stony and ster­ile soil long un­ac­quaint­ed with the plow. The house it­self is in tol­er­a­bly good con­di­tion, though bad­ly weath­er-stained and in dire need of at­ten­tion from the glazier, the small­er male pop­u­la­tion of the re­gion hav­ing at­test­ed in the man­ner of its kind its dis­ap­proval of dwelling with­out dwellers. It is two sto­ries in height, near­ly square, its front pierced by a sin­gle door­way flanked on each side by a win­dow board­ed up to the very top. Cor­re­spond­ing win­dows above, not pro­tect­ed, serve to ad­mit light and rain to the rooms of the up­per floor. Grass and weeds grow pret­ty rankly all about, and a few shade trees, some­what the worse for wind, and lean­ing all in one di­rec­tion, seem to be mak­ing a con­cert­ed ef­fort to run away. In short, as the Mar­shall town hu­morist ex­plained in the col­umns of the Ad­vance, “the propo­si­tion that the Man­ton house is bad­ly haunt­ed is the on­ly log­i­cal con­clu­sion from the premis­es.” The fact that in this dwelling Mr. Man­ton thought it ex­pe­di­ent one night some ten years ago to rise and cut the throats of his wife and two small chil­dren, re­mov­ing at once to an­oth­er part of the coun­try, has no doubt done its share in di­rect­ing pub­lic at­ten­tion to the fit­ness of the place for su­per­nat­u­ral phe­nom­e­na.

				To this house, one sum­mer evening, came four men in a wag­on. Three of them prompt­ly alight­ed, and the one who had been driv­ing hitched the team to the on­ly re­main­ing post of what had been a fence. The fourth re­mained seat­ed in the wag­on. “Come,” said one of his com­pan­ions, ap­proach­ing him, while the oth­ers moved away in the di­rec­tion of the dwelling—“this is the place.”

				The man ad­dressed did not move. “By God!” he said harsh­ly, “this is a trick, and it looks to me as if you were in it.”

				“Per­haps I am,” the oth­er said, look­ing him straight in the face and speak­ing in a tone which had some­thing of con­tempt in it. “You will re­mem­ber, how­ev­er, that the choice of place was with your own as­sent left to the oth­er side. Of course if you are afraid of spooks—”

				“I am afraid of noth­ing,” the man in­ter­rupt­ed with an­oth­er oath, and sprang to the ground. The two then joined the oth­ers at the door, which one of them had al­ready opened with some dif­fi­cul­ty, caused by rust of lock and hinge. All en­tered. In­side it was dark, but the man who had un­locked the door pro­duced a can­dle and match­es and made a light. He then un­locked a door on their right as they stood in the pas­sage. This gave them en­trance to a large, square room that the can­dle but dim­ly light­ed. The floor had a thick car­pet­ing of dust, which part­ly muf­fled their foot­falls. Cob­webs were in the an­gles of the walls and de­pend­ed from the ceil­ing like strips of rot­ting lace, mak­ing un­du­la­to­ry move­ments in the dis­turbed air. The room had two win­dows in ad­join­ing sides, but from nei­ther could any­thing be seen ex­cept the rough in­ner sur­faces of boards a few inch­es from the glass. There was no fire­place, no fur­ni­ture; there was noth­ing: be­sides the cob­webs and the dust, the four men were the on­ly ob­jects there which were not a part of the struc­ture.

				Strange enough they looked in the yel­low light of the can­dle. The one who had so re­luc­tant­ly alight­ed was es­pe­cial­ly spec­tac­u­lar—he might have been called sen­sa­tion­al. He was of mid­dle age, heav­i­ly built, deep chest­ed and broad shoul­dered. Look­ing at his fig­ure, one would have said that he had a gi­ant’s strength; at his fea­tures, that he would use it like a gi­ant. He was clean shaven, his hair rather close­ly cropped and gray. His low fore­head was seamed with wrin­kles above the eyes, and over the nose these be­came ver­ti­cal. The heavy black brows fol­lowed the same law, saved from meet­ing on­ly by an up­ward turn at what would oth­er­wise have been the point of con­tact. Deeply sunken be­neath these, glowed in the ob­scure light a pair of eyes of un­cer­tain col­or, but ob­vi­ous­ly enough too small. There was some­thing for­bid­ding in their ex­pres­sion, which was not bet­tered by the cru­el mouth and wide jaw. The nose was well enough, as noses go; one does not ex­pect much of noses. All that was sin­is­ter in the man’s face seemed ac­cen­tu­at­ed by an un­nat­u­ral pal­lor—he ap­peared al­to­geth­er blood­less.

				The ap­pear­ance of the oth­er men was suf­fi­cient­ly com­mon­place: they were such per­sons as one meets and for­gets that he met. All were younger than the man de­scribed, be­tween whom and the el­dest of the oth­ers, who stood apart, there was ap­par­ent­ly no kind­ly feel­ing. They avoid­ed look­ing at each oth­er.

				“Gen­tle­men,” said the man hold­ing the can­dle and keys, “I be­lieve ev­ery­thing is right. Are you ready, Mr. Ross­er?”

				The man stand­ing apart from the group bowed and smiled.

				“And you, Mr. Gros­smith?”

				The heavy man bowed and scowled.

				“You will be pleased to re­move your out­er cloth­ing.”

				Their hats, coats, waist­coats and neck­wear were soon re­moved and thrown out­side the door, in the pas­sage. The man with the can­dle now nod­ded, and the fourth man—he who had urged Gros­smith to leave the wag­on—pro­duced from the pock­et of his over­coat two long, mur­der­ous-look­ing bowie-knives, which he drew now from their leather scab­bards.

				“They are ex­act­ly alike,” he said, pre­sent­ing one to each of the two prin­ci­pals—for by this time the dullest ob­serv­er would have un­der­stood the na­ture of this meet­ing. It was to be a du­el to the death.

				Each com­bat­ant took a knife, ex­am­ined it crit­i­cal­ly near the can­dle and test­ed the strength of blade and han­dle across his lift­ed knee. Their per­sons were then searched in turn, each by the sec­ond of the oth­er.

				“If it is agree­able to you, Mr. Gros­smith,” said the man hold­ing the light, “you will place your­self in that cor­ner.”

				He in­di­cat­ed the an­gle of the room far­thest from the door, whith­er Gros­smith re­tired, his sec­ond part­ing from him with a grasp of the hand which had noth­ing of cor­dial­i­ty in it. In the an­gle near­est the door Mr. Ross­er sta­tioned him­self, and af­ter a whis­pered con­sul­ta­tion his sec­ond left him, join­ing the oth­er near the door. At that mo­ment the can­dle was sud­den­ly ex­tin­guished, leav­ing all in pro­found dark­ness. This may have been done by a draught from the opened door; what­ev­er the cause, the ef­fect was star­tling.

				“Gen­tle­men,” said a voice which sound­ed strange­ly un­fa­mil­iar in the al­tered con­di­tion af­fect­ing the re­la­tions of the sens­es—“gen­tle­men, you will not move un­til you hear the clos­ing of the out­er door.”

				A sound of tram­pling en­sued, then the clos­ing of the in­ner door; and fi­nal­ly the out­er one closed with a con­cus­sion which shook the en­tire build­ing.

				A few min­utes af­ter­ward a be­lat­ed farmer’s boy met a light wag­on which was be­ing driv­en fu­ri­ous­ly to­ward the town of Mar­shall. He de­clared that be­hind the two fig­ures on the front seat stood a third, with its hands up­on the bowed shoul­ders of the oth­ers, who ap­peared to strug­gle vain­ly to free them­selves from its grasp. This fig­ure, un­like the oth­ers, was clad in white, and had un­doubt­ed­ly board­ed the wag­on as it passed the haunt­ed house. As the lad could boast a con­sid­er­able for­mer ex­pe­ri­ence with the su­per­nat­u­ral there­abouts his word had the weight just­ly due to the tes­ti­mo­ny of an ex­pert. The sto­ry (in con­nec­tion with the next day’s events) even­tu­al­ly ap­peared in the Ad­vance, with some slight lit­er­ary em­bel­lish­ments and a con­clud­ing in­ti­ma­tion that the gen­tle­men re­ferred to would be al­lowed the use of the pa­per’s col­umns for their ver­sion of the night’s ad­ven­ture. But the priv­i­lege re­mained with­out a claimant.

			
			
				II

				The events that led up to this “du­el in the dark” were sim­ple enough. One evening three young men of the town of Mar­shall were sit­ting in a qui­et cor­ner of the porch of the vil­lage ho­tel, smok­ing and dis­cussing such mat­ters as three ed­u­cat­ed young men of a South­ern vil­lage would nat­u­ral­ly find in­ter­est­ing. Their names were King, Sanch­er and Ross­er. At a lit­tle dis­tance, with­in easy hear­ing, but tak­ing no part in the con­ver­sa­tion, sat a fourth. He was a stranger to the oth­ers. They mere­ly knew that on his ar­rival by the stage­coach that af­ter­noon he had writ­ten in the ho­tel reg­is­ter the name Robert Gros­smith. He had not been ob­served to speak to any­one ex­cept the ho­tel clerk. He seemed, in­deed, sin­gu­lar­ly fond of his own com­pa­ny—or, as the per­son­nel of the Ad­vance ex­pressed it, “gross­ly ad­dict­ed to evil as­so­ci­a­tions.” But then it should be said in jus­tice to the stranger that the per­son­nel was him­self of a too con­vivial dis­po­si­tion fair­ly to judge one dif­fer­ent­ly gift­ed, and had, more­over, ex­pe­ri­enced a slight re­buff in an ef­fort at an “in­ter­view.”

				“I hate any kind of de­for­mi­ty in a wom­an,” said King, “whether nat­u­ral or—ac­quired. I have a the­o­ry that any phys­i­cal de­fect has its cor­rel­a­tive men­tal and moral de­fect.”

				“I in­fer, then,” said Ross­er, grave­ly, “that a la­dy lack­ing the moral ad­van­tage of a nose would find the strug­gle to be­come Mrs. King an ar­du­ous en­ter­prise.”

				“Of course you may put it that way,” was the re­ply; “but, se­ri­ous­ly, I once threw over a most charm­ing girl on learn­ing quite ac­ci­den­tal­ly that she had suf­fered am­pu­ta­tion of a toe. My con­duct was bru­tal if you like, but if I had mar­ried that girl I should have been mis­er­able for life and should have made her so.”

				“Where­as,” said Sanch­er, with a light laugh, “by mar­ry­ing a gen­tle­man of more lib­er­al views she es­caped with a part­ed throat.”

				“Ah, you know to whom I re­fer. Yes, she mar­ried Man­ton, but I don’t know about his lib­er­al­i­ty; I’m not sure but he cut her throat be­cause he dis­cov­ered that she lacked that ex­cel­lent thing in wom­an, the mid­dle toe of the right foot.”

				“Look at that chap!” said Ross­er in a low voice, his eyes fixed up­on the stranger.

				That chap was ob­vi­ous­ly lis­ten­ing in­tent­ly to the con­ver­sa­tion.

				“Damn his im­pu­dence!” mut­tered King—“what ought we to do?”

				“That’s an easy one,” Ross­er replied, ris­ing. “Sir,” he con­tin­ued, ad­dress­ing the stranger, “I think it would be bet­ter if you would re­move your chair to the oth­er end of the ve­ran­da. The pres­ence of gen­tle­men is ev­i­dent­ly an un­fa­mil­iar sit­u­a­tion to you.”

				The man sprang to his feet and strode for­ward with clenched hands, his face white with rage. All were now stand­ing. Sanch­er stepped be­tween the bel­liger­ents.

				“You are hasty and un­just,” he said to Ross­er; “this gen­tle­man has done noth­ing to de­serve such lan­guage.”

				But Ross­er would not with­draw a word. By the cus­tom of the coun­try and the time there could be but one out­come to the quar­rel.

				“I de­mand the sat­is­fac­tion due to a gen­tle­man,” said the stranger, who had be­come more calm. “I have not an ac­quain­tance in this re­gion. Per­haps you, sir,” bow­ing to Sanch­er, “will be kind enough to rep­re­sent me in this mat­ter.”

				Sanch­er ac­cept­ed the trust—some­what re­luc­tant­ly it must be con­fessed, for the man’s ap­pear­ance and man­ner were not at all to his lik­ing. King, who dur­ing the col­lo­quy had hard­ly re­moved his eyes from the stranger’s face and had not spo­ken a word, con­sent­ed with a nod to act for Ross­er, and the up­shot of it was that, the prin­ci­pals hav­ing re­tired, a meet­ing was ar­ranged for the next evening. The na­ture of the ar­range­ments has been al­ready dis­closed. The du­el with knives in a dark room was once a com­mon­er fea­ture of South­west­ern life than it is like­ly to be again. How thin a ve­neer­ing of “chival­ry” cov­ered the es­sen­tial bru­tal­i­ty of the code un­der which such en­coun­ters were pos­si­ble we shall see.

			
			
				III

				In the blaze of a mid­sum­mer noon­day the old Man­ton house was hard­ly true to its tra­di­tions. It was of the earth, earthy. The sun­shine ca­ressed it warm­ly and af­fec­tion­ate­ly, with ev­i­dent dis­re­gard of its bad rep­u­ta­tion. The grass green­ing all the ex­panse in its front seemed to grow, not rankly, but with a nat­u­ral and joy­ous ex­u­ber­ance, and the weeds blos­somed quite like plants. Full of charm­ing lights and shad­ows and pop­u­lous with pleas­ant-voiced birds, the ne­glect­ed shade trees no longer strug­gled to run away, but bent rev­er­ent­ly be­neath their bur­dens of sun and song. Even in the glass­less up­per win­dows was an ex­pres­sion of peace and con­tent­ment, due to the light with­in. Over the stony fields the vis­i­ble heat danced with a live­ly tremor in­com­pat­i­ble with the grav­i­ty which is an at­tribute of the su­per­nat­u­ral.

				Such was the as­pect un­der which the place pre­sent­ed it­self to Sher­iff Adams and two oth­er men who had come out from Mar­shall to look at it. One of these men was Mr. King, the sher­iff’s deputy; the oth­er, whose name was Brew­er, was a broth­er of the late Mrs. Man­ton. Un­der a benef­i­cent law of the State re­lat­ing to prop­er­ty which has been for a cer­tain pe­ri­od aban­doned by an own­er whose res­i­dence can­not be as­cer­tained, the sher­iff was le­gal cus­to­di­an of the Man­ton farm and ap­pur­te­nances there­un­to be­long­ing. His present vis­it was in mere per­func­to­ry com­pli­ance with some or­der of a court in which Mr. Brew­er had an ac­tion to get pos­ses­sion of the prop­er­ty as heir to his de­ceased sis­ter. By a mere co­in­ci­dence, the vis­it was made on the day af­ter the night that Deputy King had un­locked the house for an­oth­er and very dif­fer­ent pur­pose. His pres­ence now was not of his own choos­ing: he had been or­dered to ac­com­pa­ny his su­pe­ri­or and at the mo­ment could think of noth­ing more pru­dent than sim­u­lat­ed alacrity in obe­di­ence to the com­mand.

				Care­less­ly open­ing the front door, which to his sur­prise was not locked, the sher­iff was amazed to see, ly­ing on the floor of the pas­sage in­to which it opened, a con­fused heap of men’s ap­par­el. Ex­am­i­na­tion showed it to con­sist of two hats, and the same num­ber of coats, waist­coats and scarves, all in a re­mark­ably good state of preser­va­tion, al­beit some­what de­filed by the dust in which they lay. Mr. Brew­er was equal­ly as­ton­ished, but Mr. King’s emo­tion is not of record. With a new and live­ly in­ter­est in his own ac­tions the sher­iff now un­latched and pushed open a door on the right, and the three en­tered. The room was ap­par­ent­ly va­cant—no; as their eyes be­came ac­cus­tomed to the dim­mer light some­thing was vis­i­ble in the far­thest an­gle of the wall. It was a hu­man fig­ure—that of a man crouch­ing close in the cor­ner. Some­thing in the at­ti­tude made the in­trud­ers halt when they had bare­ly passed the thresh­old. The fig­ure more and more clear­ly de­fined it­self. The man was up­on one knee, his back in the an­gle of the wall, his shoul­ders el­e­vat­ed to the lev­el of his ears, his hands be­fore his face, palms out­ward, the fin­gers spread and crooked like claws; the white face turned up­ward on the re­tract­ed neck had an ex­pres­sion of un­ut­ter­able fright, the mouth half open, the eyes in­cred­i­bly ex­pand­ed. He was stone dead. Yet, with the ex­cep­tion of a bowie-knife, which had ev­i­dent­ly fall­en from his own hand, not an­oth­er ob­ject was in the room.

				In thick dust that cov­ered the floor were some con­fused foot­prints near the door and along the wall through which it opened. Along one of the ad­join­ing walls, too, past the board­ed-up win­dows, was the trail made by the man him­self in reach­ing his cor­ner. In­stinc­tive­ly in ap­proach­ing the body the three men fol­lowed that trail. The sher­iff grasped one of the out­thrown arms; it was as rigid as iron, and the ap­pli­ca­tion of a gen­tle force rocked the en­tire body with­out al­ter­ing the re­la­tion of its parts. Brew­er, pale with ex­cite­ment, gazed in­tent­ly in­to the dis­tort­ed face. “God of mer­cy!” he sud­den­ly cried, “it is Man­ton!”

				“You are right,” said King, with an ev­i­dent at­tempt at calm­ness: “I knew Man­ton. He then wore a full beard and his hair long, but this is he.”

				He might have added: “I rec­og­nized him when he chal­lenged Ross­er. I told Ross­er and Sanch­er who he was be­fore we played him this hor­ri­ble trick. When Ross­er left this dark room at our heels, for­get­ting his out­er cloth­ing in the ex­cite­ment, and driv­ing away with us in his shirt sleeves—all through the dis­cred­itable pro­ceed­ings we knew whom we were deal­ing with, mur­der­er and cow­ard that he was!”

				But noth­ing of this did Mr. King say. With his bet­ter light he was try­ing to pen­e­trate the mys­tery of the man’s death. That he had not once moved from the cor­ner where he had been sta­tioned; that his pos­ture was that of nei­ther at­tack nor de­fense; that he had dropped his weapon; that he had ob­vi­ous­ly per­ished of sheer hor­ror of some­thing that he saw—these were cir­cum­stances which Mr. King’s dis­turbed in­tel­li­gence could not right­ly com­pre­hend.

				Grop­ing in in­tel­lec­tu­al dark­ness for a clew to his maze of doubt, his gaze, di­rect­ed me­chan­i­cal­ly down­ward in the way of one who pon­ders mo­men­tous mat­ters, fell up­on some­thing which, there, in the light of day and in the pres­ence of liv­ing com­pan­ions, af­fect­ed him with ter­ror. In the dust of years that lay thick up­on the floor—lead­ing from the door by which they had en­tered, straight across the room to with­in a yard of Man­ton’s crouch­ing corpse—were three par­al­lel lines of foot­prints—light but def­i­nite im­pres­sions of bare feet, the out­er ones those of small chil­dren, the in­ner a wom­an’s. From the point at which they end­ed they did not re­turn; they point­ed all one way. Brew­er, who had ob­served them at the same mo­ment, was lean­ing for­ward in an at­ti­tude of rapt at­ten­tion, hor­ri­bly pale.

				“Look at that!” he cried, point­ing with both hands at the near­est print of the wom­an’s right foot, where she had ap­par­ent­ly stopped and stood. “The mid­dle toe is miss­ing—it was Gertrude!”

				Gertrude was the late Mrs. Man­ton, sis­ter to Mr. Brew­er.

			
		
	
		
			John Mortonson’s Funeral1

			John Mor­ton­son was dead: his lines in “the tragedy ‘Man’ ” had all been spo­ken and he had left the stage.

			The body rest­ed in a fine ma­hogany cof­fin fit­ted with a plate of glass. All ar­range­ments for the fu­ner­al had been so well at­tend­ed to that had the de­ceased known he would doubt­less have ap­proved. The face, as it showed un­der the glass, was not dis­agree­able to look up­on: it bore a faint smile, and as the death had been pain­less, had not been dis­tort­ed be­yond the re­pair­ing pow­er of the un­der­tak­er. At two o’clock of the af­ter­noon the friends were to as­sem­ble to pay their last trib­ute of re­spect to one who had no fur­ther need of friends and re­spect. The sur­viv­ing mem­bers of the fam­i­ly came sev­er­al­ly ev­ery few min­utes to the cas­ket and wept above the placid fea­tures be­neath the glass. This did them no good; it did no good to John Mor­ton­son; but in the pres­ence of death rea­son and phi­los­o­phy are silent.

			As the hour of two ap­proached the friends be­gan to ar­rive and af­ter of­fer­ing such con­so­la­tion to the strick­en rel­a­tives as the pro­pri­eties of the oc­ca­sion re­quired, solemn­ly seat­ed them­selves about the room with an aug­ment­ed con­scious­ness of their im­por­tance in the scheme fu­ne­re­al. Then the min­is­ter came, and in that over­shad­ow­ing pres­ence the less­er lights went in­to eclipse. His en­trance was fol­lowed by that of the wid­ow, whose lamen­ta­tions filled the room. She ap­proached the cas­ket and af­ter lean­ing her face against the cold glass for a mo­ment was gen­tly led to a seat near her daugh­ter. Mourn­ful­ly and low the man of God be­gan his eu­lo­gy of the dead, and his dole­ful voice, min­gled with the sob­bing which it was its pur­pose to stim­u­late and sus­tain, rose and fell, seemed to come and go, like the sound of a sullen sea. The gloomy day grew dark­er as he spoke; a cur­tain of cloud un­der­spread the sky and a few drops of rain fell au­di­bly. It seemed as if all na­ture were weep­ing for John Mor­ton­son.

			When the min­is­ter had fin­ished his eu­lo­gy with prayer a hymn was sung and the pall­bear­ers took their places be­side the bier. As the last notes of the hymn died away the wid­ow ran to the cof­fin, cast her­self up­on it and sobbed hys­ter­i­cal­ly. Grad­u­al­ly, how­ev­er, she yield­ed to dis­sua­sion, be­com­ing more com­posed; and as the min­is­ter was in the act of lead­ing her away her eyes sought the face of the dead be­neath the glass. She threw up her arms and with a shriek fell back­ward in­sen­si­ble.

			The mourn­ers sprang for­ward to the cof­fin, the friends fol­lowed, and as the clock on the man­tel solemn­ly struck three all were star­ing down up­on the face of John Mor­ton­son, de­ceased.

			They turned away, sick and faint. One man, try­ing in his ter­ror to es­cape the aw­ful sight, stum­bled against the cof­fin so heav­i­ly as to knock away one of its frail sup­ports. The cof­fin fell to the floor, the glass was shat­tered to bits by the con­cus­sion.

			From the open­ing crawled John Mor­ton­son’s cat, which lazi­ly leapt to the floor, sat up, tran­quil­ly wiped its crim­son muz­zle with a forepaw, then walked with dig­ni­ty from the room.

		
	
		
			The Realm of the Unreal

			
				I

				For a part of the dis­tance be­tween Auburn and New­cas­tle the road—first on one side of a creek and then on the oth­er—oc­cu­pies the whole bot­tom of the ravine, be­ing part­ly cut out of the steep hill­side, and part­ly built up with boul­ders re­moved from the creek-bed by the min­ers. The hills are wood­ed, the course of the ravine is sin­u­ous. In a dark night care­ful driv­ing is re­quired in or­der not to go off in­to the wa­ter. The night that I have in mem­o­ry was dark, the creek a tor­rent, swollen by a re­cent storm. I had driv­en up from New­cas­tle and was with­in about a mile of Auburn in the dark­est and nar­row­est part of the ravine, look­ing in­tent­ly ahead of my horse for the road­way. Sud­den­ly I saw a man al­most un­der the an­i­mal’s nose, and reined in with a jerk that came near set­ting the crea­ture up­on its haunch­es.

				“I beg your par­don,” I said; “I did not see you, sir.”

				“You could hard­ly be ex­pect­ed to see me,” the man replied, civil­ly, ap­proach­ing the side of the ve­hi­cle; “and the noise of the creek pre­vent­ed my hear­ing you.”

				I at once rec­og­nized the voice, al­though five years had passed since I had heard it. I was not par­tic­u­lar­ly well pleased to hear it now.

				“You are Dr. Dor­ri­more, I think,” said I.

				“Yes; and you are my good friend Mr. Man­rich. I am more than glad to see you—the ex­cess,” he added, with a light laugh, “be­ing due to the fact that I am go­ing your way, and nat­u­ral­ly ex­pect an in­vi­ta­tion to ride with you.”

				“Which I ex­tend with all my heart.”

				That was not al­to­geth­er true.

				Dr. Dor­ri­more thanked me as he seat­ed him­self be­side me, and I drove cau­tious­ly for­ward, as be­fore. Doubt­less it is fan­cy, but it seems to me now that the re­main­ing dis­tance was made in a chill fog; that I was un­com­fort­ably cold; that the way was longer than ev­er be­fore, and the town, when we reached it, cheer­less, for­bid­ding, and des­o­late. It must have been ear­ly in the evening, yet I do not rec­ol­lect a light in any of the hous­es nor a liv­ing thing in the streets. Dor­ri­more ex­plained at some length how he hap­pened to be there, and where he had been dur­ing the years that had elapsed since I had seen him. I re­call the fact of the nar­ra­tive, but none of the facts nar­rat­ed. He had been in for­eign coun­tries and had re­turned—this is all that my mem­o­ry re­tains, and this I al­ready knew. As to my­self I can­not re­mem­ber that I spoke a word, though doubt­less I did. Of one thing I am dis­tinct­ly con­scious: the man’s pres­ence at my side was strange­ly dis­taste­ful and dis­qui­et­ing—so much so that when I at last pulled up un­der the lights of the Put­nam House I ex­pe­ri­enced a sense of hav­ing es­caped some spir­i­tu­al per­il of a na­ture pe­cu­liar­ly for­bid­ding. This sense of re­lief was some­what mod­i­fied by the dis­cov­ery that Dr. Dor­ri­more was liv­ing at the same ho­tel.

			
			
				II

				In par­tial ex­pla­na­tion of my feel­ings re­gard­ing Dr. Dor­ri­more I will re­late briefly the cir­cum­stances un­der which I had met him some years be­fore. One evening a half-dozen men of whom I was one were sit­ting in the li­brary of the Bo­hemi­an Club in San Fran­cis­co. The con­ver­sa­tion had turned to the sub­ject of sleight-of-hand and the feats of the pres­tidig­i­ta­teurs, one of whom was then ex­hibit­ing at a lo­cal the­atre.

				“These fel­lows are pre­tenders in a dou­ble sense,” said one of the par­ty; “they can do noth­ing which it is worth one’s while to be made a dupe by. The hum­blest way­side jug­gler in In­dia could mys­ti­fy them to the verge of lu­na­cy.”

				“For ex­am­ple, how?” asked an­oth­er, light­ing a cigar.

				“For ex­am­ple, by all their com­mon and fa­mil­iar per­for­mances—throw­ing large ob­jects in­to the air which nev­er come down; caus­ing plants to sprout, grow vis­i­bly and blos­som, in bare ground cho­sen by spec­ta­tors; putting a man in­to a wick­er bas­ket, pierc­ing him through and through with a sword while he shrieks and bleeds, and then—the bas­ket be­ing opened noth­ing is there; toss­ing the free end of a silken lad­der in­to the air, mount­ing it and dis­ap­pear­ing.”

				“Non­sense!” I said, rather un­civil­ly, I fear. “You sure­ly do not be­lieve such things?”

				“Cer­tain­ly not: I have seen them too of­ten.”

				“But I do,” said a jour­nal­ist of con­sid­er­able lo­cal fame as a pic­turesque re­porter. “I have so fre­quent­ly re­lat­ed them that noth­ing but ob­ser­va­tion could shake my con­vic­tion. Why, gen­tle­men, I have my own word for it.”

				No­body laughed—all were look­ing at some­thing be­hind me. Turn­ing in my seat I saw a man in evening dress who had just en­tered the room. He was ex­ceed­ing­ly dark, al­most swarthy, with a thin face, black-beard­ed to the lips, an abun­dance of coarse black hair in some dis­or­der, a high nose and eyes that glit­tered with as soul­less an ex­pres­sion as those of a co­bra. One of the group rose and in­tro­duced him as Dr. Dor­ri­more, of Cal­cut­ta. As each of us was pre­sent­ed in turn he ac­knowl­edged the fact with a pro­found bow in the Ori­en­tal man­ner, but with noth­ing of Ori­en­tal grav­i­ty. His smile im­pressed me as cyn­i­cal and a tri­fle con­temp­tu­ous. His whole de­meanor I can de­scribe on­ly as dis­agree­ably en­gag­ing.

				His pres­ence led the con­ver­sa­tion in­to oth­er chan­nels. He said lit­tle—I do not re­call any­thing of what he did say. I thought his voice sin­gu­lar­ly rich and melo­di­ous, but it af­fect­ed me in the same way as his eyes and smile. In a few min­utes I rose to go. He al­so rose and put on his over­coat.

				“Mr. Man­rich,” he said, “I am go­ing your way.”

				“The dev­il you are!” I thought. “How do you know which way I am go­ing?” Then I said, “I shall be pleased to have your com­pa­ny.”

				We left the build­ing to­geth­er. No cabs were in sight, the street cars had gone to bed, there was a full moon and the cool night air was de­light­ful; we walked up the Cal­i­for­nia street hill. I took that di­rec­tion think­ing he would nat­u­ral­ly wish to take an­oth­er, to­ward one of the ho­tels.

