Tales of Terror: Gothic and the Short For2022-23.

Week 1 7 Gothic and the Short Form

This is a LECTURE WEEK T Monday 1-2pm see Tabula for location .

Research Aims:

1

1

1

To discuss and try to get a firm grip on key theo
Aimoded and ascertain the relationship between the
Using set prageading (and any extra reading you did!), we will consider @stater the difference between
ATerroro and AHorroro that characterise the works
Drawing on that, we will then perform close readings of a variety of Gothic works (ballads, folklore, ghost
stories, horror talegragments) to consider their form and genre.

Required Critical Reading

Read and annotate thdollowing set critical reading linked toon theSummer Readingiebpagénoodie[total
¢.80pg:

Po&d s R d3pp.];Kilick Chapter lon The Rise of the Talpp.1-37]; Burke on The Sublimeand
Bulwer Lytton on Terror / Horrof9pp]; Botting on Negative Aestheticil9pp.}, llot Gothic and the
Short Story{9pp].

You should come to class prepared to discuss how different éritath contemporaneous to our period and more
moderni have delineatedgeparately,w h a t fishorto means, what iGot hi co n
the relationship between thedawVe are not going to get a definitive answer, but through discussion we will get
closer to a consensus from which we can begin analysing our primary texts.

Feel free to do some wider readingcommendations on TalisAspire.

Required Primary reading

Thestoriesin this pack are from across our periofistudy but the main focus in this session is form and genre
rather than context (which wilhoweverpe central in other sessions)

Considerthem in relation tahe abovecritical reading and crosgsferene.

Here are some elements to take note of to aid discuastahould be used for the whole module:

1 From whatpoint of view is the storybeing told and what is the style (fireside tatemedia resfirst-
person past, firgbersonpresentonmmiscientetc)and how do you think thaffects the atmosphete

1 Note down if it hastructural layers (e.g. a story within a story) and what the different time frames being
used are.

1 Identify what you think makes gothic (e.g. Supernatural eties, moments of suspense, certain tropes

etc)or evenif it is gothic and how it achieves any effestich as suspense, terror, dread etc.

Brief plot summary or print and paste this from an outside source.

1 Does it have any oth@najor themesthat may be seful or are interesting to ydusuch as Gender
stereotypes / transgression; racial issues; weird landseapes|/humanclass issues; religious
persecution etc, medicine/the body, ageing etc.
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Anon. [Anne Bannermanf) T h e

THE PERJURED NUN.

« An! why do grieve and look o wild,
Lord Hénrie, tell it to. ma!

And why do you say you manst wajch till day,
Where, alas! I msy not be?

“ O take me then to the aisle of the tower,
And my fears you shall not see;

My heart shall be still in the midnight aisle
If I may but wateh with thee ;.

40 THE PERJURED NUN.

“ I hate the gloom of the eastern tower,
And its dismal hall I shun;
I have heard it said ’tis.the haunt of the dead,

The haunt of the Perjur'd Nun!”

¢ The Nun! the Nun!-and his cheek grew pale,
But I know you are jesting now;

The dead are at rest and .their' wand'rings past,
And he press'd his livid brow!

¢« The Nun! 'the Nun!...what a dream is this’!
And he shudder'd at the name;
"Tis an idlé tale of a spectre pale,

And his colour went and came!

P e r jfram Bakbs oNwmestition and Chiva¥ernor and Hood, 1802, pp.3948.

THE PERJURED NUN. "

. “ But hear me now!...till the momning light,

-,

Thro’ the dreary, midnight hour;
I must watch alone, at the altar’s stone,

In the aisle of the eastern tower :

*:And urge me not, my own Geraldine !
For it may not, cannot be!

I am doom'd to this, and I may not miss,

“But none must watch with me....

“ Thro' this fated night let the tapers bura

And the lamp on the armed wall;

- «For the light is dim thro’ the window’s brim

“On the roof of the.eastern hall:


https://hdl.handle.net/2027/nyp.33433074851738

42 THE PERJURED NUN.
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« When the clock strikes two, if the tapers burn’

And the lamp on the marble stair ;
You will know by them if [ living am,.

But you may not venture there !

¢ And mark, mark well, when the castle bell:
And the clock ring three and one;
If the lamps expire and the lights retire,,

You may know that my life is gone !

*¢ My own Geraldine! how your heart beats now,
By the blessed God you must swear!

Tho’ the lamps burn dim and you know by them
That my hour of fate i near;

* Tho' the flame goes round with a hissing sound
From the lamp on the marble stair
You must sweax to God, on the holy rood,

That you will not seek me there!

<¢. And hear once more !..at the pausing knell;
When the clock rings deep at four ;

Let your soul be at peace and your watching eease,.

You may lpok for me no more!”

The elack strikes one to the charmed moon,
And poof Geraldine is alone !

Ang the pulses beat, in her heast, in her feet, -
- As the second hour draws on.

- —

44 THE PERJURED NUK.

“It rings ! it rings ! from the sounding tower,
And her heart-pulse stops with fear,
As she turns to gaze where the tapers‘blaze,

But they still are burning clear....

*Yis hush'd again! and the swell is past,
The clotk’s dull knell at two !
~But the hour is to come that seals her doom,

_And the lamps are burning blue.!

Hark! hark! the clock,...'tis the fited hour,
On her listening ear it toll'd.
'The pulse leaps now thro’ her burning brow,
-And her limbs are.deadly cold ;
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Her fingers cling to the closing door,
But the key she scarce can turn!
*Tis the last of the clock ere the bars unlock,

And the lights have ceas'd to burn ! -

She paus'd, she paus'd on the marble stair,
And she gazed wild around ;
She turns to hear, is it hope ? is it fear?

Or a low and measur'd sound !.

It comes! it comes ! with a measur'd step,
From the aisle of the eastern tower;
She would fly to meet, but her stiff'ning feet

Have lost their living power.

% THE PRRJURED NUN.

. .

1t is nearer now | but the sound, the sound,
Ah! why does it move so slow?
She would rush to the stair to meet him there,.

If her heart did not trenble so!..

The blood rush'd back to her clay-cold feet,
And her heart took courage then;
She burst thro’ the dgor to the eastern floor,

To welcome her love again !

But Q! her shriek !..Like the dead from the grave
‘Was the form she had clasp'd around !

And thephantom tarn'dwhere thelamps had bemn'd
And stood on’the marble ground:

THE PERJURED NUN. 37

e —

“¢ You sought not me! cries the hollow voice,

"You came not to welcome me!

Let your watching cease, and depart in peacey
For him yeu shall never see. ...

* For him ! for him, I resign'd my vows,
And the guilt i¢ on my head.
I conld conjure here! but my hour draws near;

And T may not rouse the dead !

- For him ! for him! I forsook my God,

And his soul unblest shall be!
And the sacred blood for man that flow'd,
© Heaven! will it plead for me !



48 THE PERJURED NUN.

I hear a call you can never hear,
And I may not now unfold !
Let your soul beat peace, and your watching cease, .

For his faithless heart is cold !.

¢ The aisle ! the aisle of the eastern tower:
Your feet must ever shun!
For dark and dread is the haunt of the dead,.

The haunt of the Perjur'd Nun!”
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THE WER-WOLF.

BY SUTHERLAND MENZIES.

“ Bisclaveret nd nun en Bretan,
Garwaf I'apelent 1i Norman ;
Tadis le poeit bume oir,
E souent suleit avenir,
Humes plusurs gareal devindrent,
E e boscages meisun tindrent ;
Garualf cet beste salvage.”

HarleianM S. 978., f. 162. .  One of the Lays of Marie (an Anglo-Normanr pecless who wrote
whout the widdle of the thirteenth century), founded on a Breton fable of « Wer-Wolf.

* Lycanthropy"—

1 comprehend ; for, without transformation,
Men become wolves on any slight occasion,”—

Says the noble poet Byron in one of
those discursive stanzas of his most ec-
centric poem—Don Juan,—in which
physics and metaphysics, love and lite-
rature, things sacred and profane, are
so often found jumbled together in
startling juxta-position. And, gentle
reader, in attempting by the accom-
panying tale to illustrate a superstition
which, indubitably of the remotest
origin, has long been involved in much
obscurity, we cannot do better, perhaps,
than give in translation of the above
stanza, the definition of a learned but
anonymous writer who, in the course of
his discussion with Lord Cawdor and
Sir Frederick Madden, has succeeded
in throwing so much additional light
upon the subject of lycanthropy—by
alike stripping off that factitious yet
iml[::ing mantle of glamour with which
it has been at different periods invested,
by a right attribution of the assumed
metamorphosis to its earliest origin,
and by giving a lucid rationale of its
chief bearingsand modifications,ancient
as well as modern.

Lycanthropy then, following such
nuthoritﬁnis “ the transformation of a
human being into a wolf, but still re-
taining many of the attributes of his
ori nature.”

he lycanthropic metamorphosis, as a
superstition, has, in all probability, come
down to us from the Chaldeans and
those nomadic nations who had un-
ceasingly to defend their flocks against
lhe. attacks of wolves; and the terror
which those ferocious beasts spread by
prowling at night round the fold proved
favourable to malefactors, who, assuming

the disguise of furious wolves, were the
better enabled to perpetrate acts of
theft or vengeance. E,:nce, seems to
have been derived a superstition which
has prevailed through all ages and
nations under different names, and sur-
rounded by circumstances and features
more or less strange. Lucian, Pliny,
the ghostly councils, and the skilful
leeches of the middle ages, busied them-
selves by turns with the lycanthropes,
alike in cursing, excommunicating and
curing them.

“ Jt seems,” remarks the before men-
tioned writer, © that wherever there are
natural wolves there are apt to be wer-
mwolves also : and, where there are wer-
wolves, it does really and in
earnest appear that atrabilious patients
take a fancy that they are wolves, and
go about howling and biting, and in
some instances committing cruel acts of
homicide, In all digests of medicine
that malady is regularly described un-
der the name of lycanthropia, and
remedies (in the nature of depletion and
febrifuge) are prescribed for it. Others
regarded a blow of a pitchfork between
the cyes as an infallible specific to cure
that complaint, and in truth there are
few human ailments which such a pre-
scription will not cure. (See Cirano,
cit. Monsieur Ouffle, i. p. 38.) Ishould
prescribe a horsewhip.”

Wer-wolves, according to Verstegan,
were “ certain sorcerers, wll:o having
annoynted their bodyes with an oynt-
menoty:hich the nui? by the instinct
of the devil, putting on a certaine
enchanted girdel, do not only unto the
view of others seeme as wolues, but to
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their own thinking haue both the shape
and nature of wolues, so long as they
weare the said girdel. And they do
dispose the'selues as very wolves, in
wurrying and killing, and most of’ hu-
maine creatures.”® Several forms for
ing these magical unguents so
(l;::mt.ly%nenﬁoned‘g; our worthy old
etymologist, are to be found in Ny-
nauld’s treatise De la Lycanthropiet

« Of such,” he continues, “sundry
haue bin tuken and executed in sundry
partes of Germanie and the Netherlands,
One Pecter Stump for being a wer-
wolf.} and having killed thirteen chil-
dren, two women, and one man, was at
Bedburn, not far from Cullen, in the
yeare 1589 put vnto a very terrible
death, The flesh of divers parts of his
body was pulled out with hot iron
tongs, his arms, thi and legges
broke on a wheel, and his body lastly
burnt. He dyed with great remorce,
desyring that his body might not be
spared from any torment, so his soul
might be saved.”

Homer introduces us to the people
celled Lycians, and to the Lycegenean
Apollo. The plain English of the
former word is wolfish or belonging to
a wolf, and of the latter, begotten by
or else born of a wolf. And in con-
firmation of that meaning it is related
that Apollo gave the name of Lycia to
a country in which he bad sojourned in
the disguise of a wolf, and in that form
slew the Telchines.

It is obvious to suspect that the most
ancient Lycians were proficients in
wer-wolfery.

Ovid, early in his metamorphoses,
tells the story or a certain Lycaon (i. e.
Wolfish), who flourished at the period
immediately preceding the universal
deluge, contributed by his crimes
to provoke that visitation. Asa pun-
ishment for his ferocity he was deprived
by Jupiter of the human form, and
ended his days a wer-wolf.

Mars was represented under the

~ * Restitution of Deeawd Intelligence.

4+ Extase des Sorciers.

+ Wer-wolf is supposed to be an exaet equi-
valent to the Groek word Lycanthropus; were,
boing in Anglo-Saxon @ men (see Gervase of
'l:l’!ibnry. 1. ¢ 15), whenee some derive the were.
o4, or composition money paid for homicide.
Avd it is used to signify a man m
mto a wolf. The Germans express it TWahrwolf,

The Wer-wolf.

[court Mac. &e.

symbol of a wolf, and his anthropo-
morphous effigies were accompanied by
that symbol :—

“ A wolf there stode beforne him at his fete

‘With eyen red and of a man he ete,”

Chancer. The Knyghte'’s Tale. 2040,

The earliest and most remarkable
notice of the superstition, that we find
expressly given in its proper form and
details, is in the account which Hero-
dotus gives of the Neurians. * These

e are very little better than con-
Jurors.  For the Scytha, as well as the
Greeks who are settled in Seythica, say
of them that every Neurian is turned
into a wolf for a few days in each year,
after which he returns to his former
state. I cannot say that I believe it
myself'; but they assert as much, and
are ready to swear it.” Herod. iv,
c. 105,

Pliny and Juvenal were shocked at
the credulity of Greece more than at
that of Italy.