				“You do not be­lieve what is told of the Hin­du jug­glers,” he said abrupt­ly.

				“How do you know that?” I asked.

				With­out re­ply­ing he laid his hand light­ly up­on my arm and with the oth­er point­ed to the stone side­walk di­rect­ly in front. There, al­most at our feet, lay the dead body of a man, the face up­turned and white in the moon­light! A sword whose hilt sparkled with gems stood fixed and up­right in the breast; a pool of blood had col­lect­ed on the stones of the side­walk.

				I was star­tled and ter­ri­fied—not on­ly by what I saw, but by the cir­cum­stances un­der which I saw it. Re­peat­ed­ly dur­ing our as­cent of the hill my eyes, I thought, had tra­versed the whole reach of that side­walk, from street to street. How could they have been in­sen­si­ble to this dread­ful ob­ject now so con­spic­u­ous in the white moon­light?

				As my dazed fac­ul­ties cleared I ob­served that the body was in evening dress; the over­coat thrown wide open re­vealed the dress-coat, the white tie, the broad ex­panse of shirt front pierced by the sword. And—hor­ri­ble rev­e­la­tion!—the face, ex­cept for its pal­lor, was that of my com­pan­ion! It was to the mi­nut­est de­tail of dress and fea­ture Dr. Dor­ri­more him­self. Be­wil­dered and hor­ri­fied, I turned to look for the liv­ing man. He was nowhere vis­i­ble, and with an added ter­ror I re­tired from the place, down the hill in the di­rec­tion whence I had come. I had tak­en but a few strides when a strong grasp up­on my shoul­der ar­rest­ed me. I came near cry­ing out with ter­ror: the dead man, the sword still fixed in his breast, stood be­side me! Pulling out the sword with his dis­en­gaged hand, he flung it from him, the moon­light glint­ing up­on the jew­els of its hilt and the un­sul­lied steel of its blade. It fell with a clang up­on the side­walk ahead and—van­ished! The man, swarthy as be­fore, re­laxed his grasp up­on my shoul­der and looked at me with the same cyn­i­cal re­gard that I had ob­served on first meet­ing him. The dead have not that look—it part­ly re­stored me, and turn­ing my head back­ward, I saw the smooth white ex­panse of side­walk, un­bro­ken from street to street.

				“What is all this non­sense, you dev­il?” I de­mand­ed, fierce­ly enough, though weak and trem­bling in ev­ery limb.

				“It is what some are pleased to call jug­glery,” he an­swered, with a light, hard laugh.

				He turned down Dupont street and I saw him no more un­til we met in the Auburn ravine.

			
			
				III

				On the day af­ter my sec­ond meet­ing with Dr. Dor­ri­more I did not see him: the clerk in the Put­nam House ex­plained that a slight ill­ness con­fined him to his rooms. That af­ter­noon at the rail­way sta­tion I was sur­prised and made hap­py by the un­ex­pect­ed ar­rival of Miss Mar­garet Cor­ray and her moth­er, from Oak­land.

				This is not a love sto­ry. I am no sto­ry­teller, and love as it is can­not be por­trayed in a lit­er­a­ture dom­i­nat­ed and en­thralled by the de­bas­ing tyran­ny which “sen­tences let­ters” in the name of the Young Girl. Un­der the Young Girl’s blight­ing reign—or rather un­der the rule of those false Min­is­ters of the Cen­sure who have ap­point­ed them­selves to the cus­tody of her wel­fare—love

				
					
						veils her sa­cred fires,
						

						And, un­aware, Moral­i­ty ex­pires,
					

				

				fam­ished up­on the sift­ed meal and dis­tilled wa­ter of a prud­ish pur­veyance.

				Let it suf­fice that Miss Cor­ray and I were en­gaged in mar­riage. She and her moth­er went to the ho­tel at which I lived, and for two weeks I saw her dai­ly. That I was hap­py needs hard­ly be said; the on­ly bar to my per­fect en­joy­ment of those gold­en days was the pres­ence of Dr. Dor­ri­more, whom I had felt com­pelled to in­tro­duce to the ladies.

				By them he was ev­i­dent­ly held in fa­vor. What could I say? I knew ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing to his dis­cred­it. His man­ners were those of a cul­ti­vat­ed and con­sid­er­ate gen­tle­man; and to wom­en a man’s man­ner is the man. On one or two oc­ca­sions when I saw Miss Cor­ray walk­ing with him I was fu­ri­ous, and once had the in­dis­cre­tion to protest. Asked for rea­sons, I had none to give and fan­cied I saw in her ex­pres­sion a shade of con­tempt for the va­garies of a jeal­ous mind. In time I grew mo­rose and con­scious­ly dis­agree­able, and re­solved in my mad­ness to re­turn to San Fran­cis­co the next day. Of this, how­ev­er, I said noth­ing.

			
			
				IV

				There was at Auburn an old, aban­doned ceme­tery. It was near­ly in the heart of the town, yet by night it was as grue­some a place as the most dis­mal of hu­man moods could crave. The rail­ings about the plats were pros­trate, de­cayed, or al­to­geth­er gone. Many of the graves were sunken, from oth­ers grew stur­dy pines, whose roots had com­mit­ted un­speak­able sin. The head­stones were fall­en and bro­ken across; bram­bles over­ran the ground; the fence was most­ly gone, and cows and pigs wan­dered there at will; the place was a dis­hon­or to the liv­ing, a calum­ny on the dead, a blas­phe­my against God.

				The evening of the day on which I had tak­en my mad­man’s res­o­lu­tion to de­part in anger from all that was dear to me found me in that con­ge­nial spot. The light of the half moon fell ghost­ly through the fo­liage of trees in spots and patch­es, re­veal­ing much that was un­sight­ly, and the black shad­ows seemed con­spir­a­cies with­hold­ing to the prop­er time rev­e­la­tions of dark­er im­port. Pass­ing along what had been a grav­el path, I saw emerg­ing from shad­ow the fig­ure of Dr. Dor­ri­more. I was my­self in shad­ow, and stood still with clenched hands and set teeth, try­ing to con­trol the im­pulse to leap up­on and stran­gle him. A mo­ment lat­er a sec­ond fig­ure joined him and clung to his arm. It was Mar­garet Cor­ray!

				I can­not right­ly re­late what oc­curred. I know that I sprang for­ward, bent up­on mur­der; I know that I was found in the gray of the morn­ing, bruised and bloody, with fin­ger marks up­on my throat. I was tak­en to the Put­nam House, where for days I lay in a delir­i­um. All this I know, for I have been told. And of my own knowl­edge I know that when con­scious­ness re­turned with con­va­les­cence I sent for the clerk of the ho­tel.

				“Are Mrs. Cor­ray and her daugh­ter still here?” I asked.

				“What name did you say?”

				“Cor­ray.”

				“No­body of that name has been here.”

				“I beg you will not tri­fle with me,” I said petu­lant­ly. “You see that I am all right now; tell me the truth.”

				“I give you my word,” he replied with ev­i­dent sin­cer­i­ty, “we have had no guests of that name.”

				His words stu­pe­fied me. I lay for a few mo­ments in si­lence; then I asked: “Where is Dr. Dor­ri­more?”

				“He left on the morn­ing of your fight and has not been heard of since. It was a rough deal he gave you.”

			
			
				V

				Such are the facts of this case. Mar­garet Cor­ray is now my wife. She has nev­er seen Auburn, and dur­ing the weeks whose his­to­ry as it shaped it­self in my brain I have en­deav­ored to re­late, was liv­ing at her home in Oak­land, won­der­ing where her lover was and why he did not write. The oth­er day I saw in the Bal­ti­more Sun the fol­low­ing para­graph:

				“Pro­fes­sor Valen­tine Dor­ri­more, the hyp­no­tist, had a large au­di­ence last night. The lec­tur­er, who has lived most of his life in In­dia, gave some mar­velous ex­hi­bi­tions of his pow­er, hyp­no­tiz­ing any­one who chose to sub­mit him­self to the ex­per­i­ment, by mere­ly look­ing at him. In fact, he twice hyp­no­tized the en­tire au­di­ence (re­porters alone ex­empt­ed), mak­ing all en­ter­tain the most ex­tra­or­di­nary il­lu­sions. The most valu­able fea­ture of the lec­ture was the dis­clo­sure of the meth­ods of the Hin­du jug­glers in their fa­mous per­for­mances, fa­mil­iar in the mouths of trav­el­ers. The pro­fes­sor de­clares that these thau­matur­gists have ac­quired such skill in the art which he learned at their feet that they per­form their mir­a­cles by sim­ply throw­ing the ‘spec­ta­tors’ in­to a state of hyp­no­sis and telling them what to see and hear. His as­ser­tion that a pe­cu­liar­ly sus­cep­ti­ble sub­ject may be kept in the realm of the un­re­al for weeks, months, and even years, dom­i­nat­ed by what­ev­er delu­sions and hal­lu­ci­na­tions the op­er­a­tor may from time to time sug­gest, is a tri­fle dis­qui­et­ing.”

			
		
	
		
			
				John Bartine’s Watch

				A Sto­ry by a Physi­cian

			
			“The ex­act time? Good God! my friend, why do you in­sist? One would think—but what does it mat­ter; it is eas­i­ly bed­time—isn’t that near enough? But, here, if you must set your watch, take mine and see for your­self.”

			With that he de­tached his watch—a tremen­dous­ly heavy, old-fash­ioned one—from the chain, and hand­ed it to me; then turned away, and walk­ing across the room to a shelf of books, be­gan an ex­am­i­na­tion of their backs. His ag­i­ta­tion and ev­i­dent dis­tress sur­prised me; they ap­peared rea­son­less. Hav­ing set my watch by his, I stepped over to where he stood and said, “Thank you.”

			As he took his time­piece and reat­tached it to the guard I ob­served that his hands were un­steady. With a tact up­on which I great­ly prid­ed my­self, I saun­tered care­less­ly to the side­board and took some brandy and wa­ter; then, beg­ging his par­don for my thought­less­ness, asked him to have some and went back to my seat by the fire, leav­ing him to help him­self, as was our cus­tom. He did so and present­ly joined me at the hearth, as tran­quil as ev­er.

			This odd lit­tle in­ci­dent oc­curred in my apart­ment, where John Bar­tine was pass­ing an evening. We had dined to­geth­er at the club, had come home in a cab and—in short, ev­ery­thing had been done in the most pro­sa­ic way; and why John Bar­tine should break in up­on the nat­u­ral and es­tab­lished or­der of things to make him­self spec­tac­u­lar with a dis­play of emo­tion, ap­par­ent­ly for his own en­ter­tain­ment, I could no­wise un­der­stand. The more I thought of it, while his bril­liant con­ver­sa­tion­al gifts were com­mend­ing them­selves to my inat­ten­tion, the more cu­ri­ous I grew, and of course had no dif­fi­cul­ty in per­suad­ing my­self that my cu­rios­i­ty was friend­ly so­lic­i­tude. That is the dis­guise that cu­rios­i­ty usu­al­ly as­sumes to evade re­sent­ment. So I ru­ined one of the finest sen­tences of his dis­re­gard­ed mono­logue by cut­ting it short with­out cer­e­mo­ny.

			“John Bar­tine,” I said, “you must try to for­give me if I am wrong, but with the light that I have at present I can­not con­cede your right to go all to pieces when asked the time o’ night. I can­not ad­mit that it is prop­er to ex­pe­ri­ence a mys­te­ri­ous re­luc­tance to look your own watch in the face and to cher­ish in my pres­ence, with­out ex­pla­na­tion, painful emo­tions which are de­nied to me, and which are none of my busi­ness.”

			To this ridicu­lous speech Bar­tine made no im­me­di­ate re­ply, but sat look­ing grave­ly in­to the fire. Fear­ing that I had of­fend­ed I was about to apol­o­gize and beg him to think no more about the mat­ter, when look­ing me calm­ly in the eyes he said:

			“My dear fel­low, the lev­i­ty of your man­ner does not at all dis­guise the hideous im­pu­dence of your de­mand; but hap­pi­ly I had al­ready de­cid­ed to tell you what you wish to know, and no man­i­fes­ta­tion of your un­wor­thi­ness to hear it shall al­ter my de­ci­sion. Be good enough to give me your at­ten­tion and you shall hear all about the mat­ter.

			“This watch,” he said, “had been in my fam­i­ly for three gen­er­a­tions be­fore it fell to me. Its orig­i­nal own­er, for whom it was made, was my great-grand­fa­ther, Bramwell Ol­cott Bar­tine, a wealthy planter of Colo­nial Vir­ginia, and as stanch a To­ry as ev­er lay awake nights con­triv­ing new kinds of male­dic­tions for the head of Mr. Wash­ing­ton, and new meth­ods of aid­ing and abet­ting good King George. One day this wor­thy gen­tle­man had the deep mis­for­tune to per­form for his cause a ser­vice of cap­i­tal im­por­tance which was not rec­og­nized as le­git­i­mate by those who suf­fered its dis­ad­van­tages. It does not mat­ter what it was, but among its mi­nor con­se­quences was my ex­cel­lent an­ces­tor’s ar­rest one night in his own house by a par­ty of Mr. Wash­ing­ton’s rebels. He was per­mit­ted to say farewell to his weep­ing fam­i­ly, and was then marched away in­to the dark­ness which swal­lowed him up for­ev­er. Not the slen­der­est clue to his fate was ev­er found. Af­ter the war the most dili­gent in­quiry and the of­fer of large re­wards failed to turn up any of his cap­tors or any fact con­cern­ing his dis­ap­pear­ance. He had dis­ap­peared, and that was all.”

			Some­thing in Bar­tine’s man­ner that was not in his words—I hard­ly knew what it was—prompt­ed me to ask:

			“What is your view of the mat­ter—of the jus­tice of it?”

			“My view of it,” he flamed out, bring­ing his clenched hand down up­on the ta­ble as if he had been in a pub­lic house dic­ing with black­guards—“my view of it is that it was a char­ac­ter­is­ti­cal­ly das­tard­ly as­sas­si­na­tion by that damned traitor, Wash­ing­ton, and his raga­muf­fin rebels!”

			For some min­utes noth­ing was said: Bar­tine was re­cov­er­ing his tem­per, and I wait­ed. Then I said:

			“Was that all?”

			“No—there was some­thing else. A few weeks af­ter my great-grand­fa­ther’s ar­rest his watch was found ly­ing on the porch at the front door of his dwelling. It was wrapped in a sheet of let­ter pa­per bear­ing the name of Ru­pert Bar­tine, his on­ly son, my grand­fa­ther. I am wear­ing that watch.”

			Bar­tine paused. His usu­al­ly rest­less black eyes were star­ing fixed­ly in­to the grate, a point of red light in each, re­flect­ed from the glow­ing coals. He seemed to have for­got­ten me. A sud­den thresh­ing of the branch­es of a tree out­side one of the win­dows, and al­most at the same in­stant a rat­tle of rain against the glass, re­called him to a sense of his sur­round­ings. A storm had risen, her­ald­ed by a sin­gle gust of wind, and in a few mo­ments the steady plash of the wa­ter on the pave­ment was dis­tinct­ly heard. I hard­ly know why I re­late this in­ci­dent; it seemed some­how to have a cer­tain sig­nif­i­cance and rel­e­van­cy which I am un­able now to dis­cern. It at least added an el­e­ment of se­ri­ous­ness, al­most solem­ni­ty. Bar­tine re­sumed:

			“I have a sin­gu­lar feel­ing to­ward this watch—a kind of af­fec­tion for it; I like to have it about me, though part­ly from its weight, and part­ly for a rea­son I shall now ex­plain, I sel­dom car­ry it. The rea­son is this: Ev­ery evening when I have it with me I feel an un­ac­count­able de­sire to open and con­sult it, even if I can think of no rea­son for wish­ing to know the time. But if I yield to it, the mo­ment my eyes rest up­on the di­al I am filled with a mys­te­ri­ous ap­pre­hen­sion—a sense of im­mi­nent calami­ty. And this is the more in­sup­port­able the near­er it is to eleven o’clock—by this watch, no mat­ter what the ac­tu­al hour may be. Af­ter the hands have reg­is­tered eleven the de­sire to look is gone; I am en­tire­ly in­dif­fer­ent. Then I can con­sult the thing as of­ten as I like, with no more emo­tion than you feel in look­ing at your own. Nat­u­ral­ly I have trained my­self not to look at that watch in the evening be­fore eleven; noth­ing could in­duce me. Your in­sis­tence this evening up­set me a tri­fle. I felt very much as I sup­pose an opi­um-eater might feel if his yearn­ing for his spe­cial and par­tic­u­lar kind of hell were re­in­forced by op­por­tu­ni­ty and ad­vice.

			“Now that is my sto­ry, and I have told it in the in­ter­est of your trumpery sci­ence; but if on any evening here­after you ob­serve me wear­ing this damnable watch, and you have the thought­ful­ness to ask me the hour, I shall beg leave to put you to the in­con­ve­nience of be­ing knocked down.”

			His hu­mor did not amuse me. I could see that in re­lat­ing his delu­sion he was again some­what dis­turbed. His con­clud­ing smile was pos­i­tive­ly ghast­ly, and his eyes had re­sumed some­thing more than their old rest­less­ness; they shift­ed hith­er and thith­er about the room with ap­par­ent aim­less­ness and I fan­cied had tak­en on a wild ex­pres­sion, such as is some­times ob­served in cas­es of de­men­tia. Per­haps this was my own imag­i­na­tion, but at any rate I was now per­suad­ed that my friend was af­flict­ed with a most sin­gu­lar and in­ter­est­ing mono­ma­nia. With­out, I trust, any abate­ment of my af­fec­tion­ate so­lic­i­tude for him as a friend, I be­gan to re­gard him as a pa­tient, rich in pos­si­bil­i­ties of prof­itable study. Why not? Had he not de­scribed his delu­sion in the in­ter­est of sci­ence? Ah, poor fel­low, he was do­ing more for sci­ence than he knew: not on­ly his sto­ry but him­self was in ev­i­dence. I should cure him if I could, of course, but first I should make a lit­tle ex­per­i­ment in psy­chol­o­gy—nay, the ex­per­i­ment it­self might be a step in his restora­tion.

			“That is very frank and friend­ly of you, Bar­tine,” I said cor­dial­ly, “and I’m rather proud of your con­fi­dence. It is all very odd, cer­tain­ly. Do you mind show­ing me the watch?”

			He de­tached it from his waist­coat, chain and all, and passed it to me with­out a word. The case was of gold, very thick and strong, and sin­gu­lar­ly en­graved. Af­ter close­ly ex­am­in­ing the di­al and ob­serv­ing that it was near­ly twelve o’clock, I opened it at the back and was in­ter­est­ed to ob­serve an in­ner case of ivory, up­on which was paint­ed a minia­ture por­trait in that ex­quis­ite and del­i­cate man­ner which was in vogue dur­ing the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry.

			“Why, bless my soul!” I ex­claimed, feel­ing a sharp artis­tic de­light—“how un­der the sun did you get that done? I thought minia­ture paint­ing on ivory was a lost art.”

			“That,” he replied, grave­ly smil­ing, “is not I; it is my ex­cel­lent great-grand­fa­ther, the late Bramwell Ol­cott Bar­tine, Es­quire, of Vir­ginia. He was younger then than lat­er—about my age, in fact. It is said to re­sem­ble me; do you think so?”

			“Re­sem­ble you? I should say so! Bar­ring the cos­tume, which I sup­posed you to have as­sumed out of com­pli­ment to the art—or for vraisem­blance, so to say—and the no mus­tache, that por­trait is you in ev­ery fea­ture, line, and ex­pres­sion.”

			No more was said at that time. Bar­tine took a book from the ta­ble and be­gan read­ing. I heard out­side the in­ces­sant plash of the rain in the street. There were oc­ca­sion­al hur­ried foot­falls on the side­walks; and once a slow­er, heav­ier tread seemed to cease at my door—a po­lice­man, I thought, seek­ing shel­ter in the door­way. The boughs of the trees tapped sig­nif­i­cant­ly on the win­dow panes, as if ask­ing for ad­mit­tance. I re­mem­ber it all through these years and years of a wis­er, graver life.

			See­ing my­self un­ob­served, I took the old-fash­ioned key that dan­gled from the chain and quick­ly turned back the hands of the watch a full hour; then, clos­ing the case, I hand­ed Bar­tine his prop­er­ty and saw him re­place it on his per­son.

			“I think you said,” I be­gan, with as­sumed care­less­ness, “that af­ter eleven the sight of the di­al no longer af­fects you. As it is now near­ly twelve”—look­ing at my own time­piece—“per­haps, if you don’t re­sent my pur­suit of proof, you will look at it now.”

			He smiled good-hu­mored­ly, pulled out the watch again, opened it, and in­stant­ly sprang to his feet with a cry that Heav­en has not had the mer­cy to per­mit me to for­get! His eyes, their black­ness strik­ing­ly in­ten­si­fied by the pal­lor of his face, were fixed up­on the watch, which he clutched in both hands. For some time he re­mained in that at­ti­tude with­out ut­ter­ing an­oth­er sound; then, in a voice that I should not have rec­og­nized as his, he said:

			“Damn you! it is two min­utes to eleven!”

			I was not un­pre­pared for some such out­break, and with­out ris­ing replied, calm­ly enough:

			“I beg your par­don; I must have mis­read your watch in set­ting my own by it.”

			He shut the case with a sharp snap and put the watch in his pock­et. He looked at me and made an at­tempt to smile, but his low­er lip quiv­ered and he seemed un­able to close his mouth. His hands, al­so, were shak­ing, and he thrust them, clenched, in­to the pock­ets of his sack-coat. The coura­geous spir­it was man­i­fest­ly en­deav­or­ing to sub­due the cow­ard body. The ef­fort was too great; he be­gan to sway from side to side, as from ver­ti­go, and be­fore I could spring from my chair to sup­port him his knees gave way and he pitched awk­ward­ly for­ward and fell up­on his face. I sprang to as­sist him to rise; but when John Bar­tine ris­es we shall all rise.

			The post­mortem ex­am­i­na­tion dis­closed noth­ing; ev­ery or­gan was nor­mal and sound. But when the body had been pre­pared for buri­al a faint dark cir­cle was seen to have de­vel­oped around the neck; at least I was so as­sured by sev­er­al per­sons who said they saw it, but of my own knowl­edge I can­not say if that was true.

			Nor can I set lim­i­ta­tions to the law of hered­i­ty. I do not know that in the spir­i­tu­al world a sen­ti­ment or emo­tion may not sur­vive the heart that held it, and seek ex­pres­sion in a kin­dred life, ages re­moved. Sure­ly, if I were to guess at the fate of Bramwell Ol­cott Bar­tine, I should guess that he was hanged at eleven o’clock in the evening, and that he had been al­lowed sev­er­al hours in which to pre­pare for the change.

			As to John Bar­tine, my friend, my pa­tient for five min­utes, and—Heav­en for­give me!—my vic­tim for eter­ni­ty, there is no more to say. He is buried, and his watch with him—I saw to that. May God rest his soul in Par­adise, and the soul of his Vir­gini­an an­ces­tor, if, in­deed, they are two souls.

		
	
		
			The Damned Thing

			
				
					I

					One Does Not Al­ways Eat What Is on the Ta­ble

				
				By the light of a tal­low can­dle which had been placed on one end of a rough ta­ble a man was read­ing some­thing writ­ten in a book. It was an old ac­count book, great­ly worn; and the writ­ing was not, ap­par­ent­ly, very leg­i­ble, for the man some­times held the page close to the flame of the can­dle to get a stronger light on it. The shad­ow of the book would then throw in­to ob­scu­ri­ty a half of the room, dark­en­ing a num­ber of faces and fig­ures; for be­sides the read­er, eight oth­er men were present. Sev­en of them sat against the rough log walls, silent, mo­tion­less, and the room be­ing small, not very far from the ta­ble. By ex­tend­ing an arm any one of them could have touched the eighth man, who lay on the ta­ble, face up­ward, part­ly cov­ered by a sheet, his arms at his sides. He was dead.

				The man with the book was not read­ing aloud, and no one spoke; all seemed to be wait­ing for some­thing to oc­cur; the dead man on­ly was with­out ex­pec­ta­tion. From the blank dark­ness out­side came in, through the aper­ture that served for a win­dow, all the ev­er un­fa­mil­iar nois­es of night in the wilder­ness—the long name­less note of a dis­tant coy­ote; the stil­ly puls­ing thrill of tire­less in­sects in trees; strange cries of night birds, so dif­fer­ent from those of the birds of day; the drone of great blun­der­ing bee­tles, and all that mys­te­ri­ous cho­rus of small sounds that seem al­ways to have been but half heard when they have sud­den­ly ceased, as if con­scious of an in­dis­cre­tion. But noth­ing of all this was not­ed in that com­pa­ny; its mem­bers were not over­much ad­dict­ed to idle in­ter­est in mat­ters of no prac­ti­cal im­por­tance; that was ob­vi­ous in ev­ery line of their rugged faces—ob­vi­ous even in the dim light of the sin­gle can­dle. They were ev­i­dent­ly men of the vicin­i­ty—farm­ers and woods­men.

				The per­son read­ing was a tri­fle dif­fer­ent; one would have said of him that he was of the world, world­ly, al­beit there was that in his at­tire which at­test­ed a cer­tain fel­low­ship with the or­gan­isms of his en­vi­ron­ment. His coat would hard­ly have passed muster in San Fran­cis­co; his foot­gear was not of ur­ban ori­gin, and the hat that lay by him on the floor (he was the on­ly one un­cov­ered) was such that if one had con­sid­ered it as an ar­ti­cle of mere per­son­al adorn­ment he would have missed its mean­ing. In coun­te­nance the man was rather pre­pos­sess­ing, with just a hint of stern­ness; though that he may have as­sumed or cul­ti­vat­ed, as ap­pro­pri­ate to one in au­thor­i­ty. For he was a coro­ner. It was by virtue of his of­fice that he had pos­ses­sion of the book in which he was read­ing; it had been found among the dead man’s ef­fects—in his cab­in, where the in­quest was now tak­ing place.

				When the coro­ner had fin­ished read­ing he put the book in­to his breast pock­et. At that mo­ment the door was pushed open and a young man en­tered. He, clear­ly, was not of moun­tain birth and breed­ing: he was clad as those who dwell in cities. His cloth­ing was dusty, how­ev­er, as from trav­el. He had, in fact, been rid­ing hard to at­tend the in­quest.

				The coro­ner nod­ded; no one else greet­ed him.

				“We have wait­ed for you,” said the coro­ner. “It is nec­es­sary to have done with this busi­ness tonight.”

				The young man smiled. “I am sor­ry to have kept you,” he said. “I went away, not to evade your sum­mons, but to post to my news­pa­per an ac­count of what I sup­pose I am called back to re­late.”

				The coro­ner smiled.

				“The ac­count that you post­ed to your news­pa­per,” he said, “dif­fers, prob­a­bly, from that which you will give here un­der oath.”

				“That,” replied the oth­er, rather hot­ly and with a vis­i­ble flush, “is as you please. I used man­i­fold pa­per and have a copy of what I sent. It was not writ­ten as news, for it is in­cred­i­ble, but as fic­tion. It may go as a part of my tes­ti­mo­ny un­der oath.”

				“But you say it is in­cred­i­ble.”

				“That is noth­ing to you, sir, if I al­so swear that it is true.”

				The coro­ner was silent for a time, his eyes up­on the floor. The men about the sides of the cab­in talked in whis­pers, but sel­dom with­drew their gaze from the face of the corpse. Present­ly the coro­ner lift­ed his eyes and said: “We will re­sume the in­quest.”

				The men re­moved their hats. The wit­ness was sworn.

				“What is your name?” the coro­ner asked.

				“William Hark­er.”

				“Age?”

				“Twen­ty-sev­en.”

				“You knew the de­ceased, Hugh Mor­gan?”

				“Yes.”

				“You were with him when he died?”

				“Near him.”

				“How did that hap­pen—your pres­ence, I mean?”

				“I was vis­it­ing him at this place to shoot and fish. A part of my pur­pose, how­ev­er, was to study him and his odd, soli­tary way of life. He seemed a good mod­el for a char­ac­ter in fic­tion. I some­times write sto­ries.”

				“I some­times read them.”

				“Thank you.”

				“Sto­ries in gen­er­al—not yours.”

				Some of the ju­rors laughed. Against a som­bre back­ground hu­mor shows high lights. Sol­diers in the in­ter­vals of bat­tle laugh eas­i­ly, and a jest in the death cham­ber con­quers by sur­prise.

				“Re­late the cir­cum­stances of this man’s death,” said the coro­ner. “You may use any notes or mem­o­ran­da that you please.”

				The wit­ness un­der­stood. Pulling a man­u­script from his breast pock­et he held it near the can­dle and turn­ing the leaves un­til he found the pas­sage that he want­ed be­gan to read.

			
			
				
					II

					What May Hap­pen in a Field of Wild Oats

				
				“… The sun had hard­ly risen when we left the house. We were look­ing for quail, each with a shot­gun, but we had on­ly one dog. Mor­gan said that our best ground was be­yond a cer­tain ridge that he point­ed out, and we crossed it by a trail through the chap­ar­ral. On the oth­er side was com­par­a­tive­ly lev­el ground, thick­ly cov­ered with wild oats. As we emerged from the chap­ar­ral Mor­gan was but a few yards in ad­vance. Sud­den­ly we heard, at a lit­tle dis­tance to our right and part­ly in front, a noise as of some an­i­mal thrash­ing about in the bush­es, which we could see were vi­o­lent­ly ag­i­tat­ed.

				“ ‘We’ve start­ed a deer,’ I said. ‘I wish we had brought a ri­fle.’