At the banquet of Trimalchion, Ni-
ceros gives the following minute ac-
count of the way in which wer-wolves
were made in Nero's days. “ It hap-
pened that my master was gone to
Capua to dispose of some second-hand
goods. I took the opportunity, and
persuaded the guest to walk with me
to the fifth milestone. He was a valiant
soldier, and a sort of grim water-drink-
ing Pluto. About cockerow, when the
moon was shining as bright as at mid-
day, we came among the monuments.
My friend began adgressing himself to
the stars, but I was neither in a mood
to sing or count the stars ; and, when I
turned to look at him, lo! he had al-
ready stripped himself and laid down
his clothes near him. My heart was in
my nostrils, and I stood like a dead
man, but he circron-minzit vestimenta,
and on the sudden became a wolf. Do
not think I jest; I would not lie for
any man's estate. Buat to return to
what I was saying, when he was be-
come a wolf, he began howling and fled
into the woods. At first 1 hardly knew
where I was; and afterwards, when 1
went to take up his clothes, they were
turned into stone. Who died with fear
but me? Yet I drew my sword and
went cutting the air right and left until
I reached the villa of my sweetheart.
I entered the court yard. I almost
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breathed my last, the sweat ran down
my throat, my eyes were dim, and I
thought I should never recover myself.
My Melissa wondered I was out so late,
and said to me, “ had you come sooner
you might at least have helped us, for a
wolf has entered the farm and wounded
all our cattle; but he had not the best
of the joke for all he escaped, for our
slave run a lance through his neck.”
When I heard this I could not doubt
how it was ; and, as it was clear light.,
I ran home as fast a robbed innkeeper.
When I came to the place where the
clothes had been turned to stone, I
could find nothing except blood. But
when I got home, I found my friend,
the soldier, in bed, bleeding at the neck
like an ox, and a doctor dressing the
wound. I then knew he was a turn-
skin (versipellis) : nor would I ever
have broke bread with him again, no,
not if you had kKilled me.”

In Virgil's time wer-wolves were
made by means of a powerful ointment,
of which we hear nothing in the versi-
pellis of Petronius :—

*“ These poisonous plants for magic use de-
sl

Noblest and best of all the baneful kind,

Old Maris brought me from the Pontic
strand

And culled the mischiefs of a bounteous land.

Smmr;d. with their powerful juices, on the
plain

He howls a wolf among the hungry train.”

Dryden.

“ But,” remarks the writer of the
letter before alluded to, “among the
Greeks and Romans these were either
exotic traditions and practices, or, if
indigenous, the traditions of an age lon
past ; they were not, as I am persuaded,
articles of general belief or practice.”

A curious story of a wer-bear in Rolf
Kraka's Saga is quoted by Sir Walter
Scott, which has some slight features of
reseublance with our our wer-wolf’;
and it is singular that the metamor-
phosis should have been accomplished
by striking the person transformed with
a glove of wolf-skin. In the Volsunga
S.'aga also, cap. 12. we read of the
similar change of Sigmund and Siufroth
mt?) l:'ol\i:;.

. Viaus Magnus, archbishop of Upsala,
in his great work on the (?ondition of
the Northern Nations, takes up the
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cudgels for the wer-wolves, and writes
in this manner. “ Talking of wolves,
I may do well to add, that that species
of them who are transformed from men,
and which Pliny confidently says we
should account false and fabulous, are
to be found in great abundance in the
more northerly countries. The people
of which, although they yearly suffer a
very great loss of cattle by the rapacity
of I&e wolves, think but hittle of in
comparison with the damage done to
them by men converted into wolves,
For every year, on the feast of the Na-
tivity of Christ, a great multitude of
wolves converted out of men, the inha-
bitants of various places, assemble by
night in some states place, which they
have agreed upon among themselves.
And aﬁerwargs, u b;thl:t same night,
e so fier nst men
an nflagomesﬁcanil{nls, th:f:;lepeop[e
suffer more detriment from them than
from true and natural wolves. For it
is ascertained that they will attack the
houses of men who live in the wood-
lands, and try to break open the doors
in order to devour both man and beast.
They enter the beer cellars, and will
drink up several barrels of beer and
honey-mead, and then they gile up the
empty barrels one at top of the other in
the middle of the cellar, in whick par-
ticular they differ from natural and
genuine wolves. The place in which
those wolves happen to sleep on that
night is accounted prophetic by the
people of the country ; for if any one of
them suffer any mishap on that spot,
such as the overturn of a carriage or
tumbling into the snow, they are fully
rsuaded that he will die in that year,
E:ving experienced the truth of it
during a long course of time."”

When Gervase of Tilbury flourished
(which was in the reign of Ienry IL
and Richard L) the extirpation of
British wolves was very far from being
complete, so that strong vestiges of this
superstition were yet in our island.
“ We have frequently seen,” he says,
“men in England transformed into
wolves for the s of a lunar month,
and such people are called Gerulphs by
the French and wer-wolves by the
English."*

®* Otia Tmper. Dec. 1. e 15, p. 895,

e ve-saw _ZryTEegy

———
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Camden, in his notice of the county
Tipperary, says they have “ a report of
men turned every year into wolves,”
but adds, that he accounts it fabulous.

Two Frenchmen or Bur, ians, by
name Pierre Burgot and Michel Ver-
dun, were convicted inthe archbishopric
of Besancon of having travested them-
selves into wolves by means of an cint-
ment the devil gave them, and of having
attacked both men and herds; they
were publicly burnt to death in the
year 1521. They made confession of
their guilt, which was li]:::]isc accom-

i very singular arations.
P“f:‘ lillz ma{mer the parliament of
Dole, on the 18th of January, 1574,
condemned one Giles Garnier to be
burnt for renouncing God, and swearing
never to serve any but the devil, and
turning himself into a wolf. It was
observed that persons of the name of
Garnier or Grenier were usually wer-
wolves ; “the name was, as it were,
fatal.”

Besides these proceedings there were
condemnations for the same crime at
Constance under the Emperor Sigis-
mund, at Orleans in 1583. in the Par-
liament of Rennes in 1598, and (says
M. Pierre de Lancre) at Grenoble in
this present year, 1603. He also men-
tions, on the authority of Salviani, that
the wer-wolves were upon one occasion
so troublesome at Constantinople that it
was found n to callout the Janis-
saries. Blois was remarkable above all
other parts of France for its Loupgaroux ;
because, although other places had them
also, ll'ac%had other popular credulities,
but the Blaisiens were entirely devoted
to that one. It was supposed that wer-
wolves had a deadly enmity to witches,
m illustration of which De Lancre re-
lates the following anecdote :— a cer-
tain lycanthrope was convicted of tear-
ing a horse to pieces upon such clear
cvidence that he could not deny the
fact, but excused himself by saying that
the accident happened as he was en-
deavouring to m witch, who had
taken refuge under the horse’s belly in
the shape of a butterfly.”