				“Mor­gan, who had stopped and was in­tent­ly watch­ing the ag­i­tat­ed chap­ar­ral, said noth­ing, but had cocked both bar­rels of his gun and was hold­ing it in readi­ness to aim. I thought him a tri­fle ex­cit­ed, which sur­prised me, for he had a rep­u­ta­tion for ex­cep­tion­al cool­ness, even in mo­ments of sud­den and im­mi­nent per­il.

				“ ‘O, come,’ I said. ‘You are not go­ing to fill up a deer with quail-shot, are you?’

				“Still he did not re­ply; but catch­ing a sight of his face as he turned it slight­ly to­ward me I was struck by the in­ten­si­ty of his look. Then I un­der­stood that we had se­ri­ous busi­ness in hand and my first con­jec­ture was that we had ‘jumped’ a griz­zly. I ad­vanced to Mor­gan’s side, cock­ing my piece as I moved.

				“The bush­es were now qui­et and the sounds had ceased, but Mor­gan was as at­ten­tive to the place as be­fore.

				“ ‘What is it? What the dev­il is it?’ I asked.

				“ ‘That Damned Thing!’ he replied, with­out turn­ing his head. His voice was husky and un­nat­u­ral. He trem­bled vis­i­bly.

				“I was about to speak fur­ther, when I ob­served the wild oats near the place of the dis­tur­bance mov­ing in the most in­ex­pli­ca­ble way. I can hard­ly de­scribe it. It seemed as if stirred by a streak of wind, which not on­ly bent it, but pressed it down—crushed it so that it did not rise; and this move­ment was slow­ly pro­long­ing it­self di­rect­ly to­ward us.

				“Noth­ing that I had ev­er seen had af­fect­ed me so strange­ly as this un­fa­mil­iar and un­ac­count­able phe­nom­e­non, yet I am un­able to re­call any sense of fear. I re­mem­ber—and tell it here be­cause, sin­gu­lar­ly enough, I rec­ol­lect­ed it then—that once in look­ing care­less­ly out of an open win­dow I mo­men­tar­i­ly mis­took a small tree close at hand for one of a group of larg­er trees at a lit­tle dis­tance away. It looked the same size as the oth­ers, but be­ing more dis­tinct­ly and sharply de­fined in mass and de­tail seemed out of har­mo­ny with them. It was a mere fal­si­fi­ca­tion of the law of aeri­al per­spec­tive, but it star­tled, al­most ter­ri­fied me. We so re­ly up­on the or­der­ly op­er­a­tion of fa­mil­iar nat­u­ral laws that any seem­ing sus­pen­sion of them is not­ed as a men­ace to our safe­ty, a warn­ing of un­think­able calami­ty. So now the ap­par­ent­ly cause­less move­ment of the herbage and the slow, un­de­vi­at­ing ap­proach of the line of dis­tur­bance were dis­tinct­ly dis­qui­et­ing. My com­pan­ion ap­peared ac­tu­al­ly fright­ened, and I could hard­ly cred­it my sens­es when I saw him sud­den­ly throw his gun to his shoul­der and fire both bar­rels at the ag­i­tat­ed grain! Be­fore the smoke of the dis­charge had cleared away I heard a loud sav­age cry—a scream like that of a wild an­i­mal—and fling­ing his gun up­on the ground Mor­gan sprang away and ran swift­ly from the spot. At the same in­stant I was thrown vi­o­lent­ly to the ground by the im­pact of some­thing un­seen in the smoke—some soft, heavy sub­stance that seemed thrown against me with great force.

				“Be­fore I could get up­on my feet and re­cov­er my gun, which seemed to have been struck from my hands, I heard Mor­gan cry­ing out as if in mor­tal agony, and min­gling with his cries were such hoarse, sav­age sounds as one hears from fight­ing dogs. In­ex­press­ibly ter­ri­fied, I strug­gled to my feet and looked in the di­rec­tion of Mor­gan’s re­treat; and may Heav­en in mer­cy spare me from an­oth­er sight like that! At a dis­tance of less than thir­ty yards was my friend, down up­on one knee, his head thrown back at a fright­ful an­gle, hat­less, his long hair in dis­or­der and his whole body in vi­o­lent move­ment from side to side, back­ward and for­ward. His right arm was lift­ed and seemed to lack the hand—at least, I could see none. The oth­er arm was in­vis­i­ble. At times, as my mem­o­ry now re­ports this ex­tra­or­di­nary scene, I could dis­cern but a part of his body; it was as if he had been part­ly blot­ted out—I can­not oth­er­wise ex­press it—then a shift­ing of his po­si­tion would bring it all in­to view again.

				“All this must have oc­curred with­in a few sec­onds, yet in that time Mor­gan as­sumed all the pos­tures of a de­ter­mined wrestler van­quished by su­pe­ri­or weight and strength. I saw noth­ing but him, and him not al­ways dis­tinct­ly. Dur­ing the en­tire in­ci­dent his shouts and curs­es were heard, as if through an en­velop­ing up­roar of such sounds of rage and fury as I had nev­er heard from the throat of man or brute!

				“For a mo­ment on­ly I stood ir­res­o­lute, then throw­ing down my gun I ran for­ward to my friend’s as­sis­tance. I had a vague be­lief that he was suf­fer­ing from a fit, or some form of con­vul­sion. Be­fore I could reach his side he was down and qui­et. All sounds had ceased, but with a feel­ing of such ter­ror as even these aw­ful events had not in­spired I now saw again the mys­te­ri­ous move­ment of the wild oats, pro­long­ing it­self from the tram­pled area about the pros­trate man to­ward the edge of a wood. It was on­ly when it had reached the wood that I was able to with­draw my eyes and look at my com­pan­ion. He was dead.”

			
			
				
					III

					A Man Though Naked May Be in Rags

				
				The coro­ner rose from his seat and stood be­side the dead man. Lift­ing an edge of the sheet he pulled it away, ex­pos­ing the en­tire body, al­to­geth­er naked and show­ing in the can­dle­light a clay­like yel­low. It had, how­ev­er, broad mac­u­la­tions of bluish black, ob­vi­ous­ly caused by ex­travasat­ed blood from con­tu­sions. The chest and sides looked as if they had been beat­en with a blud­geon. There were dread­ful lac­er­a­tions; the skin was torn in strips and shreds.

				The coro­ner moved round to the end of the ta­ble and un­did a silk hand­ker­chief which had been passed un­der the chin and knot­ted on the top of the head. When the hand­ker­chief was drawn away it ex­posed what had been the throat. Some of the ju­rors who had risen to get a bet­ter view re­pent­ed their cu­rios­i­ty and turned away their faces. Wit­ness Hark­er went to the open win­dow and leaned out across the sill, faint and sick. Drop­ping the hand­ker­chief up­on the dead man’s neck the coro­ner stepped to an an­gle of the room and from a pile of cloth­ing pro­duced one gar­ment af­ter an­oth­er, each of which he held up a mo­ment for in­spec­tion. All were torn, and stiff with blood. The ju­rors did not make a clos­er in­spec­tion. They seemed rather un­in­ter­est­ed. They had, in truth, seen all this be­fore; the on­ly thing that was new to them be­ing Hark­er’s tes­ti­mo­ny.

				“Gen­tle­men,” the coro­ner said, “we have no more ev­i­dence, I think. Your du­ty has been al­ready ex­plained to you; if there is noth­ing you wish to ask you may go out­side and con­sid­er your ver­dict.”

				The fore­man rose—a tall, beard­ed man of six­ty, coarse­ly clad.

				“I should like to ask one ques­tion, Mr. Coro­ner,” he said. “What asy­lum did this yer last wit­ness es­cape from?”

				“Mr. Hark­er,” said the coro­ner, grave­ly and tran­quil­ly, “from what asy­lum did you last es­cape?”

				Hark­er flushed crim­son again, but said noth­ing, and the sev­en ju­rors rose and solemn­ly filed out of the cab­in.

				“If you have done in­sult­ing me, sir,” said Hark­er, as soon as he and the of­fi­cer were left alone with the dead man, “I sup­pose I am at lib­er­ty to go?”

				“Yes.”

				Hark­er start­ed to leave, but paused, with his hand on the door latch. The habit of his pro­fes­sion was strong in him—stronger than his sense of per­son­al dig­ni­ty. He turned about and said:

				“The book that you have there—I rec­og­nize it as Mor­gan’s di­ary. You seemed great­ly in­ter­est­ed in it; you read in it while I was tes­ti­fy­ing. May I see it? The pub­lic would like—”

				“The book will cut no fig­ure in this mat­ter,” replied the of­fi­cial, slip­ping it in­to his coat pock­et; “all the en­tries in it were made be­fore the writ­er’s death.”

				As Hark­er passed out of the house the ju­ry reen­tered and stood about the ta­ble, on which the now cov­ered corpse showed un­der the sheet with sharp def­i­ni­tion. The fore­man seat­ed him­self near the can­dle, pro­duced from his breast pock­et a pen­cil and scrap of pa­per and wrote rather la­bo­ri­ous­ly the fol­low­ing ver­dict, which with var­i­ous de­grees of ef­fort all signed:

				“We, the ju­ry, do find that the re­mains come to their death at the hands of a moun­tain li­on, but some of us thinks, all the same, they had fits.”

			
			
				
					IV

					An Ex­pla­na­tion from the Tomb

				
				In the di­ary of the late Hugh Mor­gan are cer­tain in­ter­est­ing en­tries hav­ing, pos­si­bly, a sci­en­tif­ic val­ue as sug­ges­tions. At the in­quest up­on his body the book was not put in ev­i­dence; pos­si­bly the coro­ner thought it not worth while to con­fuse the ju­ry. The date of the first of the en­tries men­tioned can­not be as­cer­tained; the up­per part of the leaf is torn away; the part of the en­try re­main­ing fol­lows:

				
					“… would run in a half-cir­cle, keep­ing his head turned al­ways to­ward the cen­tre, and again he would stand still, bark­ing fu­ri­ous­ly. At last he ran away in­to the brush as fast as he could go. I thought at first that he had gone mad, but on re­turn­ing to the house found no oth­er al­ter­ation in his man­ner than what was ob­vi­ous­ly due to fear of pun­ish­ment.

					“Can a dog see with his nose? Do odors im­press some cere­bral cen­tre with im­ages of the thing that emit­ted them? …

				

				
					“Sept. 2.—Look­ing at the stars last night as they rose above the crest of the ridge east of the house, I ob­served them suc­ces­sive­ly dis­ap­pear—from left to right. Each was eclipsed but an in­stant, and on­ly a few at the same time, but along the en­tire length of the ridge all that were with­in a de­gree or two of the crest were blot­ted out. It was as if some­thing had passed along be­tween me and them; but I could not see it, and the stars were not thick enough to de­fine its out­line. Ugh! I don’t like this.” …

				

				Sev­er­al weeks’ en­tries are miss­ing, three leaves be­ing torn from the book.

				
					“Sept. 27.—It has been about here again—I find ev­i­dences of its pres­ence ev­ery day. I watched again all last night in the same cov­er, gun in hand, dou­ble-charged with buck­shot. In the morn­ing the fresh foot­prints were there, as be­fore. Yet I would have sworn that I did not sleep—in­deed, I hard­ly sleep at all. It is ter­ri­ble, in­sup­port­able! If these amaz­ing ex­pe­ri­ences are re­al I shall go mad; if they are fan­ci­ful I am mad al­ready.

				

				
					“Oct. 3.—I shall not go—it shall not drive me away. No, this is my house, my land. God hates a cow­ard …

				

				
					“Oct. 5.—I can stand it no longer; I have in­vit­ed Hark­er to pass a few weeks with me—he has a lev­el head. I can judge from his man­ner if he thinks me mad.

				

				
					“Oct. 7.—I have the so­lu­tion of the mys­tery; it came to me last night—sud­den­ly, as by rev­e­la­tion. How sim­ple—how ter­ri­bly sim­ple!

					“There are sounds that we can­not hear. At ei­ther end of the scale are notes that stir no chord of that im­per­fect in­stru­ment, the hu­man ear. They are too high or too grave. I have ob­served a flock of black­birds oc­cu­py­ing an en­tire tree­top—the tops of sev­er­al trees—and all in full song. Sud­den­ly—in a mo­ment—at ab­so­lute­ly the same in­stant—all spring in­to the air and fly away. How? They could not all see one an­oth­er—whole tree­tops in­ter­vened. At no point could a lead­er have been vis­i­ble to all. There must have been a sig­nal of warn­ing or com­mand, high and shrill above the din, but by me un­heard. I have ob­served, too, the same si­mul­ta­ne­ous flight when all were silent, among not on­ly black­birds, but oth­er birds—quail, for ex­am­ple, wide­ly sep­a­rat­ed by bush­es—even on op­po­site sides of a hill.

					“It is known to sea­men that a school of whales bask­ing or sport­ing on the sur­face of the ocean, miles apart, with the con­vex­i­ty of the earth be­tween, will some­times dive at the same in­stant—all gone out of sight in a mo­ment. The sig­nal has been sound­ed—too grave for the ear of the sailor at the mast­head and his com­rades on the deck—who nev­er­the­less feel its vi­bra­tions in the ship as the stones of a cathe­dral are stirred by the bass of the or­gan.

					“As with sounds, so with col­ors. At each end of the so­lar spec­trum the chemist can de­tect the pres­ence of what are known as ‘ac­tinic’ rays. They rep­re­sent col­ors—in­te­gral col­ors in the com­po­si­tion of light—which we are un­able to dis­cern. The hu­man eye is an im­per­fect in­stru­ment; its range is but a few oc­taves of the re­al ‘chro­mat­ic scale.’ I am not mad; there are col­ors that we can­not see.

					“And, God help me! the Damned Thing is of such a col­or!”

				

			
		
	
		
			Haïta the Shepherd

			In the heart of Haï­ta the il­lu­sions of youth had not been sup­plant­ed by those of age and ex­pe­ri­ence. His thoughts were pure and pleas­ant, for his life was sim­ple and his soul de­void of am­bi­tion. He rose with the sun and went forth to pray at the shrine of Has­tur, the god of shep­herds, who heard and was pleased. Af­ter per­for­mance of this pi­ous rite Haï­ta un­barred the gate of the fold and with a cheer­ful mind drove his flock afield, eat­ing his morn­ing meal of curds and oat cake as he went, oc­ca­sion­al­ly paus­ing to add a few berries, cold with dew, or to drink of the wa­ters that came away from the hills to join the stream in the mid­dle of the val­ley and be borne along with it, he knew not whith­er.

			Dur­ing the long sum­mer day, as his sheep cropped the good grass which the gods had made to grow for them, or lay with their forelegs dou­bled un­der their breasts and chewed the cud, Haï­ta, re­clin­ing in the shad­ow of a tree, or sit­ting up­on a rock, played so sweet mu­sic up­on his reed pipe that some­times from the cor­ner of his eye he got ac­ci­den­tal glimpses of the mi­nor syl­van deities, lean­ing for­ward out of the copse to hear; but if he looked at them di­rect­ly they van­ished. From this—for he must be think­ing if he would not turn in­to one of his own sheep—he drew the solemn in­fer­ence that hap­pi­ness may come if not sought, but if looked for will nev­er be seen; for next to the fa­vor of Has­tur, who nev­er dis­closed him­self, Haï­ta most val­ued the friend­ly in­ter­est of his neigh­bors, the shy im­mor­tals of the wood and stream. At night­fall he drove his flock back to the fold, saw that the gate was se­cure and re­tired to his cave for re­fresh­ment and for dreams.

			So passed his life, one day like an­oth­er, save when the storms ut­tered the wrath of an of­fend­ed god. Then Haï­ta cow­ered in his cave, his face hid­den in his hands, and prayed that he alone might be pun­ished for his sins and the world saved from de­struc­tion. Some­times when there was a great rain, and the stream came out of its banks, com­pelling him to urge his ter­ri­fied flock to the up­lands, he in­ter­ced­ed for the peo­ple in the cities which he had been told lay in the plain be­yond the two blue hills form­ing the gate­way of his val­ley.

			“It is kind of thee, O Has­tur,” so he prayed, “to give me moun­tains so near to my dwelling and my fold that I and my sheep can es­cape the an­gry tor­rents; but the rest of the world thou must thy­self de­liv­er in some way that I know not of, or I will no longer wor­ship thee.”

			And Has­tur, know­ing that Haï­ta was a youth who kept his word, spared the cities and turned the wa­ters in­to the sea.

			So he had lived since he could re­mem­ber. He could not right­ly con­ceive any oth­er mode of ex­is­tence. The holy her­mit who dwelt at the head of the val­ley, a full hour’s jour­ney away, from whom he had heard the tale of the great cities where dwelt peo­ple—poor souls!—who had no sheep, gave him no knowl­edge of that ear­ly time, when, so he rea­soned, he must have been small and help­less like a lamb.

			It was through think­ing on these mys­ter­ies and mar­vels, and on that hor­ri­ble change to si­lence and de­cay which he felt sure must some time come to him, as he had seen it come to so many of his flock—as it came to all liv­ing things ex­cept the birds—that Haï­ta first be­came con­scious how mis­er­able and hope­less was his lot.

			“It is nec­es­sary,” he said, “that I know whence and how I came; for how can one per­form his du­ties un­less able to judge what they are by the way in which he was en­trust­ed with them? And what con­tent­ment can I have when I know not how long it is go­ing to last? Per­haps be­fore an­oth­er sun I may be changed, and then what will be­come of the sheep? What, in­deed, will have be­come of me?”

			Pon­der­ing these things Haï­ta be­came melan­choly and mo­rose. He no longer spoke cheer­ful­ly to his flock, nor ran with alacrity to the shrine of Has­tur. In ev­ery breeze he heard whis­pers of ma­lign deities whose ex­is­tence he now first ob­served. Ev­ery cloud was a por­tent sig­ni­fy­ing dis­as­ter, and the dark­ness was full of ter­rors. His reed pipe when ap­plied to his lips gave out no melody, but a dis­mal wail; the syl­van and ri­par­i­an in­tel­li­gences no longer thronged the thick­et-side to lis­ten, but fled from the sound, as he knew by the stirred leaves and bent flow­ers. He re­laxed his vig­i­lance and many of his sheep strayed away in­to the hills and were lost. Those that re­mained be­came lean and ill for lack of good pas­turage, for he would not seek it for them, but con­duct­ed them day af­ter day to the same spot, through mere ab­strac­tion, while puz­zling about life and death—of im­mor­tal­i­ty he knew not.

			One day while in­dulging in the gloomi­est re­flec­tions he sud­den­ly sprang from the rock up­on which he sat, and with a de­ter­mined ges­ture of the right hand ex­claimed: “I will no longer be a sup­pli­ant for knowl­edge which the gods with­hold. Let them look to it that they do me no wrong. I will do my du­ty as best I can and if I err up­on their own heads be it!”

			Sud­den­ly, as he spoke, a great bright­ness fell about him, caus­ing him to look up­ward, think­ing the sun had burst through a rift in the clouds; but there were no clouds. No more than an arm’s length away stood a beau­ti­ful maid­en. So beau­ti­ful she was that the flow­ers about her feet fold­ed their petals in de­spair and bent their heads in to­ken of sub­mis­sion; so sweet her look that the hum­ming birds thronged her eyes, thrust­ing their thirsty bills al­most in­to them, and the wild bees were about her lips. And such was her bright­ness that the shad­ows of all ob­jects lay di­ver­gent from her feet, turn­ing as she moved.

			Haï­ta was en­tranced. Ris­ing, he knelt be­fore her in ado­ra­tion, and she laid her hand up­on his head.

			“Come,” she said in a voice that had the mu­sic of all the bells of his flock—“come, thou art not to wor­ship me, who am no god­dess, but if thou art truth­ful and du­ti­ful I will abide with thee.”

			Haï­ta seized her hand, and stam­mer­ing his joy and grat­i­tude arose, and hand in hand they stood and smiled in­to each oth­er’s eyes. He gazed on her with rev­er­ence and rap­ture. He said: “I pray thee, love­ly maid, tell me thy name and whence and why thou comest.”

			At this she laid a warn­ing fin­ger on her lip and be­gan to with­draw. Her beau­ty un­der­went a vis­i­ble al­ter­ation that made him shud­der, he knew not why, for still she was beau­ti­ful. The land­scape was dark­ened by a gi­ant shad­ow sweep­ing across the val­ley with the speed of a vul­ture. In the ob­scu­ri­ty the maid­en’s fig­ure grew dim and in­dis­tinct and her voice seemed to come from a dis­tance, as she said, in a tone of sor­row­ful re­proach: “Pre­sump­tu­ous and un­grate­ful youth! must I then so soon leave thee? Would noth­ing do but thou must at once break the eter­nal com­pact?”

			In­ex­press­ibly grieved, Haï­ta fell up­on his knees and im­plored her to re­main—rose and sought her in the deep­en­ing dark­ness—ran in cir­cles, call­ing to her aloud, but all in vain. She was no longer vis­i­ble, but out of the gloom he heard her voice say­ing: “Nay, thou shalt not have me by seek­ing. Go to thy du­ty, faith­less shep­herd, or we shall nev­er meet again.”

			Night had fall­en; the wolves were howl­ing in the hills and the ter­ri­fied sheep crowd­ing about Haï­ta’s feet. In the de­mands of the hour he for­got his dis­ap­point­ment, drove his sheep to the fold and re­pair­ing to the place of wor­ship poured out his heart in grat­i­tude to Has­tur for per­mit­ting him to save his flock, then re­tired to his cave and slept.

			When Haï­ta awoke the sun was high and shone in at the cave, il­lu­mi­nat­ing it with a great glo­ry. And there, be­side him, sat the maid­en. She smiled up­on him with a smile that seemed the vis­i­ble mu­sic of his pipe of reeds. He dared not speak, fear­ing to of­fend her as be­fore, for he knew not what he could ven­ture to say.

			“Be­cause,” she said, “thou didst thy du­ty by the flock, and didst not for­get to thank Has­tur for stay­ing the wolves of the night, I am come to thee again. Wilt thou have me for a com­pan­ion?”

			“Who would not have thee for­ev­er?” replied Haï­ta. “Oh! nev­er again leave me un­til—un­til I—change and be­come silent and mo­tion­less.”

			Haï­ta had no word for death.

			“I wish, in­deed,” he con­tin­ued, “that thou wert of my own sex, that we might wres­tle and run races and so nev­er tire of be­ing to­geth­er.”

			At these words the maid­en arose and passed out of the cave, and Haï­ta, spring­ing from his couch of fra­grant boughs to over­take and de­tain her, ob­served to his as­ton­ish­ment that the rain was fall­ing and the stream in the mid­dle of the val­ley had come out of its banks. The sheep were bleat­ing in ter­ror, for the ris­ing wa­ters had in­vad­ed their fold. And there was dan­ger for the un­known cities of the dis­tant plain.

			It was many days be­fore Haï­ta saw the maid­en again. One day he was re­turn­ing from the head of the val­ley, where he had gone with ewe’s milk and oat cake and berries for the holy her­mit, who was too old and fee­ble to pro­vide him­self with food.

			“Poor old man!” he said aloud, as he trudged along home­ward. “I will re­turn to­mor­row and bear him on my back to my own dwelling, where I can care for him. Doubt­less it is for this that Has­tur has reared me all these many years, and gives me health and strength.”

			As he spoke, the maid­en, clad in glit­ter­ing gar­ments, met him in the path with a smile that took away his breath.

			“I am come again,” she said, “to dwell with thee if thou wilt now have me, for none else will. Thou mayest have learned wis­dom, and art will­ing to take me as I am, nor care to know.”

			Haï­ta threw him­self at her feet. “Beau­ti­ful be­ing,” he cried, “if thou wilt but deign to ac­cept all the de­vo­tion of my heart and soul—af­ter Has­tur be served—it is thine for­ev­er. But, alas! thou art capri­cious and way­ward. Be­fore to­mor­row’s sun I may lose thee again. Prom­ise, I be­seech thee, that how­ev­er in my ig­no­rance I may of­fend, thou wilt for­give and re­main al­ways with me.”

			Scarce­ly had he fin­ished speak­ing when a troop of bears came out of the hills, rac­ing to­ward him with crim­son mouths and fiery eyes. The maid­en again van­ished, and he turned and fled for his life. Nor did he stop un­til he was in the cot of the holy her­mit, whence he had set out. Hasti­ly bar­ring the door against the bears he cast him­self up­on the ground and wept.

			“My son,” said the her­mit from his couch of straw, fresh­ly gath­ered that morn­ing by Haï­ta’s hands, “it is not like thee to weep for bears—tell me what sor­row hath be­fall­en thee, that age may min­is­ter to the hurts of youth with such balms as it hath of its wis­dom.”

			Haï­ta told him all: how thrice he had met the ra­di­ant maid, and thrice she had left him for­lorn. He re­lat­ed minute­ly all that had passed be­tween them, omit­ting no word of what had been said.

			When he had end­ed, the holy her­mit was a mo­ment silent, then said: “My son, I have at­tend­ed to thy sto­ry, and I know the maid­en. I have my­self seen her, as have many. Know, then, that her name, which she would not even per­mit thee to in­quire, is Hap­pi­ness. Thou saidst the truth to her, that she is capri­cious for she im­poseth con­di­tions that man can­not ful­fill, and delin­quen­cy is pun­ished by de­ser­tion. She cometh on­ly when un­sought, and will not be ques­tioned. One man­i­fes­ta­tion of cu­rios­i­ty, one sign of doubt, one ex­pres­sion of mis­giv­ing, and she is away! How long didst thou have her at any time be­fore she fled?”

			“On­ly a sin­gle in­stant,” an­swered Haï­ta, blush­ing with shame at the con­fes­sion. “Each time I drove her away in one mo­ment.”

			“Un­for­tu­nate youth!” said the holy her­mit, “but for thine in­dis­cre­tion thou mightst have had her for two.”

		
	
		
			
				An Inhabitant of Carcosa

				
					For there be divers sorts of death—some where­in the body re­maineth; and in some it van­isheth quite away with the spir­it. This com­mon­ly oc­cur­reth on­ly in soli­tude (such is God’s will) and, none see­ing the end, we say the man is lost, or gone on a long jour­ney—which in­deed he hath; but some­times it hath hap­pened in sight of many, as abun­dant tes­ti­mo­ny showeth. In one kind of death the spir­it al­so di­eth, and this it hath been known to do while yet the body was in vig­or for many years. Some­times, as is ver­i­ta­bly at­test­ed, it di­eth with the body, but af­ter a sea­son is raised up again in that place where the body did de­cay.

				

			
			Pon­der­ing these words of Hali (whom God rest) and ques­tion­ing their full mean­ing, as one who, hav­ing an in­ti­ma­tion, yet doubts if there be not some­thing be­hind, oth­er than that which he has dis­cerned, I not­ed not whith­er I had strayed un­til a sud­den chill wind strik­ing my face re­vived in me a sense of my sur­round­ings. I ob­served with as­ton­ish­ment that ev­ery­thing seemed un­fa­mil­iar. On ev­ery side of me stretched a bleak and des­o­late ex­panse of plain, cov­ered with a tall over­growth of sere grass, which rus­tled and whis­tled in the au­tumn wind with heav­en knows what mys­te­ri­ous and dis­qui­et­ing sug­ges­tion. Pro­trud­ed at long in­ter­vals above it, stood strange­ly shaped and somber-col­ored rocks, which seemed to have an un­der­stand­ing with one an­oth­er and to ex­change looks of un­com­fort­able sig­nif­i­cance, as if they had reared their heads to watch the is­sue of some fore­seen event. A few blast­ed trees here and there ap­peared as lead­ers in this malev­o­lent con­spir­a­cy of silent ex­pec­ta­tion.

			The day, I thought, must be far ad­vanced, though the sun was in­vis­i­ble; and al­though sen­si­ble that the air was raw and chill my con­scious­ness of that fact was rather men­tal than phys­i­cal—I had no feel­ing of dis­com­fort. Over all the dis­mal land­scape a canopy of low, lead-col­ored clouds hung like a vis­i­ble curse. In all this there were a men­ace and a por­tent—a hint of evil, an in­ti­ma­tion of doom. Bird, beast, or in­sect there was none. The wind sighed in the bare branch­es of the dead trees and the gray grass bent to whis­per its dread se­cret to the earth; but no oth­er sound nor mo­tion broke the aw­ful re­pose of that dis­mal place.

			I ob­served in the herbage a num­ber of weath­er­worn stones, ev­i­dent­ly shaped with tools. They were bro­ken, cov­ered with moss and half sunken in the earth. Some lay pros­trate, some leaned at var­i­ous an­gles, none was ver­ti­cal. They were ob­vi­ous­ly head­stones of graves, though the graves them­selves no longer ex­ist­ed as ei­ther mounds or de­pres­sions; the years had lev­eled all. Scat­tered here and there, more mas­sive blocks showed where some pompous tomb or am­bi­tious mon­u­ment had once flung its fee­ble de­fi­ance at obliv­ion. So old seemed these relics, these ves­tiges of van­i­ty and memo­ri­als of af­fec­tion and piety, so bat­tered and worn and stained—so ne­glect­ed, de­sert­ed, for­got­ten the place, that I could not help think­ing my­self the dis­cov­er­er of the buri­al-ground of a pre­his­toric race of men whose very name was long ex­tinct.

			Filled with these re­flec­tions, I was for some time heed­less of the se­quence of my own ex­pe­ri­ences, but soon I thought, “How came I hith­er?” A mo­ment’s re­flec­tion seemed to make this all clear and ex­plain at the same time, though in a dis­qui­et­ing way, the sin­gu­lar char­ac­ter with which my fan­cy had in­vest­ed all that I saw or heard. I was ill. I re­mem­bered now that I had been pros­trat­ed by a sud­den fever, and that my fam­i­ly had told me that in my pe­ri­ods of delir­i­um I had con­stant­ly cried out for lib­er­ty and air, and had been held in bed to pre­vent my es­cape out-of-doors. Now I had elud­ed the vig­i­lance of my at­ten­dants and had wan­dered hith­er to—to where? I could not con­jec­ture. Clear­ly I was at a con­sid­er­able dis­tance from the city where I dwelt—the an­cient and fa­mous city of Car­cosa.

			No signs of hu­man life were any­where vis­i­ble nor au­di­ble; no ris­ing smoke, no watch­dog’s bark, no low­ing of cat­tle, no shouts of chil­dren at play—noth­ing but that dis­mal buri­al-place, with its air of mys­tery and dread, due to my own dis­or­dered brain. Was I not be­com­ing again deliri­ous, there be­yond hu­man aid? Was it not in­deed all an il­lu­sion of my mad­ness? I called aloud the names of my wives and sons, reached out my hands in search of theirs, even as I walked among the crum­bling stones and in the with­ered grass.

			A noise be­hind me caused me to turn about. A wild an­i­mal—a lynx—was ap­proach­ing. The thought came to me: If I break down here in the desert—if the fever re­turn and I fail, this beast will be at my throat. I sprang to­ward it, shout­ing. It trot­ted tran­quil­ly by with­in a hand’s breadth of me and dis­ap­peared be­hind a rock.

			A mo­ment lat­er a man’s head ap­peared to rise out of the ground a short dis­tance away. He was as­cend­ing the far­ther slope of a low hill whose crest was hard­ly to be dis­tin­guished from the gen­er­al lev­el. His whole fig­ure soon came in­to view against the back­ground of gray cloud. He was half naked, half clad in skins. His hair was un­kempt, his beard long and ragged. In one hand he car­ried a bow and ar­row; the oth­er held a blaz­ing torch with a long trail of black smoke. He walked slow­ly and with cau­tion, as if he feared fall­ing in­to some open grave con­cealed by the tall grass. This strange ap­pari­tion sur­prised but did not alarm, and tak­ing such a course as to in­ter­cept him I met him al­most face to face, ac­cost­ing him with the fa­mil­iar salu­ta­tion, “God keep you.”

			He gave no heed, nor did he ar­rest his pace.

			“Good stranger,” I con­tin­ued, “I am ill and lost. Di­rect me, I be­seech you, to Car­cosa.”

			The man broke in­to a bar­barous chant in an un­known tongue, pass­ing on and away.

			An owl on the branch of a de­cayed tree hoot­ed dis­mal­ly and was an­swered by an­oth­er in the dis­tance. Look­ing up­ward, I saw through a sud­den rift in the clouds Alde­baran and the Hyades! In all this there was a hint of night—the lynx, the man with the torch, the owl. Yet I saw—I saw even the stars in ab­sence of the dark­ness. I saw, but was ap­par­ent­ly not seen nor heard. Un­der what aw­ful spell did I ex­ist?

			I seat­ed my­self at the root of a great tree, se­ri­ous­ly to con­sid­er what it were best to do. That I was mad I could no longer doubt, yet rec­og­nized a ground of doubt in the con­vic­tion. Of fever I had no trace. I had, with­al, a sense of ex­hil­a­ra­tion and vig­or al­to­geth­er un­known to me—a feel­ing of men­tal and phys­i­cal ex­al­ta­tion. My sens­es seemed all alert; I could feel the air as a pon­der­ous sub­stance; I could hear the si­lence.

			A great root of the gi­ant tree against whose trunk I leaned as I sat held en­closed in its grasp a slab of stone, a part of which pro­trud­ed in­to a re­cess formed by an­oth­er root. The stone was thus part­ly pro­tect­ed from the weath­er, though great­ly de­com­posed. Its edges were worn round, its cor­ners eat­en away, its sur­face deeply fur­rowed and scaled. Glit­ter­ing par­ti­cles of mi­ca were vis­i­ble in the earth about it—ves­tiges of its de­com­po­si­tion. This stone had ap­par­ent­ly marked the grave out of which the tree had sprung ages ago. The tree’s ex­act­ing roots had robbed the grave and made the stone a pris­on­er.

			A sud­den wind pushed some dry leaves and twigs from the up­per­most face of the stone; I saw the low-re­lief let­ters of an in­scrip­tion and bent to read it. God in Heav­en! my name in full!—the date of my birth!—the date of my death!

			A lev­el shaft of light il­lu­mi­nat­ed the whole side of the tree as I sprang to my feet in ter­ror. The sun was ris­ing in the rosy east. I stood be­tween the tree and his broad red disk—no shad­ow dark­ened the trunk!

			A cho­rus of howl­ing wolves salut­ed the dawn. I saw them sit­ting on their haunch­es, singly and in groups, on the sum­mits of ir­reg­u­lar mounds and tu­muli fill­ing a half of my desert prospect and ex­tend­ing to the hori­zon. And then I knew that these were ru­ins of the an­cient and fa­mous city of Car­cosa.

			

			Such are the facts im­part­ed to the medi­um Bay­rolles by the spir­it Ho­seib Alar Ro­bardin.

		
	
		
			The Stranger

			A man stepped out of the dark­ness in­to the lit­tle il­lu­mi­nat­ed cir­cle about our fail­ing camp­fire and seat­ed him­self up­on a rock.

			“You are not the first to ex­plore this re­gion,” he said, grave­ly.

			No­body con­tro­vert­ed his state­ment; he was him­self proof of its truth, for he was not of our par­ty and must have been some­where near when we camped. More­over, he must have com­pan­ions not far away; it was not a place where one would be liv­ing or trav­el­ing alone. For more than a week we had seen, be­sides our­selves and our an­i­mals, on­ly such liv­ing things as rat­tlesnakes and horned toads. In an Ari­zona desert one does not long co­ex­ist with on­ly such crea­tures as these: one must have pack an­i­mals, sup­plies, arms—“an out­fit.” And all these im­ply com­rades. It was per­haps a doubt as to what man­ner of men this un­cer­e­mo­ni­ous stranger’s com­rades might be, to­geth­er with some­thing in his words in­ter­pretable as a chal­lenge, that caused ev­ery man of our half-dozen “gen­tle­men ad­ven­tur­ers” to rise to a sit­ting pos­ture and lay his hand up­on a weapon—an act sig­ni­fy­ing, in that time and place, a pol­i­cy of ex­pec­ta­tion. The stranger gave the mat­ter no at­ten­tion and be­gan again to speak in the same de­lib­er­ate, un­in­flect­ed mono­tone in which he had de­liv­ered his first sen­tence:

			“Thir­ty years ago Ra­mon Gal­le­gos, William Shaw, George W. Kent and Berry Davis, all of Tuc­son, crossed the San­ta Catali­na moun­tains and trav­eled due west, as near­ly as the con­fig­u­ra­tion of the coun­try per­mit­ted. We were prospect­ing and it was our in­ten­tion, if we found noth­ing, to push through to the Gi­la riv­er at some point near Big Bend, where we un­der­stood there was a set­tle­ment. We had a good out­fit but no guide—just Ra­mon Gal­le­gos, William Shaw, George W. Kent and Berry Davis.”

			The man re­peat­ed the names slow­ly and dis­tinct­ly, as if to fix them in the mem­o­ries of his au­di­ence, ev­ery mem­ber of which was now at­ten­tive­ly ob­serv­ing him, but with a slack­ened ap­pre­hen­sion re­gard­ing his pos­si­ble com­pan­ions some­where in the dark­ness that seemed to en­close us like a black wall; in the man­ner of this vol­un­teer his­to­ri­an was no sug­ges­tion of an un­friend­ly pur­pose. His act was rather that of a harm­less lu­natic than an en­e­my. We were not so new to the coun­try as not to know that the soli­tary life of many a plains­man had a ten­den­cy to de­vel­op ec­cen­tric­i­ties of con­duct and char­ac­ter not al­ways eas­i­ly dis­tin­guish­able from men­tal aber­ra­tion. A man is like a tree: in a for­est of his fel­lows he will grow as straight as his gener­ic and in­di­vid­u­al na­ture per­mits; alone in the open, he yields to the de­form­ing stress­es and tor­tions that en­v­i­ron him. Some such thoughts were in my mind as I watched the man from the shad­ow of my hat, pulled low to shut out the fire­light. A wit­less fel­low, no doubt, but what could he be do­ing there in the heart of a desert?

			Hav­ing un­der­tak­en to tell this sto­ry, I wish that I could de­scribe the man’s ap­pear­ance; that would be a nat­u­ral thing to do. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, and some­what strange­ly, I find my­self un­able to do so with any de­gree of con­fi­dence, for af­ter­ward no two of us agreed as to what he wore and how he looked; and when I try to set down my own im­pres­sions they elude me. Any­one can tell some kind of sto­ry; nar­ra­tion is one of the el­e­men­tal pow­ers of the race. But the tal­ent for de­scrip­tion is a gift.

			No­body hav­ing bro­ken si­lence the vis­i­tor went on to say:

			“This coun­try was not then what it is now. There was not a ranch be­tween the Gi­la and the Gulf. There was a lit­tle game here and there in the moun­tains, and near the in­fre­quent wa­ter-holes grass enough to keep our an­i­mals from star­va­tion. If we should be so for­tu­nate as to en­counter no In­di­ans we might get through. But with­in a week the pur­pose of the ex­pe­di­tion had al­tered from dis­cov­ery of wealth to preser­va­tion of life. We had gone too far to go back, for what was ahead could be no worse than what was be­hind; so we pushed on, rid­ing by night to avoid In­di­ans and the in­tol­er­a­ble heat, and con­ceal­ing our­selves by day as best we could. Some­times, hav­ing ex­haust­ed our sup­ply of wild meat and emp­tied our casks, we were days with­out food or drink; then a wa­ter-hole or a shal­low pool in the bot­tom of an ar­royo so re­stored our strength and san­i­ty that we were able to shoot some of the wild an­i­mals that sought it al­so. Some­times it was a bear, some­times an an­te­lope, a coy­ote, a cougar—that was as God pleased; all were food.

			“One morn­ing as we skirt­ed a moun­tain range, seek­ing a prac­ti­ca­ble pass, we were at­tacked by a band of Apach­es who had fol­lowed our trail up a gulch—it is not far from here. Know­ing that they out­num­bered us ten to one, they took none of their usu­al cow­ard­ly pre­cau­tions, but dashed up­on us at a gal­lop, fir­ing and yelling. Fight­ing was out of the ques­tion: we urged our fee­ble an­i­mals up the gulch as far as there was foot­ing for a hoof, then threw our­selves out of our sad­dles and took to the chap­ar­ral on one of the slopes, aban­don­ing our en­tire out­fit to the en­e­my. But we re­tained our ri­fles, ev­ery man—Ra­mon Gal­le­gos, William Shaw, George W. Kent and Berry Davis.”

			“Same old crowd,” said the hu­morist of our par­ty. He was an East­ern man, un­fa­mil­iar with the de­cent ob­ser­vances of so­cial in­ter­course. A ges­ture of dis­ap­proval from our lead­er si­lenced him and the stranger pro­ceed­ed with his tale:

			“The sav­ages dis­mount­ed al­so, and some of them ran up the gulch be­yond the point at which we had left it, cut­ting off fur­ther re­treat in that di­rec­tion and forc­ing us on up the side. Un­for­tu­nate­ly the chap­ar­ral ex­tend­ed on­ly a short dis­tance up the slope, and as we came in­to the open ground above we took the fire of a dozen ri­fles; but Apach­es shoot bad­ly when in a hur­ry, and God so willed it that none of us fell. Twen­ty yards up the slope, be­yond the edge of the brush, were ver­ti­cal cliffs, in which, di­rect­ly in front of us, was a nar­row open­ing. In­to that we ran, find­ing our­selves in a cav­ern about as large as an or­di­nary room in a house. Here for a time we were safe: a sin­gle man with a re­peat­ing ri­fle could de­fend the en­trance against all the Apach­es in the land. But against hunger and thirst we had no de­fense. Courage we still had, but hope was a mem­o­ry.

			“Not one of those In­di­ans did we af­ter­ward see, but by the smoke and glare of their fires in the gulch we knew that by day and by night they watched with ready ri­fles in the edge of the bush—knew that if we made a sor­tie not a man of us would live to take three steps in­to the open. For three days, watch­ing in turn, we held out be­fore our suf­fer­ing be­came in­sup­port­able. Then—it was the morn­ing of the fourth day—Ra­mon Gal­le­gos said:

			“ ‘Señores, I know not well of the good God and what please him. I have live with­out re­li­gion, and I am not ac­quaint with that of you. Par­don, señores, if I shock you, but for me the time is come to beat the game of the Apache.’

			“He knelt up­on the rock floor of the cave and pressed his pis­tol against his tem­ple. ‘Madre de Dios,’ he said, ‘comes now the soul of Ra­mon Gal­le­gos.’

			“And so he left us—William Shaw, George W. Kent and Berry Davis.

			“I was the lead­er: it was for me to speak.

			“ ‘He was a brave man,’ I said—‘he knew when to die, and how. It is fool­ish to go mad from thirst and fall by Apache bul­lets, or be skinned alive—it is in bad taste. Let us join Ra­mon Gal­le­gos.’

			“ ‘That is right,’ said William Shaw.

			“ ‘That is right,’ said George W. Kent.

			“I straight­ened the limbs of Ra­mon Gal­le­gos and put a hand­ker­chief over his face. Then William Shaw said: ‘I should like to look like that—a lit­tle while.’

			“And George W. Kent said that he felt that way, too.

			“ ‘It shall be so,’ I said: ‘the red dev­ils will wait a week. William Shaw and George W. Kent, draw and kneel.’

			“They did so and I stood be­fore them.

			“ ‘Almighty God, our Fa­ther,’ said I.

			“ ‘Almighty God, our Fa­ther,’ said William Shaw.

			“ ‘Almighty God, our Fa­ther,’ said George W. Kent.

			“ ‘For­give us our sins,’ said I.

			“ ‘For­give us our sins,’ said they.

			“ ‘And re­ceive our souls.’

			“ ‘And re­ceive our souls.’

			“ ‘Amen!’

			“ ‘Amen!’

			“I laid them be­side Ra­mon Gal­le­gos and cov­ered their faces.”

			There was a quick com­mo­tion on the op­po­site side of the camp­fire: one of our par­ty had sprung to his feet, pis­tol in hand.

			“And you!” he shout­ed—“you dared to es­cape?—you dare to be alive? You cow­ard­ly hound, I’ll send you to join them if I hang for it!”

			But with the leap of a pan­ther the cap­tain was up­on him, grasp­ing his wrist. “Hold it in, Sam Yountsey, hold it in!”

			We were now all up­on our feet—ex­cept the stranger, who sat mo­tion­less and ap­par­ent­ly inat­ten­tive. Some­one seized Yountsey’s oth­er arm.

			“Cap­tain,” I said, “there is some­thing wrong here. This fel­low is ei­ther a lu­natic or mere­ly a liar—just a plain, ev­ery­day liar whom Yountsey has no call to kill. If this man was of that par­ty it had five mem­bers, one of whom—prob­a­bly him­self—he has not named.”

			“Yes,” said the cap­tain, re­leas­ing the in­sur­gent, who sat down, “there is some­thing—un­usu­al. Years ago four dead bod­ies of white men, scalped and shame­ful­ly mu­ti­lat­ed, were found about the mouth of that cave. They are buried there; I have seen the graves—we shall all see them to­mor­row.”

			The stranger rose, stand­ing tall in the light of the ex­pir­ing fire, which in our breath­less at­ten­tion to his sto­ry we had ne­glect­ed to keep go­ing.

			“There were four,” he said—“Ra­mon Gal­le­gos, William Shaw, George W. Kent and Berry Davis.”

			With this re­it­er­at­ed roll-call of the dead he walked in­to the dark­ness and we saw him no more.

			At that mo­ment one of our par­ty, who had been on guard, strode in among us, ri­fle in hand and some­what ex­cit­ed.

			“Cap­tain,” he said, “for the last half-hour three men have been stand­ing out there on the mesa.” He point­ed in the di­rec­tion tak­en by the stranger. “I could see them dis­tinct­ly, for the moon is up, but as they had no guns and I had them cov­ered with mine I thought it was their move. They have made none, but, damn it! they have got on to my nerves.”

			“Go back to your post, and stay till you see them again,” said the cap­tain. “The rest of you lie down again, or I’ll kick you all in­to the fire.”

			The sen­tinel obe­di­ent­ly with­drew, swear­ing, and did not re­turn. As we were ar­rang­ing our blan­kets the fiery Yountsey said: “I beg your par­don, Cap­tain, but who the dev­il do you take them to be?”

			“Ra­mon Gal­le­gos, William Shaw and George W. Kent.”

			“But how about Berry Davis? I ought to have shot him.”

			“Quite need­less; you couldn’t have made him any dead­er. Go to sleep.”

		
	
		
			The Ways of Ghosts

			
				My pe­cu­liar re­la­tion to the writ­er of the fol­low­ing nar­ra­tives is such that I must ask the read­er to over­look the ab­sence of ex­pla­na­tion as to how they came in­to my pos­ses­sion. With­al, my knowl­edge of him is so mea­ger that I should rather not un­der­take to say if he were him­self per­suad­ed of the truth of what he re­lates; cer­tain­ly such in­quiries as I have thought it worth while to set about have not in ev­ery in­stance tend­ed to con­fir­ma­tion of the state­ments made. Yet his style, for the most part de­void alike of ar­ti­fice and art, al­most bald­ly sim­ple and di­rect, seems hard­ly com­pat­i­ble with the disin­gen­u­ous­ness of a mere­ly lit­er­ary in­ten­tion; one would call it the man­ner of one more con­cerned for the fruits of re­search than for the flow­ers of ex­pres­sion. In tran­scrib­ing his notes and for­ti­fy­ing their claim to at­ten­tion by giv­ing them some­thing of an or­der­ly ar­range­ment, I have con­sci­en­tious­ly re­frained from em­bel­lish­ing them with such small or­na­ments of dic­tion as I may have felt my­self able to be­stow, which would not on­ly have been im­per­ti­nent, even if pleas­ing, but would have giv­en me a some­what clos­er re­la­tion to the work than I should care to have and to avow.

				
					
						A. B.
					

				
			
		
	
		
			Present at a Hanging

			An old man named Daniel Bak­er, liv­ing near Lebanon, Iowa, was sus­pect­ed by his neigh­bors of hav­ing mur­dered a ped­dler who had ob­tained per­mis­sion to pass the night at his house. This was in 1853, when ped­dling was more com­mon in the West­ern coun­try than it is now, and was at­tend­ed with con­sid­er­able dan­ger. The ped­dler with his pack tra­versed the coun­try by all man­ner of lone­ly roads, and was com­pelled to re­ly up­on the coun­try peo­ple for hos­pi­tal­i­ty. This brought him in­to re­la­tion with queer char­ac­ters, some of whom were not al­to­geth­er scrupu­lous in their meth­ods of mak­ing a liv­ing, mur­der be­ing an ac­cept­able means to that end. It oc­ca­sion­al­ly oc­curred that a ped­dler with di­min­ished pack and swollen purse would be traced to the lone­ly dwelling of some rough char­ac­ter and nev­er could be traced be­yond. This was so in the case of “old man Bak­er,” as he was al­ways called. (Such names are giv­en in the west­ern “set­tle­ments” on­ly to el­der­ly per­sons who are not es­teemed; to the gen­er­al dis­re­pute of so­cial un­worth is af­fixed the spe­cial re­proach of age.) A ped­dler came to his house and none went away—that is all that any­body knew.

			Sev­en years lat­er the Rev. Mr. Cum­mings, a Bap­tist min­is­ter well known in that part of the coun­try, was driv­ing by Bak­er’s farm one night. It was not very dark: there was a bit of moon some­where above the light veil of mist that lay along the earth. Mr. Cum­mings, who was at all times a cheer­ful per­son, was whistling a tune, which he would oc­ca­sion­al­ly in­ter­rupt to speak a word of friend­ly en­cour­age­ment to his horse. As he came to a lit­tle bridge across a dry ravine he saw the fig­ure of a man stand­ing up­on it, clear­ly out­lined against the gray back­ground of a misty for­est. The man had some­thing strapped on his back and car­ried a heavy stick—ob­vi­ous­ly an itin­er­ant ped­dler. His at­ti­tude had in it a sug­ges­tion of ab­strac­tion, like that of a sleep­walk­er. Mr. Cum­mings reined in his horse when he ar­rived in front of him, gave him a pleas­ant salu­ta­tion and in­vit­ed him to a seat in the ve­hi­cle—“if you are go­ing my way,” he added. The man raised his head, looked him full in the face, but nei­ther an­swered nor made any fur­ther move­ment. The min­is­ter, with good-na­tured per­sis­tence, re­peat­ed his in­vi­ta­tion. At this the man threw his right hand for­ward from his side and point­ed down­ward as he stood on the ex­treme edge of the bridge. Mr. Cum­mings looked past him, over in­to the ravine, saw noth­ing un­usu­al and with­drew his eyes to ad­dress the man again. He had dis­ap­peared. The horse, which all this time had been un­com­mon­ly rest­less, gave at the same mo­ment a snort of ter­ror and start­ed to run away. Be­fore he had re­gained con­trol of the an­i­mal the min­is­ter was at the crest of the hill a hun­dred yards along. He looked back and saw the fig­ure again, at the same place and in the same at­ti­tude as when he had first ob­served it. Then for the first time he was con­scious of a sense of the su­per­nat­u­ral and drove home as rapid­ly as his will­ing horse would go.

			On ar­riv­ing at home he re­lat­ed his ad­ven­ture to his fam­i­ly, and ear­ly the next morn­ing, ac­com­pa­nied by two neigh­bors, John White Cor­well and Ab­n­er Rais­er, re­turned to the spot. They found the body of old man Bak­er hang­ing by the neck from one of the beams of the bridge, im­me­di­ate­ly be­neath the spot where the ap­pari­tion had stood. A thick coat­ing of dust, slight­ly damp­ened by the mist, cov­ered the floor of the bridge, but the on­ly foot­prints were those of Mr. Cum­mings’ horse.

			In tak­ing down the body the men dis­turbed the loose, fri­able earth of the slope be­low it, dis­clos­ing hu­man bones al­ready near­ly un­cov­ered by the ac­tion of wa­ter and frost. They were iden­ti­fied as those of the lost ped­dler. At the dou­ble in­quest the coro­ner’s ju­ry found that Daniel Bak­er died by his own hand while suf­fer­ing from tem­po­rary in­san­i­ty, and that Samuel Mor­ritz was mur­dered by some per­son or per­sons to the ju­ry un­known.

		
	
		
			A Cold Greeting

			This is a sto­ry told by the late Ben­son Fo­ley of San Fran­cis­co:

			“In the sum­mer of 1881 I met a man named James H. Con­way, a res­i­dent of Franklin, Ten­nes­see. He was vis­it­ing San Fran­cis­co for his health, de­lud­ed man, and brought me a note of in­tro­duc­tion from Mr. Lawrence Bart­ing. I had known Bart­ing as a cap­tain in the Fed­er­al army dur­ing the civ­il war. At its close he had set­tled in Franklin, and in time be­came, I had rea­son to think, some­what prom­i­nent as a lawyer. Bart­ing had al­ways seemed to me an hon­or­able and truth­ful man, and the warm friend­ship which he ex­pressed in his note for Mr. Con­way was to me suf­fi­cient ev­i­dence that the lat­ter was in ev­ery way wor­thy of my con­fi­dence and es­teem. At din­ner one day Con­way told me that it had been solemn­ly agreed be­tween him and Bart­ing that the one who died first should, if pos­si­ble, com­mu­ni­cate with the oth­er from be­yond the grave, in some un­mis­tak­able way—just how, they had left (wise­ly, it seemed to me) to be de­cid­ed by the de­ceased, ac­cord­ing to the op­por­tu­ni­ties that his al­tered cir­cum­stances might present.

			“A few weeks af­ter the con­ver­sa­tion in which Mr. Con­way spoke of this agree­ment, I met him one day, walk­ing slow­ly down Mont­gomery street, ap­par­ent­ly, from his ab­stract­ed air, in deep thought. He greet­ed me cold­ly with mere­ly a move­ment of the head and passed on, leav­ing me stand­ing on the walk, with half-prof­fered hand, sur­prised and nat­u­ral­ly some­what piqued. The next day I met him again in the of­fice of the Palace Ho­tel, and see­ing him about to re­peat the dis­agree­able per­for­mance of the day be­fore, in­ter­cept­ed him in a door­way, with a friend­ly salu­ta­tion, and blunt­ly re­quest­ed an ex­pla­na­tion of his al­tered man­ner. He hes­i­tat­ed a mo­ment; then, look­ing me frankly in the eyes, said:

			“ ‘I do not think, Mr. Fo­ley, that I have any longer a claim to your friend­ship, since Mr. Bart­ing ap­pears to have with­drawn his own from me—for what rea­son, I protest I do not know. If he has not al­ready in­formed you he prob­a­bly will do so.’

			“ ‘But,’ I replied, ‘I have not heard from Mr. Bart­ing.’

			“ ‘Heard from him!’ he re­peat­ed, with ap­par­ent sur­prise. ‘Why, he is here. I met him yes­ter­day ten min­utes be­fore meet­ing you. I gave you ex­act­ly the same greet­ing that he gave me. I met him again not a quar­ter of an hour ago, and his man­ner was pre­cise­ly the same: he mere­ly bowed and passed on. I shall not soon for­get your ci­vil­i­ty to me. Good morn­ing, or—as it may please you—farewell.’

			“All this seemed to me sin­gu­lar­ly con­sid­er­ate and del­i­cate be­hav­ior on the part of Mr. Con­way.

			“As dra­mat­ic sit­u­a­tions and lit­er­ary ef­fects are for­eign to my pur­pose I will ex­plain at once that Mr. Bart­ing was dead. He had died in Nash­ville four days be­fore this con­ver­sa­tion. Call­ing on Mr. Con­way, I ap­prised him of our friend’s death, show­ing him the let­ters an­nounc­ing it. He was vis­i­bly af­fect­ed in a way that for­bade me to en­ter­tain a doubt of his sin­cer­i­ty.

			“ ‘It seems in­cred­i­ble,’ he said, af­ter a pe­ri­od of re­flec­tion. ‘I sup­pose I must have mis­tak­en an­oth­er man for Bart­ing, and that man’s cold greet­ing was mere­ly a stranger’s civ­il ac­knowl­edg­ment of my own. I re­mem­ber, in­deed, that he lacked Bart­ing’s mus­tache.’

			“ ‘Doubt­less it was an­oth­er man,’ I as­sent­ed; and the sub­ject was nev­er af­ter­ward men­tioned be­tween us. But I had in my pock­et a pho­to­graph of Bart­ing, which had been en­closed in the let­ter from his wid­ow. It had been tak­en a week be­fore his death, and was with­out a mus­tache.”

		
	
		
			A Wireless Message

			In the sum­mer of 1896 Mr. William Holt, a wealthy man­u­fac­tur­er of Chica­go, was liv­ing tem­po­rar­ily in a lit­tle town of cen­tral New York, the name of which the writ­er’s mem­o­ry has not re­tained. Mr. Holt had had “trou­ble with his wife,” from whom he had part­ed a year be­fore. Whether the trou­ble was any­thing more se­ri­ous than “in­com­pat­i­bil­i­ty of tem­per,” he is prob­a­bly the on­ly liv­ing per­son that knows: he is not ad­dict­ed to the vice of con­fi­dences. Yet he has re­lat­ed the in­ci­dent here­in set down to at least one per­son with­out ex­act­ing a pledge of se­cre­cy. He is now liv­ing in Eu­rope.

			One evening he had left the house of a broth­er whom he was vis­it­ing, for a stroll in the coun­try. It may be as­sumed—what­ev­er the val­ue of the as­sump­tion in con­nec­tion with what is said to have oc­curred—that his mind was oc­cu­pied with re­flec­tions on his do­mes­tic in­fe­lic­i­ties and the dis­tress­ing changes that they had wrought in his life.

			What­ev­er may have been his thoughts, they so pos­sessed him that he ob­served nei­ther the lapse of time nor whith­er his feet were car­ry­ing him; he knew on­ly that he had passed far be­yond the town lim­its and was travers­ing a lone­ly re­gion by a road that bore no re­sem­blance to the one by which he had left the vil­lage. In brief, he was “lost.”

			Re­al­iz­ing his mis­chance, he smiled; cen­tral New York is not a re­gion of per­ils, nor does one long re­main lost in it. He turned about and went back the way that he had come. Be­fore he had gone far he ob­served that the land­scape was grow­ing more dis­tinct—was bright­en­ing. Ev­ery­thing was suf­fused with a soft, red glow in which he saw his shad­ow pro­ject­ed in the road be­fore him. “The moon is ris­ing,” he said to him­self. Then he re­mem­bered that it was about the time of the new moon, and if that tricksy orb was in one of its stages of vis­i­bil­i­ty it had set long be­fore. He stopped and faced about, seek­ing the source of the rapid­ly broad­en­ing light. As he did so, his shad­ow turned and lay along the road in front of him as be­fore. The light still came from be­hind him. That was sur­pris­ing; he could not un­der­stand. Again he turned, and again, fac­ing suc­ces­sive­ly to ev­ery point of the hori­zon. Al­ways the shad­ow was be­fore—al­ways the light be­hind, “a still and aw­ful red.”