Jean Grenier, 2 young wer-wolf onl
thirteen years old, whom M. de Lacre
had himeelf interrogated, and the only
one who was ever pardoned in France,
frankly avowed that he delighted in

[couRT MaG. &e.

eatmg children, and especially girls.
He declared that he had taken to the
woods in obedience to the orders of
M. de la Forest, a black man of gigantic
stature, whose breath was cold. When
asked what he had done with his wolf’s-
gkin and his pot of ointment, he said
they were chez M. de la Forest, who
sent them to him whenever he wanted
them. The poor fanatic even
maintained that De la Forest had been
twice to visit him at the convent of
Franciscans where he was detained.*

Gille Garnier of Dole was also in the
same story, and said that he had always
considered M. de la Forest as his mas-
ter. That personage is supposed to be
the same tall black man, who is called
Le Grand Veneur, and who crossed the

th of the Count de Soissons out a

unting in the Forest of Fontainbleau,
in 1559. See Pierre Matthieu Histoire
de France, p. 155.

The same ideas were prevalent in
France, and even at Paris so late, as the
earlier part of the eighteenth century.
The « Histoire des Imaginations de
M. Ouffle,” is an ingenious and pleasant
satire, written by the Abbé Bordelon
(a.n. 1712) in imitation of Cervantes,
and analagous to our spiritual and fe-
male Quixotes ; only instead of metho-
dism and romance, cabalism and magi
were the fashionable extravagancies
which it was intended to correct. The
most amusing is where M.
Ouffle imagines himself to be turned
into a wolf, and runs howling upon all
fours through the streets of Paris. Part
1.,¢3,4,5,6.

France was disturbed about the be-
ginning of the last century by a famous
wolf called La Béte de Gevaudan, which
after being in vain pursued by thousands
of the people, was at last slain by a
Monsieur Antoine, porte-arquebuse du
Roi. (See Grimm’s Correspondence.)
“ I remember,” says our oft-quoted an-
thority, “to have seen an engraving in
which that animal was represented de-
vouring a girl, and subscribed Lyco-
pardus Parthenophagus, vulgo La Béte
de Gevaudan. Parthenophagy, or a
peculiar delight in the flesh of girls, is
an enormity of the lycanthropes and

* Lanere, Inconsance des Mauvais Anges,
p. 209, 309, &e.

10
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not of wolves ; from which we may in-
fer in what light the people of the Ge-
vaundan regarded that famous beast.”

“ With regard to the su forms
of these wer-wolves,” says Sir F. Mad-
den, and whether they differed from
those of natural wolves, I have searched
many writers without much success,
but Boguet informs us, that in 1521
three sorcerers were executed, who con-
fessed they had often been Loupsgarouz,
and killed many persons. A painting
was made to commemorate the fact, in
which these wer-wolves were each re-

nted with a knife in his right paw.
his picture, we are told, was preserved
in the church of ;he mein:l'n at Pgu-
igny in Burgundy. One distinctive
m, howevef,u of { wer-wolf is said to
have been the absence of a tail; yet
this does not seem to correspond with
the vulgar notions on the subject, since
in the wooden cut prefixed to the pro-
logue of the prose translation of < Wil-
liam and the Wer-wolf,’* representing
the wer-wolf ing off the infant
prince of Palermo, there certainly ap-
pears a tail of due proportions.”

“1 do not believe,” says Lancre (and

these appear to be the only two things

* The MS. from which the above-mentioned
prose translation has been made, is a moderate
sized folio, written on vellum soon after the
middlo of the 14th century, snd consisting of
130 folios, 82 of which are occupied by the ro-
manoe. It was formerly in the possession of
Dr. Glynve, Senior Fellow of King's College,
Cambridge, and is now in the library of that an-
cieot and learned society. It was long kept from
the light; for the worthy doctor being hotly en-
gaged in the controversy respecting the parch-
ments fabricated by the unfortanato Chattoerton,
of which he was then possessor, and the character
of the writing of the MS. tonding to refute the
wenaineness of those attributed to the Monk of
Bristol, the doctor, a sturdy Rowleyian, pru-
dontly locked the treasure up.  As to the au-
thorship of the poom in its present shape, no
iafo_vnat}on can be pained.  All we know on the
sabject is from the writer of the MS., who tells
s be translated it from the French at the com-
mand of Humphrey de Bohan, Fari of Hereford,
first cousin to King Edward IIL ; born 1335,
died 1361.  We aro therefors enabled to fix the
tate of the composition of the English romance
with suflicient aceuracy, nor shall we greatly err
if we refor it to the year 1350. At present the
catalogues of MS. in England have boen searchod
in vain for the poem, and in France, on a similar
tnquiry being made, only one copy has been dis-

covered, preserved in tho Bibliotheque de I'Ar-
senal at Paris,
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which he did not believe), with Wierus,
that, whoever eats the brains of a bear,
will fancy he is 2 bear; and still less,
what Boguet pretends, that the devil
sometimes teaches women to become
she-wolves, alleging that one Frances
Secrestain was suspected of it: (Ta-
bleau de I'Inconstance des Mauvais
Anges). Nevertheless, upon the an-
thority of the said Boguet (the judge
who tried them), the cases of four wo-
;nen who were convicted and burnt for

canthropy in the year 1598, upon
tieir owny eonfeuioz, and with g:n-
doubted justice, as far as the crime of
Killing children was concerned ; and of
another woman who was killed in the
JSorm ﬁ: wolf by one Bénoit Bidel :
H. Boguet, Discours des Sorciers.)
28 b!:x:‘t’f liln his zeal ﬁ:lr the sex,

ve 5 efully misquoted Boguet,
when he represented %im as relying
upon only one case, and that a case of
mere suspicion. “I do, however, ad-
here to the belief,” says our anony-
mous letter-writer, “that it is not pro-
perly a part of female witcheraft, but
a part of the martial orgies of the Scy-
thians ; and that, however women may
have been found among the wretched
melancholics whose minds were thus
deluded in France, they had no part in
the national and religious wolfery of
the Neurians, Arcadians, Lithuanians,
&c. We have even seen, in the fore-
going remarks, that a wer-wolf was sup-

to detest a witch.

Infine, theseanthropophagal men, who,
solitary and furious, wander by night,
bearing more or less the characteristic
signs of their wolfish nature, whether
it be by the head, the hair, the paws or
the tail, are yet to be heard of| it seems,
in several of anc:li and Berri
preserves this tradition in all its pristine
vigour, attaching as it does to tht.?:heep,
which constitute the principal wealth
of that ignorant province.