			Holt was as­ton­ished—“dumb­found­ed” is the word that he used in telling it—yet seems to have re­tained a cer­tain in­tel­li­gent cu­rios­i­ty. To test the in­ten­si­ty of the light whose na­ture and cause he could not de­ter­mine, he took out his watch to see if he could make out the fig­ures on the di­al. They were plain­ly vis­i­ble, and the hands in­di­cat­ed the hour of eleven o’clock and twen­ty-five min­utes. At that mo­ment the mys­te­ri­ous il­lu­mi­na­tion sud­den­ly flared to an in­tense, an al­most blind­ing splen­dor, flush­ing the en­tire sky, ex­tin­guish­ing the stars and throw­ing the mon­strous shad­ow of him­self athwart the land­scape. In that un­earth­ly il­lu­mi­na­tion he saw near him, but ap­par­ent­ly in the air at a con­sid­er­able el­e­va­tion, the fig­ure of his wife, clad in her night-cloth­ing and hold­ing to her breast the fig­ure of his child. Her eyes were fixed up­on his with an ex­pres­sion which he af­ter­ward pro­fessed him­self un­able to name or de­scribe, fur­ther than that it was “not of this life.”

			The flare was mo­men­tary, fol­lowed by black dark­ness, in which, how­ev­er, the ap­pari­tion still showed white and mo­tion­less; then by in­sen­si­ble de­grees it fad­ed and van­ished, like a bright im­age on the reti­na af­ter the clos­ing of the eyes. A pe­cu­liar­i­ty of the ap­pari­tion, hard­ly not­ed at the time, but af­ter­ward re­called, was that it showed on­ly the up­per half of the wom­an’s fig­ure: noth­ing was seen be­low the waist.

			The sud­den dark­ness was com­par­a­tive, not ab­so­lute, for grad­u­al­ly all ob­jects of his en­vi­ron­ment be­came again vis­i­ble.

			In the dawn of the morn­ing Holt found him­self en­ter­ing the vil­lage at a point op­po­site to that at which he had left it. He soon ar­rived at the house of his broth­er, who hard­ly knew him. He was wild-eyed, hag­gard, and gray as a rat. Al­most in­co­her­ent­ly, he re­lat­ed his night’s ex­pe­ri­ence.

			“Go to bed, my poor fel­low,” said his broth­er, “and—wait. We shall hear more of this.”

			An hour lat­er came the pre­des­tined tele­gram. Holt’s dwelling in one of the sub­urbs of Chica­go had been de­stroyed by fire. Her es­cape cut off by the flames, his wife had ap­peared at an up­per win­dow, her child in her arms. There she had stood, mo­tion­less, ap­par­ent­ly dazed. Just as the fire­men had ar­rived with a lad­der, the floor had giv­en way, and she was seen no more.

			The mo­ment of this cul­mi­nat­ing hor­ror was eleven o’clock and twen­ty-five min­utes, stan­dard time.

		
	
		
			An Arrest

			Hav­ing mur­dered his broth­er-in-law, Or­rin Brow­er of Ken­tucky was a fugi­tive from jus­tice. From the coun­ty jail where he had been con­fined to await his tri­al he had es­caped by knock­ing down his jail­er with an iron bar, rob­bing him of his keys and, open­ing the out­er door, walk­ing out in­to the night. The jail­er be­ing un­armed, Brow­er got no weapon with which to de­fend his re­cov­ered lib­er­ty. As soon as he was out of the town he had the fol­ly to en­ter a for­est; this was many years ago, when that re­gion was wilder than it is now.

			The night was pret­ty dark, with nei­ther moon nor stars vis­i­ble, and as Brow­er had nev­er dwelt there­about, and knew noth­ing of the lay of the land, he was, nat­u­ral­ly, not long in los­ing him­self. He could not have said if he were get­ting far­ther away from the town or go­ing back to it—a most im­por­tant mat­ter to Or­rin Brow­er. He knew that in ei­ther case a posse of cit­i­zens with a pack of blood­hounds would soon be on his track and his chance of es­cape was very slen­der; but he did not wish to as­sist in his own pur­suit. Even an added hour of free­dom was worth hav­ing.

			Sud­den­ly he emerged from the for­est in­to an old road, and there be­fore him saw, in­dis­tinct­ly, the fig­ure of a man, mo­tion­less in the gloom. It was too late to re­treat: the fugi­tive felt that at the first move­ment back to­ward the wood he would be, as he af­ter­ward ex­plained, “filled with buck­shot.” So the two stood there like trees, Brow­er near­ly suf­fo­cat­ed by the ac­tiv­i­ty of his own heart; the oth­er—the emo­tions of the oth­er are not record­ed.

			A mo­ment lat­er—it may have been an hour—the moon sailed in­to a patch of un­cloud­ed sky and the hunt­ed man saw that vis­i­ble em­bod­i­ment of Law lift an arm and point sig­nif­i­cant­ly to­ward and be­yond him. He un­der­stood. Turn­ing his back to his cap­tor, he walked sub­mis­sive­ly away in the di­rec­tion in­di­cat­ed, look­ing to nei­ther the right nor the left; hard­ly dar­ing to breathe, his head and back ac­tu­al­ly aching with a prophe­cy of buck­shot.

			Brow­er was as coura­geous a crim­i­nal as ev­er lived to be hanged; that was shown by the con­di­tions of aw­ful per­son­al per­il in which he had cool­ly killed his broth­er-in-law. It is need­less to re­late them here; they came out at his tri­al, and the rev­e­la­tion of his calm­ness in con­fronting them came near to sav­ing his neck. But what would you have?—when a brave man is beat­en, he sub­mits.

			So they pur­sued their jour­ney jail­ward along the old road through the woods. On­ly once did Brow­er ven­ture a turn of the head: just once, when he was in deep shad­ow and he knew that the oth­er was in moon­light, he looked back­ward. His cap­tor was Bur­ton Duff, the jail­er, as white as death and bear­ing up­on his brow the livid mark of the iron bar. Or­rin Brow­er had no fur­ther cu­rios­i­ty.

			Even­tu­al­ly they en­tered the town, which was all alight, but de­sert­ed; on­ly the wom­en and chil­dren re­mained, and they were off the streets. Straight to­ward the jail the crim­i­nal held his way. Straight up to the main en­trance he walked, laid his hand up­on the knob of the heavy iron door, pushed it open with­out com­mand, en­tered and found him­self in the pres­ence of a half-dozen armed men. Then he turned. No­body else en­tered.

			On a ta­ble in the cor­ri­dor lay the dead body of Bur­ton Duff.

		
	
		
			Soldier-Folk

		
	
		
			A Man with Two Lives

			Here is the queer sto­ry of David William Duck, re­lat­ed by him­self. Duck is an old man liv­ing in Au­ro­ra, Illi­nois, where he is uni­ver­sal­ly re­spect­ed. He is com­mon­ly known, how­ev­er, as “Dead Duck.”

			“In the au­tumn of 1866 I was a pri­vate sol­dier of the Eigh­teenth In­fantry. My com­pa­ny was one of those sta­tioned at Fort Phil Kear­ney, com­mand­ed by Colonel Car­ring­ton. The coun­try is more or less fa­mil­iar with the his­to­ry of that gar­ri­son, par­tic­u­lar­ly with the slaugh­ter by the Sioux of a de­tach­ment of eighty-one men and of­fi­cers—not one es­cap­ing—through dis­obe­di­ence of or­ders by its com­man­der, the brave but reck­less Cap­tain Fet­ter­man. When that oc­curred, I was try­ing to make my way with im­por­tant dis­patch­es to Fort C. F. Smith, on the Big Horn. As the coun­try swarmed with hos­tile In­di­ans, I trav­eled by night and con­cealed my­self as best I could be­fore day­break. The bet­ter to do so, I went afoot, armed with a Hen­ry ri­fle and car­ry­ing three days’ ra­tions in my haver­sack.

			“For my sec­ond place of con­ceal­ment I chose what seemed in the dark­ness a nar­row canyon lead­ing through a range of rocky hills. It con­tained many large boul­ders, de­tached from the slopes of the hills. Be­hind one of these, in a clump of sage­brush, I made my bed for the day, and soon fell asleep. It seemed as if I had hard­ly closed my eyes, though in fact it was near mid­day, when I was awak­ened by the re­port of a ri­fle, the bul­let strik­ing the boul­der just above my body. A band of In­di­ans had trailed me and had me near­ly sur­round­ed; the shot had been fired with an ex­e­crable aim by a fel­low who had caught sight of me from the hill­side above. The smoke of his ri­fle be­trayed him, and I was no soon­er on my feet than he was off his and rolling down the de­cliv­i­ty. Then I ran in a stoop­ing pos­ture, dodg­ing among the clumps of sage­brush in a storm of bul­lets from in­vis­i­ble en­e­mies. The ras­cals did not rise and pur­sue, which I thought rather queer, for they must have known by my trail that they had to deal with on­ly one man. The rea­son for their in­ac­tion was soon made clear. I had not gone a hun­dred yards be­fore I reached the lim­it of my run—the head of the gulch which I had mis­tak­en for a canyon. It ter­mi­nat­ed in a con­cave breast of rock, near­ly ver­ti­cal and des­ti­tute of veg­e­ta­tion. In that cul-de-sac I was caught like a bear in a pen. Pur­suit was need­less; they had on­ly to wait.

			“They wait­ed. For two days and nights, crouch­ing be­hind a rock topped with a growth of mesquite, and with the cliff at my back, suf­fer­ing ag­o­nies of thirst and ab­so­lute­ly hope­less of de­liv­er­ance, I fought the fel­lows at long range, fir­ing oc­ca­sion­al­ly at the smoke of their ri­fles, as they did at that of mine. Of course, I did not dare to close my eyes at night, and lack of sleep was a keen tor­ture.

			“I re­mem­ber the morn­ing of the third day, which I knew was to be my last. I re­mem­ber, rather in­dis­tinct­ly, that in my des­per­a­tion and delir­i­um I sprang out in­to the open and be­gan fir­ing my re­peat­ing ri­fle with­out see­ing any­body to fire at. And I re­mem­ber no more of that fight.

			“The next thing that I rec­ol­lect was my pulling my­self out of a riv­er just at night­fall. I had not a rag of cloth­ing and knew noth­ing of my where­abouts, but all that night I trav­eled, cold and foot­sore, to­ward the north. At day­break I found my­self at Fort C. F. Smith, my des­ti­na­tion, but with­out my dis­patch­es. The first man that I met was a sergeant named William Briscoe, whom I knew very well. You can fan­cy his as­ton­ish­ment at see­ing me in that con­di­tion, and my own at his ask­ing who the dev­il I was.

			“ ‘Dave Duck,’ I an­swered; ‘who should I be?’

			“He stared like an owl.

			“ ‘You do look it,’ he said, and I ob­served that he drew a lit­tle away from me. ‘What’s up?’ he added.

			“I told him what had hap­pened to me the day be­fore. He heard me through, still star­ing; then he said:

			“ ‘My dear fel­low, if you are Dave Duck I ought to in­form you that I buried you two months ago. I was out with a small scout­ing par­ty and found your body, full of bul­let-holes and new­ly scalped—some­what mu­ti­lat­ed oth­er­wise, too, I am sor­ry to say—right where you say you made your fight. Come to my tent and I’ll show you your cloth­ing and some let­ters that I took from your per­son; the com­man­dant has your dis­patch­es.’

			“He per­formed that prom­ise. He showed me the cloth­ing, which I res­o­lute­ly put on; the let­ters, which I put in­to my pock­et. He made no ob­jec­tion, then took me to the com­man­dant, who heard my sto­ry and cold­ly or­dered Briscoe to take me to the guard­house. On the way I said:

			“ ‘Bill Briscoe, did you re­al­ly and tru­ly bury the dead body that you found in these togs?’

			“ ‘Sure,’ he an­swered—‘just as I told you. It was Dave Duck, all right; most of us knew him. And now, you damned im­pos­tor, you’d bet­ter tell me who you are.’

			“ ‘I’d give some­thing to know,’ I said.

			“A week lat­er, I es­caped from the guard­house and got out of the coun­try as fast as I could. Twice I have been back, seek­ing for that fate­ful spot in the hills, but un­able to find it.”

		
	
		
			Three and One Are One

			In the year 1861 Barr Las­siter, a young man of twen­ty-two, lived with his par­ents and an el­der sis­ter near Carthage, Ten­nes­see. The fam­i­ly were in some­what hum­ble cir­cum­stances, sub­sist­ing by cul­ti­va­tion of a small and not very fer­tile plan­ta­tion. Own­ing no slaves, they were not rat­ed among “the best peo­ple” of their neigh­bor­hood; but they were hon­est per­sons of good ed­u­ca­tion, fair­ly well man­nered and as re­spectable as any fam­i­ly could be if un­cre­den­tialed by per­son­al do­min­ion over the sons and daugh­ters of Ham. The el­der Las­siter had that sever­i­ty of man­ner that so fre­quent­ly af­firms an un­com­pro­mis­ing de­vo­tion to du­ty, and con­ceals a warm and af­fec­tion­ate dis­po­si­tion. He was of the iron of which mar­tyrs are made, but in the heart of the ma­trix had lurked a no­bler met­al, fusible at a milder heat, yet nev­er col­or­ing nor soft­en­ing the hard ex­te­ri­or. By both hered­i­ty and en­vi­ron­ment some­thing of the man’s in­flex­i­ble char­ac­ter had touched the oth­er mem­bers of the fam­i­ly; the Las­siter home, though not de­void of do­mes­tic af­fec­tion, was a ver­i­ta­ble citadel of du­ty, and du­ty—ah, du­ty is as cru­el as death!

			When the war came on it found in the fam­i­ly, as in so many oth­ers in that State, a di­vid­ed sen­ti­ment; the young man was loy­al to the Union, the oth­ers sav­age­ly hos­tile. This un­hap­py di­vi­sion be­got an in­sup­port­able do­mes­tic bit­ter­ness, and when the of­fend­ing son and broth­er left home with the avowed pur­pose of join­ing the Fed­er­al army not a hand was laid in his, not a word of farewell was spo­ken, not a good wish fol­lowed him out in­to the world whith­er he went to meet with such spir­it as he might what­ev­er fate await­ed him.

			Mak­ing his way to Nash­ville, al­ready oc­cu­pied by the Army of Gen­er­al Buell, he en­list­ed in the first or­ga­ni­za­tion that he found, a Ken­tucky reg­i­ment of cav­al­ry, and in due time passed through all the stages of mil­i­tary evo­lu­tion from raw re­cruit to ex­pe­ri­enced troop­er. A right good troop­er he was, too, al­though in his oral nar­ra­tive from which this tale is made there was no men­tion of that; the fact was learned from his sur­viv­ing com­rades. For Barr Las­siter has an­swered “Here” to the sergeant whose name is Death.

			Two years af­ter he had joined it his reg­i­ment passed through the re­gion whence he had come. The coun­try there­about had suf­fered se­vere­ly from the rav­ages of war, hav­ing been oc­cu­pied al­ter­nate­ly (and si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly) by the bel­liger­ent forces, and a san­guinary strug­gle had oc­curred in the im­me­di­ate vicin­i­ty of the Las­siter home­stead. But of this the young troop­er was not aware.

			Find­ing him­self in camp near his home, he felt a nat­u­ral long­ing to see his par­ents and sis­ter, hop­ing that in them, as in him, the un­nat­u­ral an­i­mosi­ties of the pe­ri­od had been soft­ened by time and sep­a­ra­tion. Ob­tain­ing a leave of ab­sence, he set foot in the late sum­mer af­ter­noon, and soon af­ter the ris­ing of the full moon was walk­ing up the grav­el path lead­ing to the dwelling in which he had been born.

			Sol­diers in war age rapid­ly, and in youth two years are a long time. Barr Las­siter felt him­self an old man, and had al­most ex­pect­ed to find the place a ru­in and a des­o­la­tion. Noth­ing, ap­par­ent­ly, was changed. At the sight of each dear and fa­mil­iar ob­ject he was pro­found­ly af­fect­ed. His heart beat au­di­bly, his emo­tion near­ly suf­fo­cat­ed him; an ache was in his throat. Un­con­scious­ly he quick­ened his pace un­til he al­most ran, his long shad­ow mak­ing grotesque ef­forts to keep its place be­side him.

			The house was un­light­ed, the door open. As he ap­proached and paused to re­cov­er con­trol of him­self his fa­ther came out and stood bare­head­ed in the moon­light.

			“Fa­ther!” cried the young man, spring­ing for­ward with out­stretched hand—“Fa­ther!”

			The el­der man looked him stern­ly in the face, stood a mo­ment mo­tion­less and with­out a word with­drew in­to the house. Bit­ter­ly dis­ap­point­ed, hu­mil­i­at­ed, in­ex­press­ibly hurt and al­to­geth­er un­nerved, the sol­dier dropped up­on a rus­tic seat in deep de­jec­tion, sup­port­ing his head up­on his trem­bling hand. But he would not have it so: he was too good a sol­dier to ac­cept re­pulse as de­feat. He rose and en­tered the house, pass­ing di­rect­ly to the “sit­ting-room.”

			It was dim­ly light­ed by an un­cur­tained east win­dow. On a low stool by the hearth­side, the on­ly ar­ti­cle of fur­ni­ture in the place, sat his moth­er, star­ing in­to a fire­place strewn with black­ened em­bers and cold ash­es. He spoke to her—ten­der­ly, in­ter­rog­a­tive­ly, and with hes­i­ta­tion, but she nei­ther an­swered, nor moved, nor seemed in any way sur­prised. True, there had been time for her hus­band to ap­prise her of their guilty son’s re­turn. He moved near­er and was about to lay his hand up­on her arm, when his sis­ter en­tered from an ad­join­ing room, looked him full in the face, passed him with­out a sign of recog­ni­tion and left the room by a door that was part­ly be­hind him. He had turned his head to watch her, but when she was gone his eyes again sought his moth­er. She too had left the place.

			Barr Las­siter strode to the door by which he had en­tered. The moon­light on the lawn was tremu­lous, as if the sward were a rip­pling sea. The trees and their black shad­ows shook as in a breeze. Blend­ed with its bor­ders, the grav­el walk seemed un­steady and in­se­cure to step on. This young sol­dier knew the op­ti­cal il­lu­sions pro­duced by tears. He felt them on his cheek, and saw them sparkle on the breast of his troop­er’s jack­et. He left the house and made his way back to camp.

			The next day, with no very def­i­nite in­ten­tion, with no dom­i­nant feel­ing that he could right­ly have named, he again sought the spot. With­in a half-mile of it he met Bushrod Al­bro, a for­mer playfel­low and school­mate, who greet­ed him warm­ly.

			“I am go­ing to vis­it my home,” said the sol­dier.

			The oth­er looked at him rather sharply, but said noth­ing.

			“I know,” con­tin­ued Las­siter, “that my folks have not changed, but—”

			“There have been changes,” Al­bro in­ter­rupt­ed—“ev­ery­thing changes. I’ll go with you if you don’t mind. We can talk as we go.”

			But Al­bro did not talk.

			In­stead of a house they found on­ly fire-black­ened foun­da­tions of stone, en­clos­ing an area of com­pact ash­es pit­ted by rains.

			Las­siter’s as­ton­ish­ment was ex­treme.

			“I could not find the right way to tell you,” said Al­bro. “In the fight a year ago your house was burned by a Fed­er­al shell.”

			“And my fam­i­ly—where are they?”

			“In Heav­en, I hope. All were killed by the shell.”

		
	
		
			A Baffled Ambuscade

			Con­nect­ing Readyville and Wood­bury was a good, hard turn­pike nine or ten miles long. Readyville was an out­post of the Fed­er­al army at Murfrees­boro; Wood­bury had the same re­la­tion to the Con­fed­er­ate army at Tul­la­homa. For months af­ter the big bat­tle at Stone Riv­er these out­posts were in con­stant quar­rel, most of the trou­ble oc­cur­ring, nat­u­ral­ly, on the turn­pike men­tioned, be­tween de­tach­ments of cav­al­ry. Some­times the in­fantry and ar­tillery took a hand in the game by way of show­ing their good­will.

			One night a squadron of Fed­er­al horse com­mand­ed by Ma­jor Sei­del, a gal­lant and skill­ful of­fi­cer, moved out from Readyville on an un­com­mon­ly haz­ardous en­ter­prise re­quir­ing se­cre­cy, cau­tion and si­lence.

			Pass­ing the in­fantry pick­ets, the de­tach­ment soon af­ter­ward ap­proached two cav­al­ry videttes star­ing hard in­to the dark­ness ahead. There should have been three.

			“Where is your oth­er man?” said the ma­jor. “I or­dered Dun­ning to be here tonight.”

			“He rode for­ward, sir,” the man replied. “There was a lit­tle fir­ing af­ter­ward, but it was a long way to the front.”

			“It was against or­ders and against sense for Dun­ning to do that,” said the of­fi­cer, ob­vi­ous­ly vexed. “Why did he ride for­ward?”

			“Don’t know, sir; he seemed mighty rest­less. Guess he was skeered.”

			When this re­mark­able rea­son­er and his com­pan­ion had been ab­sorbed in­to the ex­pe­di­tionary force, it re­sumed its ad­vance. Con­ver­sa­tion was for­bid­den; arms and ac­cou­ter­ments were de­nied the right to rat­tle. The hors­es’ tramp­ing was all that could be heard and the move­ment was slow in or­der to have as lit­tle as pos­si­ble of that. It was af­ter mid­night and pret­ty dark, al­though there was a bit of moon some­where be­hind the mass­es of cloud.

			Two or three miles along, the head of the col­umn ap­proached a dense for­est of cedars bor­der­ing the road on both sides. The ma­jor com­mand­ed a halt by mere­ly halt­ing, and, ev­i­dent­ly him­self a bit “skeered,” rode on alone to re­con­noi­ter. He was fol­lowed, how­ev­er, by his ad­ju­tant and three troop­ers, who re­mained a lit­tle dis­tance be­hind and, un­seen by him, saw all that oc­curred.

			Af­ter rid­ing about a hun­dred yards to­ward the for­est, the ma­jor sud­den­ly and sharply reined in his horse and sat mo­tion­less in the sad­dle. Near the side of the road, in a lit­tle open space and hard­ly ten paces away, stood the fig­ure of a man, dim­ly vis­i­ble and as mo­tion­less as he. The ma­jor’s first feel­ing was that of sat­is­fac­tion in hav­ing left his cav­al­cade be­hind; if this were an en­e­my and should es­cape he would have lit­tle to re­port. The ex­pe­di­tion was as yet un­de­tect­ed.

			Some dark ob­ject was dim­ly dis­cernible at the man’s feet; the of­fi­cer could not make it out. With the in­stinct of the true cav­al­ry­man and a par­tic­u­lar in­dis­po­si­tion to the dis­charge of firearms, he drew his saber. The man on foot made no move­ment in an­swer to the chal­lenge. The sit­u­a­tion was tense and a bit dra­mat­ic. Sud­den­ly the moon burst through a rift in the clouds and, him­self in the shad­ow of a group of great oaks, the horse­man saw the foot­man clear­ly, in a patch of white light. It was Troop­er Dun­ning, un­armed and bare­head­ed. The ob­ject at his feet re­solved it­self in­to a dead horse, and at a right an­gle across the an­i­mal’s neck lay a dead man, face up­ward in the moon­light.

			“Dun­ning has had the fight of his life,” thought the ma­jor, and was about to ride for­ward. Dun­ning raised his hand, mo­tion­ing him back with a ges­ture of warn­ing; then, low­er­ing the arm, he point­ed to the place where the road lost it­self in the black­ness of the cedar for­est.

			The ma­jor un­der­stood, and turn­ing his horse rode back to the lit­tle group that had fol­lowed him and was al­ready mov­ing to the rear in fear of his dis­plea­sure, and so re­turned to the head of his com­mand.

			“Dun­ning is just ahead there,” he said to the cap­tain of his lead­ing com­pa­ny. “He has killed his man and will have some­thing to re­port.”

			Right pa­tient­ly they wait­ed, sabers drawn, but Dun­ning did not come. In an hour the day broke and the whole force moved cau­tious­ly for­ward, its com­man­der not al­to­geth­er sat­is­fied with his faith in Pri­vate Dun­ning. The ex­pe­di­tion had failed, but some­thing re­mained to be done.

			In the lit­tle open space off the road they found the fall­en horse. At a right an­gle across the an­i­mal’s neck face up­ward, a bul­let in the brain, lay the body of Troop­er Dun­ning, stiff as a stat­ue, hours dead.

			Ex­am­i­na­tion dis­closed abun­dant ev­i­dence that with­in a half-hour the cedar for­est had been oc­cu­pied by a strong force of Con­fed­er­ate in­fantry—an am­bus­cade.

		
	
		
			Two Military Executions

			In the spring of the year 1862 Gen­er­al Buell’s big army lay in camp, lick­ing it­self in­to shape for the cam­paign which re­sult­ed in the vic­to­ry at Shiloh. It was a raw, un­trained army, al­though some of its frac­tions had seen hard enough ser­vice, with a good deal of fight­ing, in the moun­tains of West­ern Vir­ginia, and in Ken­tucky. The war was young and sol­dier­ing a new in­dus­try, im­per­fect­ly un­der­stood by the young Amer­i­can of the pe­ri­od, who found some fea­tures of it not al­to­geth­er to his lik­ing. Chief among these was that es­sen­tial part of dis­ci­pline, sub­or­di­na­tion. To one im­bued from in­fan­cy with the fas­ci­nat­ing fal­la­cy that all men are born equal, un­ques­tion­ing sub­mis­sion to au­thor­i­ty is not eas­i­ly mas­tered, and the Amer­i­can vol­un­teer sol­dier in his “green and sal­ad days” is among the worst known. That is how it hap­pened that one of Buell’s men, Pri­vate Ben­nett Sto­ry Greene, com­mit­ted the in­dis­cre­tion of strik­ing his of­fi­cer. Lat­er in the war he would not have done that; like Sir An­drew Aguecheek, he would have “seen him damned” first. But time for ref­or­ma­tion of his mil­i­tary man­ners was de­nied him: he was prompt­ly ar­rest­ed on com­plaint of the of­fi­cer, tried by court-mar­tial and sen­tenced to be shot.

			“You might have thrashed me and let it go at that,” said the con­demned man to the com­plain­ing wit­ness; “that is what you used to do at school, when you were plain Will Dud­ley and I was as good as you. No­body saw me strike you; dis­ci­pline would not have suf­fered much.”

			“Ben Greene, I guess you are right about that,” said the lieu­tenant. “Will you for­give me? That is what I came to see you about.”

			There was no re­ply, and an of­fi­cer putting his head in at the door of the guard-tent where the con­ver­sa­tion had oc­curred, ex­plained that the time al­lowed for the in­ter­view had ex­pired. The next morn­ing, when in the pres­ence of the whole brigade Pri­vate Greene was shot to death by a squad of his com­rades, Lieu­tenant Dud­ley turned his back up­on the sor­ry per­for­mance and mut­tered a prayer for mer­cy, in which him­self was in­clud­ed.

			A few weeks af­ter­ward, as Buell’s lead­ing di­vi­sion was be­ing fer­ried over the Ten­nes­see Riv­er to as­sist in suc­cor­ing Grant’s beat­en army, night was com­ing on, black and stormy. Through the wreck of bat­tle the di­vi­sion moved, inch by inch, in the di­rec­tion of the en­e­my, who had with­drawn a lit­tle to re­form his lines. But for the light­ning the dark­ness was ab­so­lute. Nev­er for a mo­ment did it cease, and ev­er when the thun­der did not crack and roar were heard the moans of the wound­ed among whom the men felt their way with their feet, and up­on whom they stum­bled in the gloom. The dead were there, too—there were dead aplen­ty.

			In the first faint gray of the morn­ing, when the swarm­ing ad­vance had paused to re­sume some­thing of def­i­ni­tion as a line of bat­tle, and skir­mish­ers had been thrown for­ward, word was passed along to call the roll. The first sergeant of Lieu­tenant Dud­ley’s com­pa­ny stepped to the front and be­gan to name the men in al­pha­bet­i­cal or­der. He had no writ­ten roll, but a good mem­o­ry. The men an­swered to their names as he ran down the al­pha­bet to G.

			“Gorham.”

			“Here!”

			“Gray­rock.”

			“Here!”

			The sergeant’s good mem­o­ry was af­fect­ed by habit:

			“Greene.”

			“Here!”

			The re­sponse was clear, dis­tinct, un­mis­tak­able!

			A sud­den move­ment, an ag­i­ta­tion of the en­tire com­pa­ny front, as from an elec­tric shock, at­test­ed the star­tling char­ac­ter of the in­ci­dent. The sergeant paled and paused. The cap­tain strode quick­ly to his side and said sharply:

			“Call that name again.”

			Ap­par­ent­ly the So­ci­ety for Psy­chi­cal Re­search is not first in the field of cu­rios­i­ty con­cern­ing the Un­known.

			“Ben­nett Greene.”

			“Here!”

			All faces turned in the di­rec­tion of the fa­mil­iar voice; the two men be­tween whom in the or­der of stature Greene had com­mon­ly stood in line turned and square­ly con­front­ed each oth­er.

			“Once more,” com­mand­ed the in­ex­orable in­ves­ti­ga­tor, and once more came—a tri­fle tremu­lous­ly—the name of the dead man:

			“Ben­nett Sto­ry Greene.”

			“Here!”

			At that in­stant a sin­gle ri­fle-shot was heard, away to the front, be­yond the skir­mish-line, fol­lowed, al­most at­tend­ed, by the sav­age hiss of an ap­proach­ing bul­let which pass­ing through the line, struck au­di­bly, punc­tu­at­ing as with a full stop the cap­tain’s ex­cla­ma­tion, “What the dev­il does it mean?”

			Lieu­tenant Dud­ley pushed through the ranks from his place in the rear.

			“It means this,” he said, throw­ing open his coat and dis­play­ing a vis­i­bly broad­en­ing stain of crim­son on his breast. His knees gave way; he fell awk­ward­ly and lay dead.

			A lit­tle lat­er the reg­i­ment was or­dered out of line to re­lieve the con­gest­ed front, and through some mis­play in the game of bat­tle was not again un­der fire. Nor did Ben­nett Greene, ex­pert in mil­i­tary ex­e­cu­tions, ev­er again sig­ni­fy his pres­ence at one.

		
	
		
			Some Haunted Houses

		
	
		
			The Isle of Pines

			For many years there lived near the town of Gal­lipo­lis, Ohio, an old man named Her­man Deluse. Very lit­tle was known of his his­to­ry, for he would nei­ther speak of it him­self nor suf­fer oth­ers. It was a com­mon be­lief among his neigh­bors that he had been a pi­rate—if up­on any bet­ter ev­i­dence than his col­lec­tion of board­ing pikes, cut­lass­es, and an­cient flint­lock pis­tols, no one knew. He lived en­tire­ly alone in a small house of four rooms, fall­ing rapid­ly in­to de­cay and nev­er re­paired fur­ther than was re­quired by the weath­er. It stood on a slight el­e­va­tion in the midst of a large, stony field over­grown with bram­bles, and cul­ti­vat­ed in patch­es and on­ly in the most prim­i­tive way. It was his on­ly vis­i­ble prop­er­ty, but could hard­ly have yield­ed him a liv­ing, sim­ple and few as were his wants. He seemed al­ways to have ready mon­ey, and paid cash for all his pur­chas­es at the vil­lage stores round­about, sel­dom buy­ing more than two or three times at the same place un­til af­ter the lapse of a con­sid­er­able time. He got no com­men­da­tion, how­ev­er, for this eq­ui­table dis­tri­bu­tion of his pa­tron­age; peo­ple were dis­posed to re­gard it as an in­ef­fec­tu­al at­tempt to con­ceal his pos­ses­sion of so much mon­ey. That he had great hoards of ill-got­ten gold buried some­where about his tum­ble-down dwelling was not rea­son­ably to be doubt­ed by any hon­est soul con­ver­sant with the facts of lo­cal tra­di­tion and gift­ed with a sense of the fit­ness of things.

			On the 9th of No­vem­ber, 1867, the old man died; at least his dead body was dis­cov­ered on the 10th, and physi­cians tes­ti­fied that death had oc­curred about twen­ty-four hours pre­vi­ous­ly—pre­cise­ly how, they were un­able to say; for the post­mortem ex­am­i­na­tion showed ev­ery or­gan to be ab­so­lute­ly healthy, with no in­di­ca­tion of dis­or­der or vi­o­lence. Ac­cord­ing to them, death must have tak­en place about noon­day, yet the body was found in bed. The ver­dict of the coro­ner’s ju­ry was that he “came to his death by a vis­i­ta­tion of God.” The body was buried and the pub­lic ad­min­is­tra­tor took charge of the es­tate.

			A rig­or­ous search dis­closed noth­ing more than was al­ready known about the dead man, and much pa­tient ex­ca­va­tion here and there about the premis­es by thought­ful and thrifty neigh­bors went un­re­ward­ed. The ad­min­is­tra­tor locked up the house against the time when the prop­er­ty, re­al and per­son­al, should be sold by law with a view to de­fray­ing, part­ly, the ex­pens­es of the sale.

			The night of No­vem­ber 20 was bois­ter­ous. A fu­ri­ous gale stormed across the coun­try, scourg­ing it with des­o­lat­ing drifts of sleet. Great trees were torn from the earth and hurled across the roads. So wild a night had nev­er been known in all that re­gion, but to­ward morn­ing the storm had blown it­self out of breath and day dawned bright and clear. At about eight o’clock that morn­ing the Rev. Hen­ry Gal­braith, a well-known and high­ly es­teemed Luther­an min­is­ter, ar­rived on foot at his house, a mile and a half from the Deluse place. Mr. Gal­braith had been for a month in Cincin­nati . He had come up the riv­er in a steam­boat, and land­ing at Gal­lipo­lis the pre­vi­ous evening had im­me­di­ate­ly ob­tained a horse and bug­gy and set out for home. The vi­o­lence of the storm had de­layed him over night, and in the morn­ing the fall­en trees had com­pelled him to aban­don his con­veyance and con­tin­ue his jour­ney afoot.

			“But where did you pass the night?” in­quired his wife, af­ter he had briefly re­lat­ed his ad­ven­ture.

			“With old Deluse at the ‘Isle of Pines,’ ”2 was the laugh­ing re­ply; “and a glum enough time I had of it. He made no ob­jec­tion to my re­main­ing, but not a word could I get out of him.”

			For­tu­nate­ly for the in­ter­ests of truth there was present at this con­ver­sa­tion Mr. Robert Mose­ly Maren, a lawyer and lit­téra­teur of Colum­bus, the same who wrote the de­light­ful “Mel­lowcraft Pa­pers.” Not­ing, but ap­par­ent­ly not shar­ing, the as­ton­ish­ment caused by Mr. Gal­braith’s an­swer this ready-wit­ted per­son checked by a ges­ture the ex­cla­ma­tions that would nat­u­ral­ly have fol­lowed, and tran­quil­ly in­quired: “How came you to go in there?”

			This is Mr. Maren’s ver­sion of Mr. Gal­braith’s re­ply:

			“I saw a light mov­ing about the house, and be­ing near­ly blind­ed by the sleet, and half frozen be­sides, drove in at the gate and put up my horse in the old rail sta­ble, where it is now. I then rapped at the door, and get­ting no in­vi­ta­tion went in with­out one. The room was dark, but hav­ing match­es I found a can­dle and lit it. I tried to en­ter the ad­join­ing room, but the door was fast, and al­though I heard the old man’s heavy foot­steps in there he made no re­sponse to my calls. There was no fire on the hearth, so I made one and lay­ing [sic] down be­fore it with my over­coat un­der my head, pre­pared my­self for sleep. Pret­ty soon the door that I had tried silent­ly opened and the old man came in, car­ry­ing a can­dle. I spoke to him pleas­ant­ly, apol­o­giz­ing for my in­tru­sion, but he took no no­tice of me. He seemed to be search­ing for some­thing, though his eyes were un­moved in their sock­ets. I won­der if he ev­er walks in his sleep. He took a cir­cuit a part of the way round the room, and went out the same way he had come in. Twice more be­fore I slept he came back in­to the room, act­ing pre­cise­ly the same way, and de­part­ing as at first. In the in­ter­vals I heard him tramp­ing all over the house, his foot­steps dis­tinct­ly au­di­ble in the paus­es of the storm. When I woke in the morn­ing he had al­ready gone out.”

			Mr. Maren at­tempt­ed some fur­ther ques­tion­ing, but was un­able longer to re­strain the fam­i­ly’s tongues; the sto­ry of Deluse’s death and buri­al came out, great­ly to the good min­is­ter’s as­ton­ish­ment.

			“The ex­pla­na­tion of your ad­ven­ture is very sim­ple,” said Mr. Maren. “I don’t be­lieve old Deluse walks in his sleep—not in his present one; but you ev­i­dent­ly dream in yours.”

			And to this view of the mat­ter Mr. Gal­braith was com­pelled re­luc­tant­ly to as­sent.

			Nev­er­the­less, a late hour of the next night found these two gen­tle­men, ac­com­pa­nied by a son of the min­is­ter, in the road in front of the old Deluse house. There was a light in­side; it ap­peared now at one win­dow and now at an­oth­er. The three men ad­vanced to the door. Just as they reached it there came from the in­te­ri­or a con­fu­sion of the most ap­palling sounds—the clash of weapons, steel against steel, sharp ex­plo­sions as of firearms, shrieks of wom­en, groans and the curs­es of men in com­bat! The in­ves­ti­ga­tors stood a mo­ment, ir­res­o­lute, fright­ened. Then Mr. Gal­braith tried the door. It was fast. But the min­is­ter was a man of courage, a man, more­over, of Her­culean strength. He re­tired a pace or two and rushed against the door, strik­ing it with his right shoul­der and burst­ing it from the frame with a loud crash. In a mo­ment the three were in­side. Dark­ness and si­lence! The on­ly sound was the beat­ing of their hearts.

			Mr. Maren had pro­vid­ed him­self with match­es and a can­dle. With some dif­fi­cul­ty, be­got­ten of his ex­cite­ment, he made a light, and they pro­ceed­ed to ex­plore the place, pass­ing from room to room. Ev­ery­thing was in or­der­ly ar­range­ment, as it had been left by the sher­iff; noth­ing had been dis­turbed. A light coat­ing of dust was ev­ery­where. A back door was part­ly open, as if by ne­glect, and their first thought was that the au­thors of the aw­ful rev­el­ry might have es­caped. The door was opened, and the light of the can­dle shone through up­on the ground. The ex­pir­ing ef­fort of the pre­vi­ous night’s storm had been a light fall of snow; there were no foot­prints; the white sur­face was un­bro­ken. They closed the door and en­tered the last room of the four that the house con­tained—that far­thest from the road, in an an­gle of the build­ing. Here the can­dle in Mr. Maren’s hand was sud­den­ly ex­tin­guished as by a draught of air. Al­most im­me­di­ate­ly fol­lowed the sound of a heavy fall. When the can­dle had been hasti­ly re­light­ed young Mr. Gal­braith was seen pros­trate on the floor at a lit­tle dis­tance from the oth­ers. He was dead. In one hand the body grasped a heavy sack of coins, which lat­er ex­am­i­na­tion showed to be all of old Span­ish mintage. Di­rect­ly over the body as it lay, a board had been torn from its fas­ten­ings in the wall, and from the cav­i­ty so dis­closed it was ev­i­dent that the bag had been tak­en.

			An­oth­er in­quest was held: an­oth­er post­mortem ex­am­i­na­tion failed to re­veal a prob­a­ble cause of death. An­oth­er ver­dict of “the vis­i­ta­tion of God” left all at lib­er­ty to form their own con­clu­sions. Mr. Maren con­tend­ed that the young man died of ex­cite­ment.

		
	
		
			A Fruitless Assignment

			Hen­ry Say­lor, who was killed in Cov­ing­ton, in a quar­rel with An­to­nio Finch, was a re­porter on the Cincin­nati Com­mer­cial. In the year 1859 a va­cant dwelling in Vine street, in Cincin­nati, be­came the cen­ter of a lo­cal ex­cite­ment be­cause of the strange sights and sounds said to be ob­served in it night­ly. Ac­cord­ing to the tes­ti­mo­ny of many rep­utable res­i­dents of the vicin­i­ty these were in­con­sis­tent with any oth­er hy­poth­e­sis than that the house was haunt­ed. Fig­ures with some­thing sin­gu­lar­ly un­fa­mil­iar about them were seen by crowds on the side­walk to pass in and out. No one could say just where they ap­peared up­on the open lawn on their way to the front door by which they en­tered, nor at ex­act­ly what point they van­ished as they came out; or, rather, while each spec­ta­tor was pos­i­tive enough about these mat­ters, no two agreed. They were all sim­i­lar­ly at vari­ance in their de­scrip­tions of the fig­ures them­selves. Some of the bold­er of the cu­ri­ous throng ven­tured on sev­er­al evenings to stand up­on the doorsteps to in­ter­cept them, or fail­ing in this, get a near­er look at them. These coura­geous men, it was said, were un­able to force the door by their unit­ed strength, and al­ways were hurled from the steps by some in­vis­i­ble agen­cy and se­vere­ly in­jured; the door im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter­ward open­ing, ap­par­ent­ly of its own vo­li­tion, to ad­mit or free some ghost­ly guest. The dwelling was known as the Roscoe house, a fam­i­ly of that name hav­ing lived there for some years, and then, one by one, dis­ap­peared, the last to leave be­ing an old wom­an. Sto­ries of foul play and suc­ces­sive mur­ders had al­ways been rife, but nev­er were au­then­ti­cat­ed.

			One day dur­ing the preva­lence of the ex­cite­ment Say­lor pre­sent­ed him­self at the of­fice of the Com­mer­cial for or­ders. He re­ceived a note from the city ed­i­tor which read as fol­lows: “Go and pass the night alone in the haunt­ed house in Vine street and if any­thing oc­curs worth while make two col­umns.” Say­lor obeyed his su­pe­ri­or; he could not af­ford to lose his po­si­tion on the pa­per.

			Ap­pris­ing the po­lice of his in­ten­tion, he ef­fect­ed an en­trance through a rear win­dow be­fore dark, walked through the de­sert­ed rooms, bare of fur­ni­ture, dusty and des­o­late, and seat­ing him­self at last in the par­lor on an old so­fa which he had dragged in from an­oth­er room watched the deep­en­ing of the gloom as night came on. Be­fore it was al­to­geth­er dark the cu­ri­ous crowd had col­lect­ed in the street, silent, as a rule, and ex­pec­tant, with here and there a scoffer ut­ter­ing his in­creduli­ty and courage with scorn­ful re­marks or rib­ald cries. None knew of the anx­ious watch­er in­side. He feared to make a light; the un­cur­tained win­dows would have be­trayed his pres­ence, sub­ject­ing him to in­sult, pos­si­bly to in­jury. More­over, he was too con­sci­en­tious to do any­thing to en­fee­ble his im­pres­sions and un­will­ing to al­ter any of the cus­tom­ary con­di­tions un­der which the man­i­fes­ta­tions were said to oc­cur.

			It was now dark out­side, but light from the street faint­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed the part of the room that he was in. He had set open ev­ery door in the whole in­te­ri­or, above and be­low, but all the out­er ones were locked and bolt­ed. Sud­den ex­cla­ma­tions from the crowd caused him to spring to the win­dow and look out. He saw the fig­ure of a man mov­ing rapid­ly across the lawn to­ward the build­ing—saw it as­cend the steps; then a pro­jec­tion of the wall con­cealed it. There was a noise as of the open­ing and clos­ing of the hall door; he heard quick, heavy foot­steps along the pas­sage—heard them as­cend the stairs—heard them on the un­car­pet­ed floor of the cham­ber im­me­di­ate­ly over­head.

			Say­lor prompt­ly drew his pis­tol, and grop­ing his way up the stairs en­tered the cham­ber, dim­ly light­ed from the street. No one was there. He heard foot­steps in an ad­join­ing room and en­tered that. It was dark and silent. He struck his foot against some ob­ject on the floor, knelt by it, passed his hand over it. It was a hu­man head—that of a wom­an. Lift­ing it by the hair this iron-nerved man re­turned to the half-light­ed room be­low, car­ried it near the win­dow and at­ten­tive­ly ex­am­ined it. While so en­gaged he was half con­scious of the rapid open­ing and clos­ing of the out­er door, of foot­falls sound­ing all about him. He raised his eyes from the ghast­ly ob­ject of his at­ten­tion and saw him­self the cen­ter of a crowd of men and wom­en dim­ly seen; the room was thronged with them. He thought the peo­ple had bro­ken in.

			“Ladies and gen­tle­men,” he said, cool­ly, “you see me un­der sus­pi­cious cir­cum­stances, but”—his voice was drowned in peals of laugh­ter—such laugh­ter as is heard in asy­lums for the in­sane. The per­sons about him point­ed at the ob­ject in his hand and their mer­ri­ment in­creased as he dropped it and it went rolling among their feet. They danced about it with ges­tures grotesque and at­ti­tudes ob­scene and in­de­scrib­able. They struck it with their feet, urg­ing it about the room from wall to wall; pushed and over­threw one an­oth­er in their strug­gles to kick it; cursed and screamed and sang snatch­es of rib­ald songs as the bat­tered head bound­ed about the room as if in ter­ror and try­ing to es­cape. At last it shot out of the door in­to the hall, fol­lowed by all, with tu­mul­tuous haste. That mo­ment the door closed with a sharp con­cus­sion. Say­lor was alone, in dead si­lence.

			Care­ful­ly putting away his pis­tol, which all the time he had held in his hand, he went to a win­dow and looked out. The street was de­sert­ed and silent; the lamps were ex­tin­guished; the roofs and chim­neys of the hous­es were sharply out­lined against the dawn-light in the east. He left the house, the door yield­ing eas­i­ly to his hand, and walked to the Com­mer­cial of­fice. The city ed­i­tor was still in his of­fice—asleep. Say­lor waked him and said: “I have been at the haunt­ed house.”

			The ed­i­tor stared blankly as if not whol­ly awake. “Good God!” he cried, “are you Say­lor?”

			“Yes—why not?” The ed­i­tor made no an­swer, but con­tin­ued star­ing.

			“I passed the night there—it seems,” said Say­lor.

			“They say that things were un­com­mon­ly qui­et out there,” the ed­i­tor said, tri­fling with a pa­per­weight up­on which he had dropped his eyes, “did any­thing oc­cur?”

			“Noth­ing what­ev­er.”

		
	
		
			A Vine on a House

			About three miles from the lit­tle town of Nor­ton, in Mis­souri, on the road lead­ing to Maysville, stands an old house that was last oc­cu­pied by a fam­i­ly named Hard­ing. Since 1886 no one has lived in it, nor is any­one like­ly to live in it again. Time and the dis­fa­vor of per­sons dwelling there­about are con­vert­ing it in­to a rather pic­turesque ru­in. An ob­serv­er un­ac­quaint­ed with its his­to­ry would hard­ly put it in­to the cat­e­go­ry of “haunt­ed hous­es,” yet in all the re­gion round such is its evil rep­u­ta­tion. Its win­dows are with­out glass, its door­ways with­out doors; there are wide breach­es in the shin­gle roof, and for lack of paint the weath­er­board­ing is a dun gray. But these un­fail­ing signs of the su­per­nat­u­ral are part­ly con­cealed and great­ly soft­ened by the abun­dant fo­liage of a large vine over­run­ning the en­tire struc­ture. This vine—of a species which no botanist has ev­er been able to name—has an im­por­tant part in the sto­ry of the house.

			The Hard­ing fam­i­ly con­sist­ed of Robert Hard­ing, his wife Matil­da, Miss Ju­lia Went, who was her sis­ter, and two young chil­dren. Robert Hard­ing was a silent, cold-man­nered man who made no friends in the neigh­bor­hood and ap­par­ent­ly cared to make none. He was about forty years old, fru­gal and in­dus­tri­ous, and made a liv­ing from the lit­tle farm which is now over­grown with brush and bram­bles. He and his sis­ter-in-law were rather tabooed by their neigh­bors, who seemed to think that they were seen too fre­quent­ly to­geth­er—not en­tire­ly their fault, for at these times they ev­i­dent­ly did not chal­lenge ob­ser­va­tion. The moral code of ru­ral Mis­souri is stern and ex­act­ing.

			Mrs. Hard­ing was a gen­tle, sad-eyed wom­an, lack­ing a left foot.

			At some time in 1884 it be­came known that she had gone to vis­it her moth­er in Iowa. That was what her hus­band said in re­ply to in­quiries, and his man­ner of say­ing it did not en­cour­age fur­ther ques­tion­ing. She nev­er came back, and two years lat­er, with­out sell­ing his farm or any­thing that was his, or ap­point­ing an agent to look af­ter his in­ter­ests, or re­mov­ing his house­hold goods, Hard­ing, with the rest of the fam­i­ly, left the coun­try. No­body knew whith­er he went; no­body at that time cared. Nat­u­ral­ly, what­ev­er was mov­able about the place soon dis­ap­peared and the de­sert­ed house be­came “haunt­ed” in the man­ner of its kind.

			One sum­mer evening, four or five years lat­er, the Rev. J. Gru­ber, of Nor­ton, and a Maysville at­tor­ney named Hy­att met on horse­back in front of the Hard­ing place. Hav­ing busi­ness mat­ters to dis­cuss, they hitched their an­i­mals and go­ing to the house sat on the porch to talk. Some hu­mor­ous ref­er­ence to the somber rep­u­ta­tion of the place was made and for­got­ten as soon as ut­tered, and they talked of their busi­ness af­fairs un­til it grew al­most dark. The evening was op­pres­sive­ly warm, the air stag­nant.

			Present­ly both men start­ed from their seats in sur­prise: a long vine that cov­ered half the front of the house and dan­gled its branch­es from the edge of the porch above them was vis­i­bly and au­di­bly ag­i­tat­ed, shak­ing vi­o­lent­ly in ev­ery stem and leaf.

			“We shall have a storm,” Hy­att ex­claimed.

			Gru­ber said noth­ing, but silent­ly di­rect­ed the oth­er’s at­ten­tion to the fo­liage of ad­ja­cent trees, which showed no move­ment; even the del­i­cate tips of the boughs sil­hou­et­ted against the clear sky were mo­tion­less. They hasti­ly passed down the steps to what had been a lawn and looked up­ward at the vine, whose en­tire length was now vis­i­ble. It con­tin­ued in vi­o­lent ag­i­ta­tion, yet they could dis­cern no dis­turb­ing cause.

			“Let us leave,” said the min­is­ter.

			And leave they did. For­get­ting that they had been trav­el­ing in op­po­site di­rec­tions, they rode away to­geth­er. They went to Nor­ton, where they re­lat­ed their strange ex­pe­ri­ence to sev­er­al dis­creet friends. The next evening, at about the same hour, ac­com­pa­nied by two oth­ers whose names are not re­called, they were again on the porch of the Hard­ing house, and again the mys­te­ri­ous phe­nom­e­non oc­curred: the vine was vi­o­lent­ly ag­i­tat­ed while un­der the clos­est scru­ti­ny from root to tip, nor did their com­bined strength ap­plied to the trunk serve to still it. Af­ter an hour’s ob­ser­va­tion they re­treat­ed, no less wise, it is thought, than when they had come.

			No great time was re­quired for these sin­gu­lar facts to rouse the cu­rios­i­ty of the en­tire neigh­bor­hood. By day and by night crowds of per­sons as­sem­bled at the Hard­ing house “seek­ing a sign.” It does not ap­pear that any found it, yet so cred­i­ble were the wit­ness­es men­tioned that none doubt­ed the re­al­i­ty of the “man­i­fes­ta­tions” to which they tes­ti­fied.

			By ei­ther a hap­py in­spi­ra­tion or some de­struc­tive de­sign, it was one day pro­posed—no­body ap­peared to know from whom the sug­ges­tion came—to dig up the vine, and af­ter a good deal of de­bate this was done. Noth­ing was found but the root, yet noth­ing could have been more strange!

			For five or six feet from the trunk, which had at the sur­face of the ground a di­am­e­ter of sev­er­al inch­es, it ran down­ward, sin­gle and straight, in­to a loose, fri­able earth; then it di­vid­ed and sub­di­vid­ed in­to rootlets, fibers and fil­a­ments, most cu­ri­ous­ly in­ter­wo­ven. When care­ful­ly freed from soil they showed a sin­gu­lar for­ma­tion. In their ram­i­fi­ca­tions and dou­blings back up­on them­selves they made a com­pact net­work, hav­ing in size and shape an amaz­ing re­sem­blance to the hu­man fig­ure. Head, trunk and limbs were there; even the fin­gers and toes were dis­tinct­ly de­fined; and many pro­fessed to see in the dis­tri­bu­tion and ar­range­ment of the fibers in the glob­u­lar mass rep­re­sent­ing the head a grotesque sug­ges­tion of a face. The fig­ure was hor­i­zon­tal; the small­er roots had be­gun to unite at the breast.

			In point of re­sem­blance to the hu­man form this im­age was im­per­fect. At about ten inch­es from one of the knees, the cil­ia form­ing that leg had abrupt­ly dou­bled back­ward and in­ward up­on their course of growth. The fig­ure lacked the left foot.

			There was but one in­fer­ence—the ob­vi­ous one; but in the en­su­ing ex­cite­ment as many cour­ses of ac­tion were pro­posed as there were in­ca­pable coun­selors. The mat­ter was set­tled by the sher­iff of the coun­ty, who as the law­ful cus­to­di­an of the aban­doned es­tate or­dered the root re­placed and the ex­ca­va­tion filled with the earth that had been re­moved.

			Lat­er in­quiry brought out on­ly one fact of rel­e­van­cy and sig­nif­i­cance: Mrs. Hard­ing had nev­er vis­it­ed her rel­a­tives in Iowa, nor did they know that she was sup­posed to have done so.

			Of Robert Hard­ing and the rest of his fam­i­ly noth­ing is known. The house re­tains its evil rep­u­ta­tion, but the re­plant­ed vine is as or­der­ly and well-be­haved a veg­etable as a ner­vous per­son could wish to sit un­der of a pleas­ant night, when the katy­dids grate out their im­memo­ri­al rev­e­la­tion and the dis­tant whip­poor­will sig­ni­fies his no­tion of what ought to be done about it.

		
	
		
			At Old Man Eckert’s

			Philip Eck­ert lived for many years in an old, weath­er-stained wood­en house about three miles from the lit­tle town of Mar­i­on, in Ver­mont. There must be quite a num­ber of per­sons liv­ing who re­mem­ber him, not un­kind­ly, I trust, and know some­thing of the sto­ry that I am about to tell.

			“Old Man Eck­ert,” as he was al­ways called, was not of a so­cia­ble dis­po­si­tion and lived alone. As he was nev­er known to speak of his own af­fairs no­body there­about knew any­thing of his past, nor of his rel­a­tives if he had any. With­out be­ing par­tic­u­lar­ly un­gra­cious or re­pel­lent in man­ner or speech, he man­aged some­how to be im­mune to im­per­ti­nent cu­rios­i­ty, yet ex­empt from the evil re­pute with which it com­mon­ly re­venges it­self when baf­fled; so far as I know, Mr. Eck­ert’s renown as a re­formed as­sas­sin or a re­tired pi­rate of the Span­ish Main had not reached any ear in Mar­i­on. He got his liv­ing cul­ti­vat­ing a small and not very fer­tile farm.

			One day he dis­ap­peared and a pro­longed search by his neigh­bors failed to turn him up or throw any light up­on his where­abouts or whyabouts. Noth­ing in­di­cat­ed prepa­ra­tion to leave: all was as he might have left it to go to the spring for a buck­et of wa­ter. For a few weeks lit­tle else was talked of in that re­gion; then “old man Eck­ert” be­came a vil­lage tale for the ear of the stranger. I do not know what was done re­gard­ing his prop­er­ty—the cor­rect le­gal thing, doubt­less. The house was stand­ing, still va­cant and con­spic­u­ous­ly un­fit, when I last heard of it, some twen­ty years af­ter­ward.

			Of course it came to be con­sid­ered “haunt­ed,” and the cus­tom­ary tales were told of mov­ing lights, do­lor­ous sounds and star­tling ap­pari­tions. At one time, about five years af­ter the dis­ap­pear­ance, these sto­ries of the su­per­nat­u­ral be­came so rife, or through some at­test­ing cir­cum­stances seemed so im­por­tant, that some of Mar­i­on’s most se­ri­ous cit­i­zens deemed it well to in­ves­ti­gate, and to that end ar­ranged for a night ses­sion on the premis­es. The par­ties to this un­der­tak­ing were John Hol­comb, an apothe­cary; Wil­son Mer­le, a lawyer, and An­drus C. Palmer, the teach­er of the pub­lic school, all men of con­se­quence and re­pute. They were to meet at Hol­comb’s house at eight o’clock in the evening of the ap­point­ed day and go to­geth­er to the scene of their vig­il, where cer­tain ar­range­ments for their com­fort, a pro­vi­sion of fu­el and the like, for the sea­son was win­ter, had been al­ready made.

			Palmer did not keep the en­gage­ment, and af­ter wait­ing a half-hour for him the oth­ers went to the Eck­ert house with­out him. They es­tab­lished them­selves in the prin­ci­pal room, be­fore a glow­ing fire, and with­out oth­er light than it gave, await­ed events. It had been agreed to speak as lit­tle as pos­si­ble: they did not even re­new the ex­change of views re­gard­ing the de­fec­tion of Palmer, which had oc­cu­pied their minds on the way.

			Prob­a­bly an hour had passed with­out in­ci­dent when they heard (not with­out emo­tion, doubt­less) the sound of an open­ing door in the rear of the house, fol­lowed by foot­falls in the room ad­join­ing that in which they sat. The watch­ers rose to their feet, but stood firm, pre­pared for what­ev­er might en­sue. A long si­lence fol­lowed—how long nei­ther would af­ter­ward un­der­take to say. Then the door be­tween the two rooms opened and a man en­tered.

			It was Palmer. He was pale, as if from ex­cite­ment—as pale as the oth­ers felt them­selves to be. His man­ner, too, was sin­gu­lar­ly dis­trait: he nei­ther re­spond­ed to their salu­ta­tions nor so much as looked at them, but walked slow­ly across the room in the light of the fail­ing fire and open­ing the front door passed out in­to the dark­ness.

			It seems to have been the first thought of both men that Palmer was suf­fer­ing from fright—that some­thing seen, heard or imag­ined in the back room had de­prived him of his sens­es. Act­ing on the same friend­ly im­pulse both ran af­ter him through the open door. But nei­ther they nor any­one ev­er again saw or heard of An­drus Palmer!