Having thus far, in our introductory
and somewhat hasty sketch of this very

ingular superstition, discovered traces
of its existence even down to a period
so recent, let us (first proffering due
acknowledgment to the above quoted
authorities, especially to the erudite
but anonymous bibliophile, of whose
name we are sorry to remain ignorant)
proceed to our illustrative tale.
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was impossible to do the work ; for it was not
the old man who vexed me, but his Evil Eye.
And every morning, when the day broke, 1
went boldly into his uhamhem l:ll', and spoke ﬁﬁhﬂfm
usly to him, nnl.l.l.ug ¥ name in a
E::B, md mquiring ow he had passed the
night. see he would have been a very
pro!’unaﬂ ol man, indeed, to sus dpwt that every
n.LEll;t }uat at twelve, I looked in upen him

'{Ipnn the Elgh‘l]: night I was more than usu-
ally cantious in opening the door. A wateh's
minute-hand moves more qumk]f than did mine,
Never, before that night, had ﬁ?ﬁ the extent
of my own powers— of my sagacity. I eould
searcely contain my feelings of triumph. To

think that there T was, opening the door, little

by little, and the old man not even to dream of
my seeret deeds or thoughts. 1 fairly chuckled
at the idea. And aps the old man heard
me ; for he moved in the bed suddenly, as if
startled. Now you may think that drew
back —baot no. His room was as black as
piteh with the thick darkness, (for the shutters
were close fastened, through fear of robbers, )
and so I kngw tha he could not see the opening
of the door, and 1 kept on pushing it steadily,
steadily.

1 had got my head in, und was about to epen
the lantern, when my thumh slipped upon the
tin fa.a‘tanmg, and the old man apran%r up in the
bed, erying out — * Who'’s there?’

I kept quite still and said nothing. For an-
other hour T did not move a musele, and in the
meantime I did not hear the old man lie dt}wn.
He was still sitting up in the bed, listeni

just as I have done, night after night, heaﬁtan—
ing to the death-watches in the wall,

nﬁ-‘reaaml T heard a slicht groan, and 1 knew
that it was tha groan of mortal terror. It was
not a groan of pain, or of grief—oh, no!—
it was the low, stifled gound that arises from
the bottom of the soul when mﬂr&harged with
awe. 1 knew the sound well. Many a night,
Just at mlénlght when all the world slept, ]::ﬁ:as
welled up from my own bosom, deepening, with
its dreadlul echo, the terrors that distracted me.
1 say I knew it we]l Iknawwhar&m old man
ﬁit, and him, although T ehnck!aﬂ at
I knew that he had wgulg a.wﬂta
amr ni.nee the first nhght noise,
tarned in the bed. His fears had haan, ﬂ?er
sinee, growing upon him. He had been

to ﬁm&y ﬂmm causeless, bat could not. Ha.

had been saying to himself — Tt is nuthihg
but the wind in the chilmmy—:t is onl

mumerbmin{imﬂn&r“ or *it is mere n
cricket which has made a single chirp.” Yes,
he had been trying fo himself with
these su ions; but he had found all m
vain. A¥ in vain ’bsmmdmth in approac
ing the old man, hadsﬂikeﬁwn&hwm
shadow before’ him, u.n& the shadow had now
reached and en
the mournful influence of the unp
dow that caused him to feel —

sha-
ﬂ{hmgl:r he

‘the vietim. And it wa:u‘_

neither saw nor heard m&——mfwt the pres-

'anwofm hea.dmthmtﬁamam
had waited a long time, - pa-
mu.nlw own,

{Nmthmt hearing the
ed to uﬁ a linle—a very, very little
ereﬂaain the lantern. So I opened :t—-m
cannot imagine how stealthily, stealthily —
at , asingle dim ray, like the thread o
the spider, shot from out the crevice and fell
full upon the vulture eye.

It was open — wide, mﬂe
furious as gm‘d ] saw it with
Ibatd.mhnmm a duﬂ blue, with a h
ous veil over it that chilled the very marrow in

ghunesg but 1 eould see nothing else of the

man’s face or person ; for | had directed the
ray, as if by instinet, premasly upon the damned

spot.

And now— have I not told you that what
you mistake for madness iz but bver acuteness
of the senses! — now, I say, there came to my
ears a low, dull, quick sound —much such a
sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton.
I knew that sound well, too. It was the beat-
ing of the old man's ‘heart, Tt increased my
fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the

soldier into mm%e

But aran et I refrained and kept still. T
{ thed. T held the lantern motion-
less. tneﬂ how steadily 1 could maintain the
ﬁy upon the eye. Meantime the hellish tattoo
the heart increased. It grew quicker, aﬁ

louder and louder every instant. The old
man's terror must have been extreme ! Tt grew
louder, 1 say, louder every moment : —do you

"—mdlgmw

mark me well? 1 have told you thmIm:ﬁﬁ:«
muh_:—aul"a.m. And now, EI; ‘the dead hour
of ni and amid the d:eaﬂful ﬂﬁhﬂuﬂ of

that hucnsa,mmngumsmthmnﬁﬂ
me to uncontrollable wrath. Yet, for some
minutes langar, 1 refrained and still.
the Eestmg gww lbudm', W- I .
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The Truth, the Whole Truth, and Wothing but
the Truth.

By tug Avroow or “Comeri ur A8 A Frowse”

Mzs, Dz Wyxt 1o Mns, MoxtrEson,
“ 18, Eccleston Square,
“ May 5th.

- %My prarest Ceemms,

“Talk of the friendships of Orestes and Pylades, of Julie and
Cluire, what are they to owrs? Did Pylades ever go venfre a terre,
linlf over London on n day more broiling than any but an dme
damndée could even imagine, in order that Orestes might be comfort-
ubly housed for the season? Did Claive ever hold sweet converse
with from fifty to one hundred house agents, in order that Julie
might have three windows to her drawing-room and a pretty portiere.
You see I am determined not to be done ont of my full meed of
gratitude.

“ Well, my friend, I had no idea till yesterday how closely we were
packed in this great smoky bee-hive, as tightly as herrings in a barrel.
Don’t be frightened, however. By dint of squeezing and crowding,
we have managed to make room for two more herrings in our barrel,
und those two are yourself and your other self, .. your husband.
Let me begin at the beginning., After having looked over, I verily
belieye, every undesirable residence in West London ; after having seen
nothing intermediate between what was suited to the means of a duke,
and what was suited to the needs of a chimney-sweep ; after having
felt bed-ticking, and explored kitchen ranges till my brain reeled
under my accumulated experience, I arrived at about half-past five
yesterday afternoon at 32, —— Street, May Fair.