			This much was as­cer­tained the next morn­ing. Dur­ing the ses­sion of Messrs. Hol­comb and Mer­le at the “haunt­ed house” a new snow had fall­en to a depth of sev­er­al inch­es up­on the old. In this snow Palmer’s trail from his lodg­ing in the vil­lage to the back door of the Eck­ert house was con­spic­u­ous. But there it end­ed: from the front door noth­ing led away but the tracks of the two men who swore that he pre­ced­ed them. Palmer’s dis­ap­pear­ance was as com­plete as that of “old man Eck­ert” him­self—whom, in­deed, the ed­i­tor of the lo­cal pa­per some­what graph­i­cal­ly ac­cused of hav­ing “reached out and pulled him in.”

		
	
		
			The Spook House

			On the road lead­ing north from Man­ches­ter, in east­ern Ken­tucky, to Booneville, twen­ty miles away, stood, in 1862, a wood­en plan­ta­tion house of a some­what bet­ter qual­i­ty than most of the dwellings in that re­gion. The house was de­stroyed by fire in the year fol­low­ing—prob­a­bly by some strag­glers from the re­treat­ing col­umn of Gen­er­al George W. Mor­gan, when he was driv­en from Cum­ber­land Gap to the Ohio riv­er by Gen­er­al Kir­by Smith. At the time of its de­struc­tion, it had for four or five years been va­cant. The fields about it were over­grown with bram­bles, the fences gone, even the few ne­gro quar­ters, and out­hous­es gen­er­al­ly, fall­en part­ly in­to ru­in by ne­glect and pil­lage; for the ne­groes and poor whites of the vicin­i­ty found in the build­ing and fences an abun­dant sup­ply of fu­el, of which they availed them­selves with­out hes­i­ta­tion, open­ly and by day­light. By day­light alone; af­ter night­fall no hu­man be­ing ex­cept pass­ing strangers ev­er went near the place.

			It was known as the “Spook House.” That it was ten­ant­ed by evil spir­its, vis­i­ble, au­di­ble and ac­tive, no one in all that re­gion doubt­ed any more than he doubt­ed what he was told of Sun­days by the trav­el­ing preach­er. Its own­er’s opin­ion of the mat­ter was un­known; he and his fam­i­ly had dis­ap­peared one night and no trace of them had ev­er been found. They left ev­ery­thing—house­hold goods, cloth­ing, pro­vi­sions, the hors­es in the sta­ble, the cows in the field, the ne­groes in the quar­ters—all as it stood; noth­ing was miss­ing—ex­cept a man, a wom­an, three girls, a boy and a babe! It was not al­to­geth­er sur­pris­ing that a plan­ta­tion where sev­en hu­man be­ings could be si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly ef­faced and no­body the wis­er should be un­der some sus­pi­cion.

			One night in June, 1859, two cit­i­zens of Frank­fort, Col. J. C. McAr­dle, a lawyer, and Judge My­ron Veigh, of the State Mili­tia, were driv­ing from Booneville to Man­ches­ter . Their busi­ness was so im­por­tant that they de­cid­ed to push on, de­spite the dark­ness and the mut­ter­ings of an ap­proach­ing storm, which even­tu­al­ly broke up­on them just as they ar­rived op­po­site the “Spook House.” The light­ning was so in­ces­sant that they eas­i­ly found their way through the gate­way and in­to a shed, where they hitched and un­har­nessed their team. They then went to the house, through the rain, and knocked at all the doors with­out get­ting any re­sponse. At­tribut­ing this to the con­tin­u­ous up­roar of the thun­der they pushed at one of the doors, which yield­ed. They en­tered with­out fur­ther cer­e­mo­ny and closed the door. That in­stant they were in dark­ness and si­lence. Not a gleam of the light­ning’s un­ceas­ing blaze pen­e­trat­ed the win­dows or crevices; not a whis­per of the aw­ful tu­mult with­out reached them there. It was as if they had sud­den­ly been strick­en blind and deaf, and McAr­dle af­ter­ward said that for a mo­ment he be­lieved him­self to have been killed by a stroke of light­ning as he crossed the thresh­old. The rest of this ad­ven­ture can as well be re­lat­ed in his own words, from the Frank­fort Ad­vo­cate of Au­gust 6, 1876:

			“When I had some­what re­cov­ered from the daz­ing ef­fect of the tran­si­tion from up­roar to si­lence, my first im­pulse was to re­open the door which I had closed, and from the knob of which I was not con­scious of hav­ing re­moved my hand; I felt it dis­tinct­ly, still in the clasp of my fin­gers. My no­tion was to as­cer­tain by step­ping again in­to the storm whether I had been de­prived of sight and hear­ing. I turned the door­knob and pulled open the door. It led in­to an­oth­er room!

			“This apart­ment was suf­fused with a faint green­ish light, the source of which I could not de­ter­mine, mak­ing ev­ery­thing dis­tinct­ly vis­i­ble, though noth­ing was sharply de­fined. Ev­ery­thing, I say, but in truth the on­ly ob­jects with­in the blank stone walls of that room were hu­man corpses. In num­ber they were per­haps eight or ten—it may well be un­der­stood that I did not tru­ly count them. They were of dif­fer­ent ages, or rather sizes, from in­fan­cy up, and of both sex­es. All were pros­trate on the floor, ex­cept­ing one, ap­par­ent­ly a young wom­an, who sat up, her back sup­port­ed by an an­gle of the wall. A babe was clasped in the arms of an­oth­er and old­er wom­an. A half-grown lad lay face down­ward across the legs of a full-beard­ed man. One or two were near­ly naked, and the hand of a young girl held the frag­ment of a gown which she had torn open at the breast. The bod­ies were in var­i­ous stages of de­cay, all great­ly shrunk­en in face and fig­ure. Some were but lit­tle more than skele­tons.

			“While I stood stu­pe­fied with hor­ror by this ghast­ly spec­ta­cle and still hold­ing open the door, by some un­ac­count­able per­ver­si­ty my at­ten­tion was di­vert­ed from the shock­ing scene and con­cerned it­self with tri­fles and de­tails. Per­haps my mind, with an in­stinct of self-preser­va­tion, sought re­lief in mat­ters which would re­lax its dan­ger­ous ten­sion. Among oth­er things, I ob­served that the door that I was hold­ing open was of heavy iron plates, riv­et­ed. Equidis­tant from one an­oth­er and from the top and bot­tom, three strong bolts pro­trud­ed from the beveled edge. I turned the knob and they were re­tract­ed flush with the edge; re­leased it, and they shot out. It was a spring lock. On the in­side there was no knob, nor any kind of pro­jec­tion—a smooth sur­face of iron.

			“While not­ing these things with an in­ter­est and at­ten­tion which it now as­ton­ish­es me to re­call I felt my­self thrust aside, and Judge Veigh, whom in the in­ten­si­ty and vi­cis­si­tudes of my feel­ings I had al­to­geth­er for­got­ten, pushed by me in­to the room. ‘For God’s sake,’ I cried, ‘do not go in there! Let us get out of this dread­ful place!’

			“He gave no heed to my en­treaties, but (as fear­less a gen­tle­man as lived in all the South) walked quick­ly to the cen­ter of the room, knelt be­side one of the bod­ies for a clos­er ex­am­i­na­tion and ten­der­ly raised its black­ened and shriv­eled head in his hands. A strong dis­agree­able odor came through the door­way, com­plete­ly over­pow­er­ing me. My sens­es reeled; I felt my­self fall­ing, and in clutch­ing at the edge of the door for sup­port pushed it shut with a sharp click!

			“I re­mem­ber no more: six weeks lat­er I re­cov­ered my rea­son in a ho­tel at Man­ches­ter, whith­er I had been tak­en by strangers the next day. For all these weeks I had suf­fered from a ner­vous fever, at­tend­ed with con­stant delir­i­um. I had been found ly­ing in the road sev­er­al miles away from the house; but how I had es­caped from it to get there I nev­er knew. On re­cov­ery, or as soon as my physi­cians per­mit­ted me to talk, I in­quired the fate of Judge Veigh, whom (to qui­et me, as I now know) they rep­re­sent­ed as well and at home.

			“No one be­lieved a word of my sto­ry, and who can won­der? And who can imag­ine my grief when, ar­riv­ing at my home in Frank­fort two months lat­er, I learned that Judge Veigh had nev­er been heard of since that night? I then re­gret­ted bit­ter­ly the pride which since the first few days af­ter the re­cov­ery of my rea­son had for­bid­den me to re­peat my dis­cred­it­ed sto­ry and in­sist up­on its truth.

			“With all that af­ter­ward oc­curred—the ex­am­i­na­tion of the house; the fail­ure to find any room cor­re­spond­ing to that which I have de­scribed; the at­tempt to have me ad­judged in­sane, and my tri­umph over my ac­cusers—the read­ers of the Ad­vo­cate are fa­mil­iar. Af­ter all these years I am still con­fi­dent that ex­ca­va­tions which I have nei­ther the le­gal right to un­der­take nor the wealth to make would dis­close the se­cret of the dis­ap­pear­ance of my un­hap­py friend, and pos­si­bly of the for­mer oc­cu­pants and own­ers of the de­sert­ed and now de­stroyed house. I do not de­spair of yet bring­ing about such a search, and it is a source of deep grief to me that it has been de­layed by the un­de­served hos­til­i­ty and un­wise in­creduli­ty of the fam­i­ly and friends of the late Judge Veigh.”

			Colonel McAr­dle died in Frank­fort on the thir­teenth day of De­cem­ber, in the year 1879.

		
	
		
			The Other Lodgers

			“In or­der to take that train,” said Colonel Lev­er­ing, sit­ting in the Wal­dorf-As­to­ria ho­tel, “you will have to re­main near­ly all night in At­lanta. That is a fine city, but I ad­vise you not to put up at the Breathitt House, one of the prin­ci­pal ho­tels. It is an old wood­en build­ing in ur­gent need of re­pairs. There are breach­es in the walls that you could throw a cat through. The bed­rooms have no locks on the doors, no fur­ni­ture but a sin­gle chair in each, and a bed­stead with­out bed­ding—just a mat­tress. Even these mea­ger ac­com­mo­da­tions you can­not be sure that you will have in mo­nop­oly; you must take your chance of be­ing stowed in with a lot of oth­ers. Sir, it is a most abom­inable ho­tel.

			“The night that I passed in it was an un­com­fort­able night. I got in late and was shown to my room on the ground floor by an apolo­get­ic night-clerk with a tal­low can­dle, which he con­sid­er­ate­ly left with me. I was worn out by two days and a night of hard rail­way trav­el and had not en­tire­ly re­cov­ered from a gun­shot wound in the head, re­ceived in an al­ter­ca­tion. Rather than look for bet­ter quar­ters I lay down on the mat­tress with­out re­mov­ing my cloth­ing and fell asleep.

			“Along to­ward morn­ing I awoke. The moon had risen and was shin­ing in at the un­cur­tained win­dow, il­lu­mi­nat­ing the room with a soft, bluish light which seemed, some­how, a bit spooky, though I dare say it had no un­com­mon qual­i­ty; all moon­light is that way if you will ob­serve it. Imag­ine my sur­prise and in­dig­na­tion when I saw the floor oc­cu­pied by at least a dozen oth­er lodgers! I sat up, earnest­ly damn­ing the man­age­ment of that un­think­able ho­tel, and was about to spring from the bed to go and make trou­ble for the night-clerk—him of the apolo­get­ic man­ner and the tal­low can­dle—when some­thing in the sit­u­a­tion af­fect­ed me with a strange in­dis­po­si­tion to move. I sup­pose I was what a sto­ry-writ­er might call ‘frozen with ter­ror.’ For those men were ob­vi­ous­ly all dead!

			“They lay on their backs, dis­posed or­der­ly along three sides of the room, their feet to the walls—against the oth­er wall, far­thest from the door, stood my bed and the chair. All the faces were cov­ered, but un­der their white cloths the fea­tures of the two bod­ies that lay in the square patch of moon­light near the win­dow showed in sharp pro­file as to nose and chin.

			“I thought this a bad dream and tried to cry out, as one does in a night­mare, but could make no sound. At last, with a des­per­ate ef­fort I threw my feet to the floor and pass­ing be­tween the two rows of clout­ed faces and the two bod­ies that lay near­est the door, I es­caped from the in­fer­nal place and ran to the of­fice. The night-clerk was there, be­hind the desk, sit­ting in the dim light of an­oth­er tal­low can­dle—just sit­ting and star­ing. He did not rise: my abrupt en­trance pro­duced no ef­fect up­on him, though I must have looked a ver­i­ta­ble corpse my­self. It oc­curred to me then that I had not be­fore re­al­ly ob­served the fel­low. He was a lit­tle chap, with a col­or­less face and the whitest, blank­est eyes I ev­er saw. He had no more ex­pres­sion than the back of my hand. His cloth­ing was a dirty gray.

			“ ‘Damn you!’ I said; ‘what do you mean?’

			“Just the same, I was shak­ing like a leaf in the wind and did not rec­og­nize my own voice.

			“The night-clerk rose, bowed (apolo­get­i­cal­ly) and—well, he was no longer there, and at that mo­ment I felt a hand laid up­on my shoul­der from be­hind. Just fan­cy that if you can! Un­speak­ably fright­ened, I turned and saw a port­ly, kind-faced gen­tle­man, who asked:

			“ ‘What is the mat­ter, my friend?’

			“I was not long in telling him, but be­fore I made an end of it he went pale him­self. ‘See here,’ he said, ‘are you telling the truth?’

			“I had now got my­self in hand and ter­ror had giv­en place to in­dig­na­tion. ‘If you dare to doubt it,’ I said, ‘I’ll ham­mer the life out of you!’

			“ ‘No,’ he replied, ‘don’t do that; just sit down till I tell you. This is not a ho­tel. It used to be; af­ter­ward it was a hos­pi­tal. Now it is un­oc­cu­pied, await­ing a ten­ant. The room that you men­tion was the dead-room—there were al­ways plen­ty of dead. The fel­low that you call the night-clerk used to be that, but lat­er he booked the pa­tients as they were brought in. I don’t un­der­stand his be­ing here. He has been dead a few weeks.’

			“ ‘And who are you?’ I blurt­ed out.

			“ ‘Oh, I look af­ter the premis­es. I hap­pened to be pass­ing just now, and see­ing a light in here came in to in­ves­ti­gate. Let us have a look in­to that room,’ he added, lift­ing the sput­ter­ing can­dle from the desk.

			“ ‘I’ll see you at the dev­il first!’ said I, bolt­ing out of the door in­to the street.

			“Sir, that Breathitt House, in At­lanta, is a beast­ly place! Don’t you stop there.”

			“God for­bid! Your ac­count of it cer­tain­ly does not sug­gest com­fort. By the way, Colonel, when did all that oc­cur?”

			“In Sep­tem­ber, 1864—short­ly af­ter the siege.”

		
	
		
			The Thing at Nolan

			To the south of where the road be­tween Leesville and Hardy, in the State of Mis­souri, cross­es the east fork of May Creek stands an aban­doned house. No­body has lived in it since the sum­mer of 1879, and it is fast go­ing to pieces. For some three years be­fore the date men­tioned above, it was oc­cu­pied by the fam­i­ly of Charles May, from one of whose an­ces­tors the creek near which it stands took its name.

			Mr. May’s fam­i­ly con­sist­ed of a wife, an adult son and two young girls. The son’s name was John—the names of the daugh­ters are un­known to the writ­er of this sketch.

			John May was of a mo­rose and surly dis­po­si­tion, not eas­i­ly moved to anger, but hav­ing an un­com­mon gift of sullen, im­pla­ca­ble hate. His fa­ther was quite oth­er­wise; of a sun­ny, jovial dis­po­si­tion, but with a quick tem­per like a sud­den flame kin­dled in a wisp of straw, which con­sumes it in a flash and is no more. He cher­ished no re­sent­ments, and his anger gone, was quick to make over­tures for rec­on­cil­i­a­tion. He had a broth­er liv­ing near by who was un­like him in re­spect of all this, and it was a cur­rent wit­ti­cism in the neigh­bor­hood that John had in­her­it­ed his dis­po­si­tion from his un­cle.

			One day a mis­un­der­stand­ing arose be­tween fa­ther and son, harsh words en­sued, and the fa­ther struck the son full in the face with his fist. John qui­et­ly wiped away the blood that fol­lowed the blow, fixed his eyes up­on the al­ready pen­i­tent of­fend­er and said with cold com­po­sure, “You will die for that.”

			The words were over­heard by two broth­ers named Jack­son, who were ap­proach­ing the men at the mo­ment; but see­ing them en­gaged in a quar­rel they re­tired, ap­par­ent­ly un­ob­served. Charles May af­ter­ward re­lat­ed the un­for­tu­nate oc­cur­rence to his wife and ex­plained that he had apol­o­gized to the son for the hasty blow, but with­out avail; the young man not on­ly re­ject­ed his over­tures, but re­fused to with­draw his ter­ri­ble threat. Nev­er­the­less, there was no open rup­ture of re­la­tions: John con­tin­ued liv­ing with the fam­i­ly, and things went on very much as be­fore.

			One Sun­day morn­ing in June, 1879, about two weeks af­ter what has been re­lat­ed, May se­nior left the house im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter break­fast, tak­ing a spade. He said he was go­ing to make an ex­ca­va­tion at a cer­tain spring in a wood about a mile away, so that the cat­tle could ob­tain wa­ter. John re­mained in the house for some hours, var­i­ous­ly oc­cu­pied in shav­ing him­self, writ­ing let­ters and read­ing a news­pa­per. His man­ner was very near­ly what it usu­al­ly was; per­haps he was a tri­fle more sullen and surly.

			At two o’clock he left the house. At five, he re­turned. For some rea­son not con­nect­ed with any in­ter­est in his move­ments, and which is not now re­called, the time of his de­par­ture and that of his re­turn were not­ed by his moth­er and sis­ters, as was at­test­ed at his tri­al for mur­der. It was ob­served that his cloth­ing was wet in spots, as if (so the pros­e­cu­tion af­ter­ward point­ed out) he had been re­mov­ing blood­stains from it. His man­ner was strange, his look wild. He com­plained of ill­ness, and go­ing to his room took to his bed.

			May se­nior did not re­turn. Lat­er that evening the near­est neigh­bors were aroused, and dur­ing that night and the fol­low­ing day a search was pros­e­cut­ed through the wood where the spring was. It re­sult­ed in lit­tle but the dis­cov­ery of both men’s foot­prints in the clay about the spring. John May in the mean­time had grown rapid­ly worse with what the lo­cal physi­cian called brain fever, and in his delir­i­um raved of mur­der, but did not say whom he con­ceived to have been mur­dered, nor whom he imag­ined to have done the deed. But his threat was re­called by the broth­ers Jack­son and he was ar­rest­ed on sus­pi­cion and a deputy sher­iff put in charge of him at his home. Pub­lic opin­ion ran strong­ly against him and but for his ill­ness he would prob­a­bly have been hanged by a mob. As it was, a meet­ing of the neigh­bors was held on Tues­day and a com­mit­tee ap­point­ed to watch the case and take such ac­tion at any time as cir­cum­stances might seem to war­rant.

			On Wednes­day all was changed. From the town of Nolan, eight miles away, came a sto­ry which put a quite dif­fer­ent light on the mat­ter. Nolan con­sist­ed of a school house, a black­smith’s shop, a “store” and a half-dozen dwellings. The store was kept by one Hen­ry Odell, a cousin of the el­der May. On the af­ter­noon of the Sun­day of May’s dis­ap­pear­ance Mr. Odell and four of his neigh­bors, men of cred­i­bil­i­ty, were sit­ting in the store smok­ing and talk­ing. It was a warm day; and both the front and the back door were open. At about three o’clock Charles May, who was well known to three of them, en­tered at the front door and passed out at the rear. He was with­out hat or coat. He did not look at them, nor re­turn their greet­ing, a cir­cum­stance which did not sur­prise, for he was ev­i­dent­ly se­ri­ous­ly hurt. Above the left eye­brow was a wound—a deep gash from which the blood flowed, cov­er­ing the whole left side of the face and neck and sat­u­rat­ing his light-gray shirt. Odd­ly enough, the thought up­per­most in the minds of all was that he had been fight­ing and was go­ing to the brook di­rect­ly at the back of the store, to wash him­self.

			Per­haps there was a feel­ing of del­i­ca­cy—a back­woods eti­quette which re­strained them from fol­low­ing him to of­fer as­sis­tance; the court records, from which, main­ly, this nar­ra­tive is drawn, are silent as to any­thing but the fact. They wait­ed for him to re­turn, but he did not re­turn.

			Bor­der­ing the brook be­hind the store is a for­est ex­tend­ing for six miles back to the Medicine Lodge Hills. As soon as it be­came known in the neigh­bor­hood of the miss­ing man’s dwelling that he had been seen in Nolan there was a marked al­ter­ation in pub­lic sen­ti­ment and feel­ing. The vig­i­lance com­mit­tee went out of ex­is­tence with­out the for­mal­i­ty of a res­o­lu­tion. Search along the wood­ed bot­tom lands of May Creek was stopped and near­ly the en­tire male pop­u­la­tion of the re­gion took to beat­ing the bush about Nolan and in the Medicine Lodge Hills. But of the miss­ing man no trace was found.

			One of the strangest cir­cum­stances of this strange case is the for­mal in­dict­ment and tri­al of a man for mur­der of one whose body no hu­man be­ing pro­fessed to have seen—one not known to be dead. We are all more or less fa­mil­iar with the va­garies and ec­cen­tric­i­ties of fron­tier law, but this in­stance, it is thought, is unique. How­ev­er that may be, it is of record that on re­cov­er­ing from his ill­ness John May was in­dict­ed for the mur­der of his miss­ing fa­ther. Coun­sel for the de­fense ap­pears not to have de­murred and the case was tried on its mer­its. The pros­e­cu­tion was spir­it­less and per­func­to­ry; the de­fense eas­i­ly es­tab­lished—with re­gard to the de­ceased—an al­i­bi. If dur­ing the time in which John May must have killed Charles May, if he killed him at all, Charles May was miles away from where John May must have been, it is plain that the de­ceased must have come to his death at the hands of some­one else.

			John May was ac­quit­ted, im­me­di­ate­ly left the coun­try, and has nev­er been heard of from that day. Short­ly af­ter­ward his moth­er and sis­ters re­moved to St. Louis . The farm hav­ing passed in­to the pos­ses­sion of a man who owns the land ad­join­ing, and has a dwelling of his own, the May house has ev­er since been va­cant, and has the somber rep­u­ta­tion of be­ing haunt­ed.

			One day af­ter the May fam­i­ly had left the coun­try, some boys, play­ing in the woods along May Creek, found con­cealed un­der a mass of dead leaves, but part­ly ex­posed by the root­ing of hogs, a spade, near­ly new and bright, ex­cept for a spot on one edge, which was rust­ed and stained with blood. The im­ple­ment had the ini­tials C. M. cut in­to the han­dle.

			This dis­cov­ery re­newed, in some de­gree, the pub­lic ex­cite­ment of a few months be­fore. The earth near the spot where the spade was found was care­ful­ly ex­am­ined, and the re­sult was the find­ing of the dead body of a man. It had been buried un­der two or three feet of soil and the spot cov­ered with a lay­er of dead leaves and twigs. There was but lit­tle de­com­po­si­tion, a fact at­trib­uted to some preser­va­tive prop­er­ty in the min­er­al-bear­ing soil.

			Above the left eye­brow was a wound—a deep gash from which blood had flowed, cov­er­ing the whole left side of the face and neck and sat­u­rat­ing the light-gray shirt. The skull had been cut through by the blow. The body was that of Charles May.

			But what was it that passed through Mr. Odell’s store at Nolan?

		
	
		
			Bodies of the Dead

		
	
		
			That of Granny Magone

			About ten miles to the south­east of Whites­burg, Ky., in a lit­tle “cove” of the Cum­ber­land moun­tains, lived for many years an old wom­an named Sarah (or Mary) Magone. Her house, built of logs and con­tain­ing but two rooms, was a mile and a half dis­tant from any oth­er, in the wildest part of the “cove,” en­tire­ly sur­round­ed by for­est ex­cept on one side, where a lit­tle field, or “patch,” of about a half-acre served her for a veg­etable gar­den. How she sub­sist­ed no­body ex­act­ly knew; she was re­put­ed to be a miser with a con­cealed hoard; she cer­tain­ly paid for what few ar­ti­cles she pro­cured on her rare vis­its to the vil­lage store. Many of her ig­no­rant neigh­bors be­lieved her to be a witch, or thought, at least, that she pos­sessed some kind of su­per­nat­u­ral pow­ers. In No­vem­ber, 1881, she died, and for­tu­nate­ly enough, the body was found while yet warm by a pass­ing hunter, who locked the door of the cab­in and con­veyed the news to the near­est set­tle­ment.

			Sev­er­al per­sons liv­ing in the vicin­i­ty at once went to the cab­in to pre­pare for her buri­al; oth­ers were to fol­low the next day with a cof­fin and what­ev­er else was need­ful. Among those who first went was the Rev. Elias At­ney, a Methodist min­is­ter of Whites­burg, who hap­pened to be in the neigh­bor­hood vis­it­ing a re­la­tion. He was to con­duct the fu­ner­al ser­vices on the fol­low­ing day. Mr. At­ney is, or was, well known in Whites­burg and all that coun­try as a good and pi­ous man of good birth and ed­u­ca­tion. He was close­ly re­lat­ed to the Mar­shalls and sev­er­al oth­er fam­i­lies of dis­tinc­tion. It is from him that the par­tic­u­lars here re­lat­ed were learned; and the ac­count is con­firmed by the af­fi­davits of John Her­shaw, William C. Wright­man, and Catharine Doub, res­i­dents of the vicin­i­ty and eye­wit­ness­es.

			The body of “Granny” Magone had been “laid out” on a wide plank sup­port­ed by two chairs at the end of the prin­ci­pal room, op­po­site the fire­place, and the per­sons men­tioned were act­ing as “watch­ers,” ac­cord­ing to the lo­cal cus­tom. A bright fire on the hearth light­ed one end of the room bril­liant­ly, the oth­er dim­ly. The watch­ers sat about the fire, talk­ing in sub­dued tones, when a sud­den noise in the di­rec­tion of the corpse caused them all to turn and look. In a black shad­ow near the re­mains, they saw two glow­ing eyes star­ing fixed­ly; and be­fore they could do more than rise, ut­ter­ing ex­cla­ma­tions of alarm, a large black cat leaped up­on the body and fas­tened its teeth in­to the cloth cov­er­ing the face. In­stant­ly the right hand of the dead was vi­o­lent­ly raised from the side, seized the cat, and hurled it against the wall, whence it fell to the floor, and then dashed wild­ly through an open win­dow in­to the out­er dark­ness, and was seen no more.

			In­con­ceiv­ably hor­ri­fied, the watch­ers stood a mo­ment speech­less; but fi­nal­ly, with re­turn­ing courage, ap­proached the body. The face-cloth lay up­on the floor; the cheek was ter­ri­bly torn; the right arm hung stiffly over the side of the plank. There was not a sign of life. They chafed the fore­head, the with­ered cheeks and neck. They car­ried the body to the heat of the fire and worked up­on it for hours: all in vain. But the fu­ner­al was post­poned un­til the fourth day brought un­mis­tak­able ev­i­dence of dis­so­lu­tion, and poor Granny was buried.

			“Ah, but your eyes de­ceived you,” said he to whom the rev­erend gen­tle­man re­lat­ed the oc­cur­rence. “The arm was dis­turbed by the ef­forts of the cat, which, tak­ing sud­den fright, leaped blind­ly against the wall.”

			“No,” he an­swered, “the clenched right hand, with its long nails, was full of black fur.”

		
	
		
			A Light Sleeper

			John Hoskin, liv­ing in San Fran­cis­co, had a beau­ti­ful wife, to whom he was de­vot­ed­ly at­tached. In the spring of 1871 Mrs. Hoskin went East to vis­it her re­la­tions in Spring­field, Ill., where, a week af­ter her ar­rival, she sud­den­ly died of some dis­ease of the heart; at least the physi­cian said so. Mr. Hoskin was at once ap­prised of his loss, by tele­graph, and he di­rect­ed that the body be sent to San Fran­cis­co. On ar­rival there the metal­lic case con­tain­ing the re­mains was opened. The body was ly­ing on the right side, the right hand un­der the cheek, the oth­er on the breast. The pos­ture was the per­fect­ly nat­u­ral one of a sleep­ing child, and in a let­ter to the de­ceased la­dy’s fa­ther, Mr. Mar­tin L. Whit­ney of Spring field, Mr. Hoskin ex­pressed a grate­ful sense of the thought­ful­ness that had so com­posed the re­mains as to soft­en the sug­ges­tion of death. To his sur­prise he learned from the fa­ther that noth­ing of the kind had been done: the body had been put in the cas­ket in the cus­tom­ary way, ly­ing on the back, with the arms ex­tend­ed along the sides. In the mean­time the cas­ket had been de­posit­ed in the re­ceiv­ing vault at Lau­rel Hill Ceme­tery, await­ing the com­ple­tion of a tomb.

			Great­ly dis­qui­et­ed by this rev­e­la­tion, Hoskin did not at once re­flect that the easy and nat­u­ral pos­ture and placid ex­pres­sion pre­clud­ed the idea of sus­pend­ed an­i­ma­tion, sub­se­quent re­vival, and even­tu­al death by suf­fo­ca­tion. He in­sist­ed that his wife had been mur­dered by med­i­cal in­com­pe­ten­cy and heed­less haste. Un­der the in­flu­ence of this feel­ing he wrote to Mr. Whit­ney again, ex­press­ing in pas­sion­ate terms his hor­ror and re­newed grief. Some days af­ter­ward, some­one hav­ing sug­gest­ed that the cas­ket had been opened en route, prob­a­bly in the hope of plun­der, and point­ing out the im­pos­si­bil­i­ty of the change hav­ing oc­curred in the strait­ened space of the con fin­ing met­al, it was re­solved to re­open it.