““Fuilure No. 253, I don’t doubt,’ I said to myself, as I toiled
up the steps with my soul athirst for afternoon tea, and feeling as ill-
tempered as you please. So much for my spirit of prophecy. Fate,
I have noticed, is often fond of contradicting us flat, and giving the
lie to our little predictions. Once inside, I thought I had got into o
small compartment of Heaven by mistake. Fresh as a daisy, clean as
u cherry, bright as a Seraph’s face, it is all these, and a hundred more,
only that my limited stock of similes is exhausted. Two drawing-
rooms as pretty as ever woman crammed with people she did not care
two straws about ; white curtains with rose-coloured ones underneath,
{ostooned in the sweetest way; marvellously, émmorally becomir .
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my dear, as I ascertained entively for your benefit, in the mirrors, of
which there are about a dozen and a half ; Persian mats, easy chairs,
and lounges suited to every possible physical conformation, from the
Apollo Belvedere to Miss Biffin; and a thousand of the important
little trivialities that make up the sum of a woman’s life: ormolu
garden gates, handleless cups, naked boys and décolleté shepherdesses ;
not to speak of a family of china pugs, with blue ribbons round their
necks, which cught of themselves to have added fifty pounds a year
to the rent. Apropos, I asked, in fear and trembling, what the rent
might be—* three hundred pounds a year’ A feather would have
knocked me down. I could hardly believe my ears, and made the
woman repeat it several times, that there might be no mistake. To
this hounr it is a mystery to me.

“With that snspiciousness, which is so characteristic of you, yon
will immediately begin to hint that there must be some terrible un-
accountable smell, or some odious inexplicable noise hannting the
reception rooms. Nothing of the kind, the woman assured me, and
she did not look as if she were telling stories. You will next suggest—
remembering the rose-coloured curtains—that its last occupant was
a member of the demi-monde. Wrong again. Its last occupant was
an elderly and unexceptionable Indian officer, without a liver, and
with a most lawful wife. They did not stay long, it is true, but then,
as the housekeeper told me, he was a deplorable old hypochondrine, who
never could bear to stay a fortnight in any one place. So lay aside
that scepticism, which is your hesetting sin, and give unfeigned
thanks to St. Brigitta, or 8t. Gengulpha, or 8t. Catherine of Sienna,
or whoever is your tutelar saint, for having provided yon with a

at the cost of o hovel, and for having sent you such an
mvaluable friend as
“ Your attached,

“Erizapera De Wyxr,”

“PS,—I am so sorry I shall not be in town to witness your first
raptures, hut dear Artie looks so pale and thin and tall after the
hooping-congh, that I am sending him off at once to the sen, and as I
cannot bear the child out of my sight, I am going into banishment
likewise,”

Mas, Moxrresor To Mns. D Wyxr,
%32, —— Street, May Fair,
“ May 14ih.
“DeAnest Bessy,
“Why did not dear little Artie defer his hooping-cough con-
valescence, &e., till August? It is very odd, to me, the perverse way
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in which children always fix upon the most inconvenient times and
seasons for their diseases. Here we are installed in our Paradise, and
have searched high and low, in every hole and corner, for the serpent,
without succeeding in catching a glimpse of his spotted tail. Most
things in this world are disappointing, but 32, —— Street, May Fair,
is not. The mystery of the rent is still a mystery. I have been
for my first ride in the Row this morning: my horse was a little
fidgety ; I am balf afraid that my nerve is not what it was. I saw
heaps of people I knew. Do you recollect Florence Watson? What
n wealth of red hair she had last year! Well, that same wealth is
black as the raven’s wing this year! I wonder how pedple can make
such walking impositions of themselves, don't you? Adela comes to
us next week ; I am so glad. Tt is dull driving by oneself of an after-
noon ; and I always think that one young woman alone in a brougham,
or with only a dog beside her, does not look good. | We sent round onx
cards a fortnight before we came up, and have been already deluged
with callers. Considering that we have been two years exiled from
civilized life, and that London memories are not generally of the
longest, wo shall do pretty well, I think. Ralph Gordon came to see
me on Sunday ; he is in the ——th Hussars now. He has grown up
such a dear fellow, and so good-looking! Just my style, large and
fair and whiskerless! DMost men nowadays make themselves as like
monkies, or Scoteh terriers, as they possibly can. I intend to be quite
a mother to him. Dresses are gored to as indeeent an extent as ever ;
short skirts are rampant. I am so sorry; I hate them. They make
tall women look Jank, and short ones insignificant. A knock! Peace
is a word that might as well be expunged from one’s London dic-
tionary.

S “Yours affectionately,
# Croruia MoxTreson,”

Mrs, De Wynt 10 Mis, MoxTreson,

“The Lord Warden, Dover,

“ May 18th.
“ Dearest Cromuia,

“You will perceive that I am about to devote only one small
sheet of note-paper to you. This is from no dearth of time, Heaven
knows ! time is a drug in the market here, but from a total dearth of
ideas. Any ideas that I ever have, come to me from without, from
external objects; I am not clever enough to generate any within
myself. My life here is not an eminently suggestive one. It is spent
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in digging with a wooden spade, and eating prawns, Those are my
employments, at least ; my relaxation is going down to the Pier, to see
the Calais boat come in. When one is miserable oneself, it is decidedly
consolatory to see some one more miserable still ; and wretched, and
bored, and reluctant vegetable as I am, I am not sea-sick. I always
feel my spirits rise after having seen that peevish, draggled procession of
blue, green and yellow fellow-Christians file past me. There is & wind
here always, in comparison of which the wind that behaved so violently
to the corners of Job's house was a mere zephyr. There are heights
to climb which require more daring perseverance than ever Wolfe dis-

layed, with his paltry heights of Abraham. There are glaring white
gouses, glaring white roads, glaring white clifis. If any one knew how
unpatriotically I detest the chalk-cliffs of Albion! Having grumbled
through my two little pages—I have actually been reduced to writing
very large in order to fill even them—I will send off my dreary little
billet. How I wish I could get into the envelope myself too, and whirl
up with it to dear, beautiful, filthy London. Not more heavily could
Madame de Staél have sighed for Paris from among the shades of
Coppet.

“Your disconsolate Bessy.”

Mgs. Moxtresor 1o Mrs, De Wy,
« 32, —— Street, May Fair,
“ May 271h.
“Oh, my dearest Bessy, how I wish we were out of this dread-
ful, dreadful house! Please don’t think me very ungrateful for saying
this, after your taking such pains to provide us with a Heaven upon
earth, as you thought.

“What has happened could, of course, have been neither foretold,
nor guarded against, by any human being. About ten days ago,
Benson (my maid) came to me with a very long face, and said, * If you
please, ’m, did you know that this house was haunted ”” I was so
startled : you know what a coward I am. I said, ‘ Good Heavens !
No! isit? *Well, 'm, I'm pretty nigh sure it is,’ she said, and the
expression of her countenance was about as lively as an undertaker’s ;
and then she told me that cook had been that morning to order
in groceries from a shop in the neighbourhood, and on her giving the
man the direction where to send the things to, he had said, with
a very pecular smile, ‘ No. 32, —— Street, eh? h'm ! T wonder how
long yowl stand it ; last lot held out just a fortnight.” He looked so
odd that she asked him what he meant, but he only said ‘Oh!

16



344 THE TRUTH, THE WHOLE TRUTH,

nothing ; only that parties never did stay long at 32. He had known
parties go in one day, and out the next, and during the last four years
he had never known any remain over the month. Feeling a good
deal alarmed by this information, she naturally inquired the reason;
but he declined to give i, saying that if she had not found it out for
herself, she had much better leave it alone, as it would only frighten
her out of her wits ; and on her insisting and urging him, she could
only extract from him, that the house had such a villanously bad
name, that the owners were glad to let it for a mere song. You know
how firmly I believe in apparitions, and what an unutterable fear
I have of them ; anything material, tangible, that I can lay hold of—
anything of the same fibre, blood, and bone as myself, I could, I think,
confront bravely enough; but the mere thought of being brought
face to face with the ‘bodiless dead,’ makes my brain unsteady.
The moment Henry came in, I ran to him, and told him; but
he pooh-poohed the whole story, laughed at me, and asked whether
we should turn out of the prettiest house in London, at the very
height of the season, because a grocer said it had a bad name. Most
good things that had ever been in the world had had a bad name
in their day; and, moreover, the man had probably a motive for
taking away the house’s character, some friend for whom he coveted
the charming situation and the low rent. He derided my *babyish
fears,’ as he called them, to such an extent that I felt half ashamed,
and yet not quite comfortable, either ; and then came the usual rush
of London engagements, during which one has no time to think
of anything but how to speak, and act, and look for the moment then
present. Adela was to arrive yesterday, and in the morning our
weekly hamper of flowers, fruit, and vegetables arrived from home, I
always dress the flower-vases myself, servants are so tasteless; and as
I was arranging them, it occurred to me—you know Adela’s passion
for flowers—to carry up one particular cornucopia of roses and mig-
nonette and set it on her toilet-table, as a pleasant surprise for her.
As I came downstairs, I had seen the housemaid—a fresh, round-faced
country girl—go into the room, which was being prepared for Adela,
with & pair of sheets that she had been airing over her arm, I went
upstairs very slowly, as my cornucopin was full of water, and I was
afraid of spilling some. I turned the handle of the bedroom-door and
entered, keeping my eyes fixed on my flowers, to see how they bore
the transit, and whether any of them had fallen out. Suddenly a sort
of shiver passed over me; and feeling frightened—I did not know
why—I looked up quickly. The girl was standing by the bed, leaning
forward a little with her hands clenched in each other, rigid, every
nerve tense; her eyes, wide open, starting out of her head, and a look
of unutterable stony horror in them ; her cheeks and mouth not pale,
but livid as those of one that died awhile ago in mortal pain. As
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1 looked at her, her lips moved 2 little, and an awful hoarse voice, not
like hers in the least, said, * Oh! my God, I have seen it!" and then
she fell down suddenly, like o log, with a heavy noise. Hearing the
noila,loudlyaudibledlthmughthothinwdhmdﬁoonofnlnnd?n
home,Bensoneamerunningin,andbetweenuswemmgedto}xft
her on to the bed, and tried to bring her to herself by rubbing
her feet and hands, and holding strong salts to her nostrils. And all
the while we kept glancing over our shoulders, in a vague cold terror
of seeing some awful, shapeless apparition. Two long hours she lay
in a state of utter unconsciousness. Meanwhile Harry, who had been
down to his club, returned. At the end of the two hours we succeeded
in bringing her back to sensation and life, but only to make the awfal
discovery that she was raving mad. She became so violent that it
required all the combined strength of Harry and Phillips (our butler)
to hold her down in the bed. Of course, we sent off’ instantly for a
doctor, who, on her growing a little calmer towards evening, removed
her in a cab to his own house. He has just been here to tell me that
she is now pretty quiet, not from any return to sanity, but from sheer
exhaustion. We are, of course, utterly in the dark as to what she
saw, and her ravings ave far too disconnected and unintelligible to
afford us the slightest clue, I feel o completely shattered and upset
by this awful occurrence, that you will excuse me, dear, I'm sure, if T
write incoherently. One thing, I need hardly tell you, and that is,
that no earthly consideration would induce me to allow Adela to
occupy that terrible room, I shudder and run by quickly as I pass
the door.
“Yours, in great agitation,
“ Cremia,”

Mres. De Wyxt 10 Mns. MoNTRESOR,

“The Lord Warden, Dover,

“ May 28¢h,
“ Dearest Crernia,

“Yours just come; how very dreadful! Dut I am still un-
convineed as to the house being in fanlt. You know I feel a sort of
godmother to it, and responsible for its good behaviour. Don’t yon
think that what the girl had might have been a fit? Why not? I
myself have a cousin who is subject to seizures of the kind, and
immediately on being attacked his whole body becomes rigid, his eyes
glassy and staring, his complexion livid, exactly as in the case you
describe,  Or, if not a fit, are you sure that she has not been subject
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to fits of madness? Please be sure and ascertain whether there is
not insanity in her family, It is so common now-a-days, and so
much on the increase, that nothing is more likely. You know my
utter disbelief in ghosts. I am convinced that most of them, if run
to earth, would turn out about as genuine as the famed Cock Lane
one. But even allowing the possibility, nay, the actual unquestioned
existence of ghosts in the abstract, is it likely that there should be
anything to be seen so horribly fear-inspiring, as to send a perfectly
sane person in one instant raving mad, which you, after three weeks'
residence in the house, have never eaught a glimpse of ? According
to your hypothesis, your whole household ought, by this time, to be
stark, staring mad. Let me implore you not to give way to & panie
which may, possibly, probably prove utterly groundless. Oh, how I
wish I were with you, to make you listen to reason! Artie ought to
be the best prop ever woman’s old age was furnished with, to indem-
nify me, for all he and his hooping-cough have made me suffer,
Write immediately, please, and tell me how the poor patient progresses.
Oh, had I the wings of a dove! T ghall be on wires till I hear
again,
“Yours,
“Brssv.”

Mgrs. MoxtrESOoR 10 M=rs. De Wyxr,
“No. 5, Bolton Street, Piccadilly,

“« June 12th.
“ Deanest Bessy,

“You will see that we have left that terrible, hateful, fatal
house. How I wish we had escaped from it sooner! Oh, my dear
Bessy, I shall never be the same woman again if I live to be a
hundred. Let me try to be coherent, and to tell you connectedly
what has happened. Andﬁut,astothohounemmd,shehubeen
removed to a lunatic asylum, where she remains in much the same
state. She has had several lucid intervals, and during them has been
closely, pressingly questioned as o what it was she saw; but she has
maintained an absolute, hopeless silence, and only shudders, moans,
and hides her face in her hands when the subject is broached. Thm
days ago I went to see her, and on my return was sitting ;
tbednmng-mom,befomgomgtodressfordmnerhlhngtoAdsh
about my visit, when Ralph Gordon walked in. He has always been
walking in the last ten days, and Adela has always flushed up and
looked happy, poor little cat, whenever he made his appearance. He
looked very handsome, dear fellow, just come in from the park in a
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coat that fitted like a second skin, lavender gloves, and a gardenia.
He seemed in tremendous spirits, and was as scoptical as even yon
could be, as to the ghostly origin of Sarah's seizure, *Let me come
here to-night and sleep in that room; do, Mrs. Montresor,’ he said,
looking very eager and excited, ‘with the gas lit and a poker, I'll
engage to exorcise every demon that shows his ugly nose; even if T
should find