			Re­moval of the lid dis­closed a new hor­ror: the body now lay up­on its left side. The po­si­tion was cramped, and to a liv­ing per­son would have been un­com­fort­able. The face wore an ex­pres­sion of pain. Some cost­ly rings on the fin­gers were undis­turbed. Over­come by his emo­tions, to which was now added a sharp, if mis­tak­en, re­morse, Mr. Hoskin lost his rea­son, dy­ing years af­ter­ward in the asy­lum at Stock­ton.

			A physi­cian hav­ing been sum­moned, to as­sist in clear­ing up the mys­tery, viewed the body of the dead wom­an, pro­nounced life ob­vi­ous­ly ex­tinct, and or­dered the cas­ket closed for the third and last time. “Ob­vi­ous­ly ex­tinct,” in­deed: the corpse had, in fact, been em­balmed at Spring­field.

		
	
		
			The Mystery of Charles Farquharson

			One night in the sum­mer of 1843 William Hayn­er Gor­don, of Phil­a­del­phia, lay in his bed read­ing Gold­smith’s “Trav­el­er,” by the light of a can­dle. It was about eleven o’clock. The room was in the third sto­ry of the house and had two win­dows look­ing out up­on Chest­nut Street; there was no bal­cony, noth­ing be­low the win­dows but oth­er win­dows in a smooth brick wall.

			Be­com­ing drowsy, Gor­don laid away his book, ex­tin­guished his can­dle, and com­posed him­self to sleep. A mo­ment lat­er (as he af­ter­ward averred) he re­mem­bered that he had ne­glect­ed to place his watch with­in reach, and rose in the dark to get it from the pock­et of his waist­coat, which he had hung on the back of a chair on the op­po­site side of the room, near one of the win­dows. In cross­ing, his foot came in con­tact with some heavy ob­ject and he was thrown to the floor. Ris­ing, he struck a match and light­ed his can­dle. In the cen­ter of the room lay the corpse of a man.

			Gor­don was no cow­ard, as he af­ter­ward proved by his gal­lant death up­on the en­e­my’s para­pet at Cha­pul­te­pec, but this strange ap­pari­tion of a hu­man corpse where but a mo­ment be­fore, as he be­lieved, there had been noth­ing, was too much for his nerves, and he cried aloud. Hen­ri Granier, who oc­cu­pied an ad­join­ing room, but had not re­tired, came in­stant­ly to Gor­don’s door and at­tempt­ed to en­ter. The door be­ing bolt­ed, and Gor­don too great­ly ag­i­tat­ed to open it, Granier burst it in.

			Gor­don was tak­en in­to cus­tody and an in­quest held, but what has been re­lat­ed was all that could be as­cer­tained. The most dili­gent ef­forts on the part of the po­lice and the press failed to iden­ti­fy the dead. Physi­cians tes­ti­fy­ing at the in­quest agreed that death had oc­curred but a few hours be­fore the dis­cov­ery, but none was able to di­vine the cause; all the or­gans of the body were in an ap­par­ent­ly healthy con­di­tion; there were no traces of ei­ther vi­o­lence or poi­son.

			Eight or ten months lat­er Gor­don re­ceived a let­ter from Charles Ritch­er in Bom­bay, re­lat­ing the death in that city of Charles Far­quhar­son, whom both Gor­don and Ritch­er had known when all were boys. En­closed in the let­ter was a da­guerreo­type of the de­ceased, found among his ef­fects. As near­ly as the liv­ing can look like the dead it was an ex­act like­ness of the mys­te­ri­ous body found in Gor­don’s bed­room, and it was with a strange feel­ing that Gor­don ob­served that the death, mak­ing al­lowance for the dif­fer­ence of time, was said to have oc­curred on the very night of the ad­ven­ture. He wrote for fur­ther par­tic­u­lars, with es­pe­cial ref­er­ence to what dis­po­si­tion had been made of Far­quhar­son’s body.

			“You know he turned Parsee,” wrote Ritch­er in re­ply; “so his naked re­mains were ex­posed on the grat­ing of the Tow­er of Si­lence, as those of all good Parsees are. I saw the buz­zards fight­ing for them and gorg­ing them­selves help­less on his frag­ments.”

			On some pre­tense Gor­don and his friends ob­tained au­thor­i­ty to open the dead man’s grave. The cof­fin had ev­i­dent­ly not been dis­turbed. They un­screwed the lid. The shroud was a tri­fle moldy. There was no body nor any ves­tige of one.

		
	
		
			Dead and “Gone”

			On the morn­ing of the 14th day of Au­gust, 1872, George J. Reid, a young man of twen­ty-one years, liv­ing at Xe­nia, O., fell while walk­ing across the din­ing room in his fa­ther’s house. The fam­i­ly con­sist­ed of his fa­ther, moth­er, two sis­ters, and a cousin, a boy of fif­teen. All were present at the break­fast ta­ble. George en­tered the room, but in­stead of tak­ing his ac­cus­tomed seat near the door by which he had en­tered, passed it and went oblique­ly to­ward one of the win­dows—with what pur­pose no one knows. He had passed the ta­ble but a few steps when he fell heav­i­ly to the floor and did not again breathe. The body was car­ried in­to a bed­room and, af­ter vain ef­forts at re­sus­ci­ta­tion by the strick­en fam­i­ly, left ly­ing on the bed with com­posed limbs and cov­ered face.

			In the mean­time the boy had been hasti­ly dis­patched for a physi­cian, who ar­rived some twen­ty min­utes af­ter the death. He af­ter­ward re­mem­bered as an un­com­mon cir­cum­stance that when he ar­rived the weep­ing re­la­tions—fa­ther, moth­er, and two sis­ters—were all in the room out of which the bed­room door opened, and that the door was closed. There was no oth­er door to the bed­room. This door was at once opened by the fa­ther of the de­ceased, and as the physi­cian passed through it he ob­served the dead man’s cloth­ing ly­ing in a heap on the floor. He saw, too, the out­lines of the body un­der the sheet that had been thrown over it; and the pro­file was plain­ly dis­cernible un­der the face-cloth, clear-cut and sharp, as pro­files of the dead seem al­ways to be. He ap­proached and lift­ed the cloth. There was noth­ing there. He pulled away the sheet. Noth­ing.

			The fam­i­ly had fol­lowed him in­to the room. At this as­ton­ish­ing dis­cov­ery—if so it may be called—they looked at one an­oth­er, at the physi­cian, at the bed, in speech­less amaze­ment, for­get­ting to weep. A mo­ment lat­er the three ladies re­quired the physi­cian’s care. The fa­ther’s con­di­tion was but lit­tle bet­ter; he stood in a stu­por, mut­ter­ing inar­tic­u­late­ly and star­ing like an id­iot.

			Hav­ing re­stored the ladies to a sense of their sur­round­ings, the physi­cian went to the win­dow—the on­ly one the room had, open­ing up­on a gar­den. It was locked on the in­side with the usu­al fas­ten­ing at­tached to the bot­tom bar of the up­per sash and en­gag­ing with the low­er.

			No in­quest was held—there was noth­ing to hold it on; but the physi­cian and many oth­ers who were cu­ri­ous as to this oc­cur­rence made the most search­ing in­ves­ti­ga­tion in­to all the cir­cum­stances; all with­out re­sult. George Reid was dead and “gone,” and that is all that is known to this day.

		
	
		
			A Cold Night

			The first day’s bat­tle at Stone Riv­er had been fought, re­sult­ing in dis­as­ter to the Fed­er­al army, which had been driv­en from its orig­i­nal ground at ev­ery point ex­cept its ex­treme left. The weary troops at this point lay be­hind a rail­way em­bank­ment to which they had re­tired, and which had served them dur­ing the last hours of the fight as a breast­work to re­pel re­peat­ed charges of the en­e­my. Be­hind the line the ground was open and rocky. Great boul­ders lay about ev­ery­where, and among them lay many of the Fed­er­al dead, where they had been car­ried out of the way. Be­fore the em­bank­ment the dead of both armies lay more thick­ly, but they had not been dis­turbed.

			Among the dead in the boul­ders lay one whom no­body seemed to know—a Fed­er­al sergeant, shot di­rect­ly in the cen­ter of the fore­head. One of our sur­geons, from idle cu­rios­i­ty, or pos­si­bly with a view to the amuse­ment of a group of of­fi­cers dur­ing a lull in the en­gage­ment (we need­ed some thing to di­vert our minds), had pushed his probe clean through the head. The body lay on its back, its chin in the air, and with straight­ened limbs, as rigid as steel; frost on its white face and in its beard and hair. Some Chris­tian soul had cov­ered it with a blan­ket, but when the night be­came pret­ty sharp a com­pan­ion of the writ­er re­moved this, and we lay be­neath it our selves.

			With the ex­cep­tion of our pick­ets, who had been post­ed well out in front of the em­bank­ment, ev­ery man lay silent. Con­ver­sa­tion was for­bid­den; to have made a fire, or even struck a match to light a pipe would have been a grave of­fense. Stamp­ing hors­es, moan­ing wound­ed—ev­ery­thing that made a noise had been sent to the rear; the si­lence was ab­so­lute. Those whom the chill pre­vent­ed from sleep­ing nev­er­the­less re­clined as they shiv­ered, or sat with their hands on their arms, suf­fer­ing but mak­ing no sign. Ev­ery­one had lost friends, and all ex­pect­ed death on the mor­row. These mat­ters are men­tioned to show the im­prob­a­bil­i­ty of any­one go­ing about dur­ing those solemn hours to com­mit a ghast­ly prac­ti­cal joke.

			When the dawn broke the sky was still clear. “We shall have a warm day,” the writ­er’s com­pan­ion whis­pered as we rose in the gray light; “let’s give back the poor dev­il his blan­ket.”

			The sergeant’s body lay in the same place, two yards away. But not in the same at­ti­tude. It was up­on its right side. The knees were drawn up near­ly to the breast, both hands thrust to the wrist be­tween the but­tons of the jack­et, the col­lar of which was turned up, con­ceal­ing the ears. The shoul­ders were el­e­vat­ed, the head was re­tract­ed, the chin rest­ed on the col­lar bone. The pos­ture was that of one suf­fer­ing from in­tense cold. But for what had been pre­vi­ous­ly ob­served—but for the ghast­ly ev­i­dence of the bul­let-hole—one might have thought the man had died of cold.

		
	
		
			A Creature of Habit

			At Haw­ley’s Bar, a min­ing camp near Vir­ginia City, Mont., a gam­bler named Hen­ry Gra­ham, but com­mon­ly known as “Gray Hank,” met a min­er named Drey­fuss one day, with whom he had had a dis­pute the pre­vi­ous night about a game of cards, and asked him in­to a bar­room to have a drink. The un­for­tu­nate min­er, tak­ing this as an over­ture of peace, glad­ly ac­cept­ed. They stood at the counter, and while Drey­fuss was in the act of drink­ing Gra­ham shot him dead. This was in 1865. With­in an hour af­ter the mur­der Gra­ham was in the hands of the vig­i­lantes, and that evening at sun­set, af­ter a fair, if in­for­mal, tri­al, he was hanged to the limb of a tree which grew up­on a lit­tle em­i­nence with­in sight of the whole camp. The orig­i­nal in­ten­tion had been to “string him up,” as is cus­tom­ary in such af­fairs; and with a view to that op­er­a­tion the long rope had been thrown over the limb, while a dozen pairs of hands were ready to hoist away. For some rea­son this plan was aban­doned; the free end of the rope was made fast to a bush and the vic­tim com­pelled to stand on the back of a horse, which at the cut of a whip sprang from un­der him, leav­ing him swing­ing. When stead­ied, his feet were about eigh­teen inch­es from the earth.

			The body re­mained sus­pend­ed for ex­act­ly half an hour, the greater part of the crowd re­main­ing about it: then the “judge” or­dered it tak­en down. The rope was un­tied from the bush, and two men stood by to low­er away. The mo­ment the feet came square­ly up­on the ground the men en­gaged in low­er­ing, think­ing doubt­less that those stand­ing about the body had hold of it to sup­port it, let go the rope. The body at once ran quick­ly for­ward to­ward the main part of the crowd, the rope pay­ing out as it went. The head rolled from side to side, the eyes and tongue pro­trud­ing, the face ghast­ly pur­ple, the lips cov­ered with bloody froth. With cries of hor­ror the crowd ran hith­er and thith­er, stum­bling, fall­ing over one an­oth­er, curs­ing. In and out among them—over the fall­en, com­ing in­to col­li­sion with oth­ers, the hor­ri­ble dead man “pranced,” his feet lift­ed so high at each step that his knees struck his breast, his tongue swing­ing like that of a pant­ing dog, the foam fly­ing in flakes from his swollen lips. The deep­en­ing twi­light added its ter­ror to the scene, and men fled from the spot, not dar­ing to look be­hind.

			Straight in­to this con­fu­sion from the out­skirts of the crowd walked with rapid steps the tall fig­ure of a man whom all who saw in­stant­ly rec­og­nized as a mas­ter spir­it. This was Dr. Arnold Spi­er, who with two oth­er physi­cians had pro­nounced the man dead and had been re­tir­ing to the camp. He moved as di­rect­ly to­ward the dead man as the now some­what less rapid and er­rat­ic move­ments of the lat­ter would per­mit, and seized him in his arms. En­cour­aged by this, a score of men sprang shout­ing to the free end of the rope, which had not been drawn en­tire­ly over the limb, and laid hold of it, in­tend­ing to make a fin­ish of their work. They ran with it to­ward the bush to which it had been fas­tened, but there was no re­sis­tance; the physi­cian had cut it from the mur­der­er’s neck. In a mo­ment the body was ly­ing on its back, with com­posed limbs and face up turned to the kin­dling stars, in the mo­tion­less rigid­i­ty ap­pro­pri­ate to death. The hang­ing had been done well enough—the neck was bro­ken.

			“The dead are crea­tures of habit,” said Dr. Spi­er. “A corpse which when on its feet will walk and run will lie still when placed on its back.”

		
	
		
			“Mysterious Disappearances”

		
	
		
			The Difficulty of Crossing a Field

			One morn­ing in Ju­ly, 1854, a planter named Williamson, liv­ing six miles from Sel­ma, Al­aba­ma, was sit­ting with his wife and a child on the ve­ran­da of his dwelling. Im­me­di­ate­ly in front of the house was a lawn, per­haps fifty yards in ex­tent be­tween the house and pub­lic road, or, as it was called, the “pike.” Be­yond this road lay a close-cropped pas­ture of some ten acres, lev­el and with­out a tree, rock, or any nat­u­ral or ar­ti­fi­cial ob­ject on its sur­face. At the time there was not even a do­mes­tic an­i­mal in the field. In an­oth­er field, be­yond the pas­ture, a dozen slaves were at work un­der an over­seer.

			Throw­ing away the stump of a cigar, the planter rose, say­ing: “I for­got to tell An­drew about those hors­es.” An­drew was the over­seer.

			Williamson strolled leisure­ly down the grav­el walk, pluck­ing a flow­er as he went, passed across the road and in­to the pas­ture, paus­ing a mo­ment as he closed the gate lead­ing in­to it, to greet a pass­ing neigh­bor, Ar­mour Wren, who lived on an ad­join­ing plan­ta­tion. Mr. Wren was in an open car­riage with his son James, a lad of thir­teen. When he had driv­en some two hun­dred yards from the point of meet­ing, Mr. Wren said to his son: “I for­got to tell Mr. Williamson about those hors­es.”

			Mr. Wren had sold to Mr. Williamson some hors­es, which were to have been sent for that day, but for some rea­son not now re­mem­bered it would be in­con­ve­nient to de­liv­er them un­til the mor­row. The coach­man was di­rect­ed to drive back, and as the ve­hi­cle turned Williamson was seen by all three, walk­ing leisure­ly across the pas­ture. At that mo­ment one of the coach hors­es stum­bled and came near fall­ing. It had no more than fair­ly re­cov­ered it­self when James Wren cried: “Why, fa­ther, what has be­come of Mr. Williamson?”

			It is not the pur­pose of this nar­ra­tive to an­swer that ques­tion.

			Mr. Wren’s strange ac­count of the mat­ter, giv­en un­der oath in the course of le­gal pro­ceed­ings re­lat­ing to the Williamson es­tate, here fol­lows:

			“My son’s ex­cla­ma­tion caused me to look to­ward the spot where I had seen the de­ceased [sic] an in­stant be­fore, but he was not there, nor was he any­where vis­i­ble. I can­not say that at the mo­ment I was great­ly star­tled, or re­al­ized the grav­i­ty of the oc­cur­rence, though I thought it sin­gu­lar. My son, how­ev­er, was great­ly as­ton­ished and kept re­peat­ing his ques­tion in dif­fer­ent forms un­til we ar­rived at the gate. My black boy Sam was sim­i­lar­ly af­fect­ed, even in a greater de­gree, but I reck­on more by my son’s man­ner than by any­thing he had him­self ob­served. [This sen­tence in the tes­ti­mo­ny was strick­en out.] As we got out of the car­riage at the gate of the field, and while Sam was hang­ing [sic] the team to the fence, Mrs. Williamson, with her child in her arms and fol­lowed by sev­er­al ser­vants, came run­ning down the walk in great ex­cite­ment, cry­ing: ‘He is gone, he is gone! O God! what an aw­ful thing!’ and many oth­er such ex­cla­ma­tions, which I do not dis­tinct­ly rec­ol­lect. I got from them the im­pres­sion that they re­lat­ed to some­thing more than the mere dis­ap­pear­ance of her hus­band, even if that had oc­curred be­fore her eyes. Her man­ner was wild, but not more so, I think, than was nat­u­ral un­der the cir­cum­stances. I have no rea­son to think she had at that time lost her mind. I have nev­er since seen nor heard of Mr. Williamson.”

			This tes­ti­mo­ny, as might have been ex­pect­ed, was cor­rob­o­rat­ed in al­most ev­ery par­tic­u­lar by the on­ly oth­er eye­wit­ness (if that is a prop­er term)—the lad James. Mrs. Williamson had lost her rea­son and the ser­vants were, of course, not com­pe­tent to tes­ti­fy. The boy James Wren had de­clared at first that he saw the dis­ap­pear­ance, but there is noth­ing of this in his tes­ti­mo­ny giv­en in court. None of the field hands work­ing in the field to which Williamson was go­ing had seen him at all, and the most rig­or­ous search of the en­tire plan­ta­tion and ad­join­ing coun­try failed to sup­ply a clue. The most mon­strous and grotesque fic­tions, orig­i­nat­ing with the blacks, were cur­rent in that part of the State for many years, and prob­a­bly are to this day; but what has been here re­lat­ed is all that is cer­tain­ly known of the mat­ter. The courts de­cid­ed that Williamson was dead, and his es­tate was dis­trib­uted ac­cord­ing to law.

		
	
		
			An Unfinished Race

			James Burne Wor­son was a shoe­mak­er who lived in Leam­ing­ton, War­wick­shire, Eng­land. He had a lit­tle shop in one of the by­ways lead­ing off the road to War­wick. In his hum­ble sphere he was es­teemed an hon­est man, al­though like many of his class in Eng­lish towns he was some­what ad­dict­ed to drink. When in liquor he would make fool­ish wa­gers. On one of these too fre­quent oc­ca­sions he was boast­ing of his prow­ess as a pedes­tri­an and ath­lete, and the out­come was a match against na­ture. For a stake of one sov­er­eign he un­der­took to run all the way to Coven­try and back, a dis­tance of some­thing more than forty miles. This was on the 3rd day of Sep­tem­ber in 1873. He set out at once, the man with whom he had made the bet—whose name is not re­mem­bered—ac­com­pa­nied by Barham Wise, a linen drap­er, and Hamer­son Burns, a pho­tog­ra­pher, I think, fol­low­ing in a light cart or wag­on.

			For sev­er­al miles Wor­son went on very well, at an easy gait, with­out ap­par­ent fa­tigue, for he had re­al­ly great pow­ers of en­durance and was not suf­fi­cient­ly in­tox­i­cat­ed to en­fee­ble them. The three men in the wag­on kept a short dis­tance in the rear, giv­ing him oc­ca­sion­al friend­ly “chaff” or en­cour­age­ment, as the spir­it moved them. Sud­den­ly—in the very mid­dle of the road­way, not a dozen yards from them, and with their eyes full up­on him—the man seemed to stum­ble, pitched head­long for­ward, ut­tered a ter­ri­ble cry and van­ished! He did not fall to the earth—he van­ished be­fore touch­ing it. No trace of him was ev­er dis­cov­ered.

			Af­ter re­main­ing at and about the spot for some time, with aim­less ir­res­o­lu­tion, the three men re­turned to Leam­ing­ton, told their as­ton­ish­ing sto­ry and were af­ter­ward tak­en in­to cus­tody. But they were of good stand­ing, had al­ways been con­sid­ered truth­ful, were sober at the time of the oc­cur­rence, and noth­ing ev­er tran­spired to dis­cred­it their sworn ac­count of their ex­tra­or­di­nary ad­ven­ture, con­cern­ing the truth of which, nev­er­the­less, pub­lic opin­ion was di­vid­ed, through­out the Unit­ed King­dom. If they had some­thing to con­ceal, their choice of means is cer­tain­ly one of the most amaz­ing ev­er made by sane hu­man be­ings.

		
	
		
			Charles Ashmore’s Trail

			The fam­i­ly of Chris­tian Ash­more con­sist­ed of his wife, his moth­er, two grown daugh­ters, and a son of six­teen years. They lived in Troy, New York, were well-to-do, re­spectable per­sons, and had many friends, some of whom, read­ing these lines, will doubt­less learn for the first time the ex­tra­or­di­nary fate of the young man. From Troy the Ash­mores moved in 1871 or 1872 to Rich­mond, In­di­ana, and a year or two lat­er to the vicin­i­ty of Quin­cy, Illi­nois, where Mr. Ash­more bought a farm and lived on it. At some lit­tle dis­tance from the farm­house was a spring with a con­stant flow of clear, cold wa­ter, whence the fam­i­ly de­rived its sup­ply for do­mes­tic use at all sea­sons.

			On the evening of the 9th of No­vem­ber in 1878, at about nine o’clock, young Charles Ash­more left the fam­i­ly cir­cle about the hearth, took a tin buck­et and start­ed to­ward the spring. As he did not re­turn, the fam­i­ly be­came un­easy, and go­ing to the door by which he had left the house, his fa­ther called with­out re­ceiv­ing an an­swer. He then light­ed a lantern and with the el­dest daugh­ter, Martha, who in­sist­ed on ac­com­pa­ny­ing him, went in search. A light snow had fall­en, oblit­er­at­ing the path, but mak­ing the young man’s trail con­spic­u­ous; each foot­print was plain­ly de­fined. Af­ter go­ing a lit­tle more than half­way—per­haps sev­en­ty-five yards—the fa­ther, who was in ad­vance, halt­ed, and el­e­vat­ing his lantern stood peer­ing in­tent­ly in­to the dark­ness ahead.

			“What is the mat­ter, fa­ther?” the girl asked.

			This was the mat­ter: the trail of the young man had abrupt­ly end­ed, and all be­yond was smooth, un­bro­ken snow. The last foot­prints were as con­spic­u­ous as any in the line; the very nail-marks were dis­tinct­ly vis­i­ble. Mr. Ash­more looked up­ward, shad­ing his eyes with his hat held be­tween them and the lantern. The stars were shin­ing; there was not a cloud in the sky; he was de­nied the ex­pla­na­tion which had sug­gest­ed it­self, doubt­ful as it would have been—a new snow­fall with a lim­it so plain­ly de­fined. Tak­ing a wide cir­cuit round the ul­ti­mate tracks, so as to leave them undis­turbed for fur­ther ex­am­i­na­tion, the man pro­ceed­ed to the spring, the girl fol­low­ing, weak and ter­ri­fied. Nei­ther had spo­ken a word of what both had ob­served. The spring was cov­ered with ice, hours old.

			Re­turn­ing to the house they not­ed the ap­pear­ance of the snow on both sides of the trail its en­tire length. No tracks led away from it.

			The morn­ing light showed noth­ing more. Smooth, spot­less, un­bro­ken, the shal­low snow lay ev­ery­where.

			Four days lat­er the grief-strick­en moth­er her­self went to the spring for wa­ter. She came back and re­lat­ed that in pass­ing the spot where the foot­prints had end­ed she had heard the voice of her son and had been ea­ger­ly call­ing to him, wan­der­ing about the place, as she had fan­cied the voice to be now in one di­rec­tion, now in an­oth­er, un­til she was ex­haust­ed with fa­tigue and emo­tion.

			Ques­tioned as to what the voice had said, she was un­able to tell, yet averred that the words were per­fect­ly dis­tinct. In a mo­ment the en­tire fam­i­ly was at the place, but noth­ing was heard, and the voice was be­lieved to be an hal­lu­ci­na­tion caused by the moth­er’s great anx­i­ety and her dis­or­dered nerves. But for months af­ter­ward, at ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals of a few days, the voice was heard by the sev­er­al mem­bers of the fam­i­ly, and by oth­ers. All de­clared it un­mis­tak­ably the voice of Charles Ash­more; all agreed that it seemed to come from a great dis­tance, faint­ly, yet with en­tire dis­tinct­ness of ar­tic­u­la­tion; yet none could de­ter­mine its di­rec­tion, nor re­peat its words. The in­ter­vals of si­lence grew longer and longer, the voice fainter and far­ther, and by mid­sum­mer it was heard no more.

			If any­body knows the fate of Charles Ash­more it is prob­a­bly his moth­er. She is dead.

		
	
		
			Science to the Front

			In con­nec­tion with this sub­ject of “mys­te­ri­ous dis­ap­pear­ance”—of which ev­ery mem­o­ry is stored with abun­dant ex­am­ple—it is per­ti­nent to note the be­lief of Dr. Hern, of Leipzig; not by way of ex­pla­na­tion, un­less the read­er may choose to take it so, but be­cause of its in­trin­sic in­ter­est as a sin­gu­lar spec­u­la­tion. This dis­tin­guished sci­en­tist has ex­pound­ed his views in a book en­ti­tled Ver­schwinden und Seine The­o­rie, which has at­tract­ed some at­ten­tion, “par­tic­u­lar­ly,” says one writ­er, “among the fol­low­ers of Hegel, and math­e­ma­ti­cians who hold to the ac­tu­al ex­is­tence of a so-called non-Eu­clidean space—that is to say, of space which has more di­men­sions than length, breadth, and thick­ness—space in which it would be pos­si­ble to tie a knot in an end­less cord and to turn a rub­ber ball in­side out with­out ‘a so­lu­tion of its con­ti­nu­ity,’ or in oth­er words, with­out break­ing or crack­ing it.”

			Dr. Hern be­lieves that in the vis­i­ble world there are void places—vac­ua, and some­thing more—holes, as it were, through which an­i­mate and inan­i­mate ob­jects may fall in­to the in­vis­i­ble world and be seen and heard no more. The the­o­ry is some­thing like this: Space is per­vad­ed by lu­minif­er­ous ether, which is a ma­te­ri­al thing—as much a sub­stance as air or wa­ter, though al­most in­fin­ite­ly more at­ten­u­at­ed. All force, all forms of en­er­gy must be prop­a­gat­ed in this; ev­ery process must take place in it which takes place at all. But let us sup­pose that cav­i­ties ex­ist in this oth­er­wise uni­ver­sal medi­um, as cav­erns ex­ist in the earth, or cells in a Swiss cheese. In such a cav­i­ty there would be ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing. It would be such a vac­u­um as can­not be ar­ti­fi­cial­ly pro­duced; for if we pump the air from a re­ceiv­er there re­mains the lu­minif­er­ous ether. Through one of these cav­i­ties light could not pass, for there would be noth­ing to bear it. Sound could not come from it; noth­ing could be felt in it. It would not have a sin­gle one of the con­di­tions nec­es­sary to the ac­tion of any of our sens­es. In such a void, in short, noth­ing what­ev­er could oc­cur. Now, in the words of the writ­er be­fore quot­ed—the learned doc­tor him­self nowhere puts it so con­cise­ly: “A man en­closed in such a clos­et could nei­ther see nor be seen; nei­ther hear nor be heard; nei­ther feel nor be felt; nei­ther live nor die, for both life and death are pro­cess­es which can take place on­ly where there is force, and in emp­ty space no force could ex­ist.” Are these the aw­ful con­di­tions (some will ask) un­der which the friends of the lost are to think of them as ex­ist­ing, and doomed for­ev­er to ex­ist?

			Bald­ly and im­per­fect­ly as here stat­ed, Dr. Hern’s the­o­ry, in so far as it pro­fess­es to be an ad­e­quate ex­pla­na­tion of “mys­te­ri­ous dis­ap­pear­ances,” is open to many ob­vi­ous ob­jec­tions; to few­er as he states it him­self in the “spa­cious vol­u­bil­i­ty” of his book. But even as ex­pound­ed by its au­thor it does not ex­plain, and in truth is in­com­pat­i­ble with some in­ci­dents of, the oc­cur­rences re­lat­ed in these mem­o­ran­da: for ex­am­ple, the sound of Charles Ash­more’s voice. It is not my du­ty to in­due facts and the­o­ries with affin­i­ty.

			
				
					A. B.
				

			
		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. Rough notes of this tale were found among the pa­pers of the late Leigh Bierce. It is print­ed here with such re­vi­sion on­ly as the au­thor might him­self have made in tran­scrip­tion.

			2. The Isle of Pines was once a fa­mous ren­dezvous of pi­rates.
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