Seven white ghostisses

Sitting on seven white postisses,

““You don’t mean really? I asked, incredulonsly. ‘Don’t I?
that's a.ll,' he answered, emphatically. T should like nothing better.
Well, is”it a bargain?" Adela turned quite pale. “Oh, don't,’ she
said, hurriedly, ¢please, don’t; why should you run such a risk ?
How do you know that you might not be sent mad too? He
laughed very heartily, and coloured a little with pleasure at seeing
the interest she took in his safety. *Never fear,” he said, ¢it would
take more than a whole squadron of departed ones, with the old
gentleman at their head, to send me crazy.’ He was so eager, o
persistent, so thoroughly in earnest, that I yielded at last, though
with a certain strong reluctance to his entreaties. Adela’s blue eyes
ﬁlledmthtean,mdshawalkedawayhdﬂytothemmnmyand
stood picking bits of heliotrope to hide them. Nevertheless, Ralph
got his own way; it was so difficult to refuse him anything. We
gave up all our engagements for the evening, and he did the same
with his. At about ten o'clock he arrived, accompanied by a friend
and brother officer, Captain Burton, who was anxious to see the resnlt
of the experiment. ‘Let me go up at once,’ he said, looking very
happy and animated. ‘Idon’thowwhenlhavoﬁeltmsuchgood
tune; a new sensation is a luxury not to be had every day of one
lifo;twntheguupashighuitwﬂlgo;pmvideugoodstmt
poker, and leave the issue to Providence and me.” We did as he bid.
“It's all ready now,’ Henry, said, coming downstairs after having
obeyed his orders; ‘ the room is nearly as light as day. Well,good
luokto you, old follow ! ‘Good-bye, Miss Bruce,” Ralph said, going
over to Adels, and taking her hand with a look,halflnuglung half
sentimental —

Fare thee well, and if for ever,
Then for ever, fave thee well,

thatismylutdyingspeechmdoonfeuion. Now mind,’ he went on,
standing by the table, and us all; “if I ring once, don’t
come, Imaybeﬂumad and lay hold of the bell without thinking;
if T ring twice, come. Then he went, jumping up the stairs three
steps at a time, and humming a tune. As for us, we sat in different
attitudes of expectation and listening about the drawing-room. At first
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we tried to talk a little, but it would not do; our whole souls seemed
to have passed into our ears. The'clock’s ticking sounded as loud as
u great church bell close to one’s ear. Addy lay on the sofa, with
her dear little white face hidden in the cushions. 8o we sat for
exactly an hour ; but it seemed like two years, and just as the clock
began to strike eleven, a sharp ting, ting, ting rang clear and shrill
through the house. “Let us go,” said Addy, starting up, and running
to the door. ‘Let us go,’ I cried too, following her. But Captain
Burton stood in the way, and intercepted om-&m1 ‘No," he
said, decisively, ‘yon must not go; remember on told us dis-
tinetly, if he rang once nof to come. I know the sort of fellow he is,
and that nothing would annoy him more than having his directions

“¢QOh, nonsense I' Addy cried, passionately, ¢ he wonld never have
rung if he had not seen something dreadful ; do, do let us go!” she
ended, clasping her hands. But she was overruled, and we all went
our seats, Ten minutes more of suspense, next door to unen-
I felt a lump in my throat, a gasping for breath ;—ten
minutes on the clock, but a thousand centuries on our hearts. Then
again, loud, sudden, violent the bell rang! We made a simultaneous
rush to the door. T don’t think we were one second flying upstai
Addy was first. Almost simultaneously meandlbnrstmtotho
room. Therehewas,shnﬂmgmthemddleoftheﬂoor,ngu!,
petrified, with that same look—that look that is burnt into my heart

stiffly before him, he groaned in a terrible husky voice, ¢ Oh, my God,
I have seen it!" and fell down dead. Yes, dead. Not in a swoon or
in a fit, but dead. Vainly we tried to bring back the life to that
strong young heart ; it will never come back again till that day when
the carth and the sea give up the dead that are therein. I cannot
see the page for the tears that are blinding me; he was such a dear
fellow! I can’t write any more to-day.

“Yonr broken-hearted Croria.”
This is a true story.
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Tue Reverend Murdoch Soulis was long minister of the moorland parish
of Balweary, in the vale of Dule. A severe, bleak-faced old man,
dreadful to his hearers, he dwelt in the last years of his life, without re-
lative or servant or any human company, in the small and lonely manse
under the Hanging Shaw. In spite of the iron composure of his fea-
tures, his eye was wild, scared, and uncertain ; and when he dwelt, in
private admonitions, on the future of the impenitent, it seemed as if his
eye pierced through the storms of time to the terrors of eternity. Many
young persous, coming to prepare themselves against the season of the
Holy Communion, were dreadfully affected by his talk. He had a sermon
on 1st Peter, v. and Sth, “ The devil as a roaring lion,” on the Sunday
after every seventeenth of August, and he was accustomed to surpass
himself upon that text both by the appalling nature of the matter and
the terror of his bearing in the pulpit. The children were frightened
into fits, and the old looked more than usually oracular, and were, all
that day, full of those hints that Hamlet deprecated. The manse itself,
where it stood by the water of Dule among some thick trees, with the
Shaw overhanging it on the one side, and on the other many cold,
moorish hilltops rising towards the sky, had begun, at a very early period
of Mr. Soulis’s ministry, to be avoided in the dusk howrs by all who
valued themselves npon their prudence; and gudemen sitting at the
clachan alehouse shook their heads together at the thought of passing
late by that uncanny neighbourhood. There was one spot, to be more
particnlar, which was regarded with especial awe. The manse stood
between the high road and the water of Dule, with a gable to each;
its back was towards the kirktown of Balweary, nearly half a mile
away; in front of it, a bare garden, hedged with thorn, occupied
the land between the river and the road. The house was two stories
high, with two large rooms on each. It opened not directly on the
garden, but on a causewayed path, or passage, giving on the road on the
one hand, and closed on the other by the tall willows and elders that
bordered on the stream, And it was this strip of causeway that enjoyed
among the young parvishioners of Balweary so infamous a reputation.
The minister walked there often after dark, sometimes groaning aloud in
the instancy of his unspoken prayers; and when he was from home, and
the manse door was locked, the more daring schoolboys ventured, with
beating hearts, to “ follow my leader ” across that legendary spot.

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

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

Onyway it behoved him to get an auld, decent wife to keep the
manse for him an’ see to his bit denners; and he was recommended to
an auld limmer—Janet M‘Clour, they ca'd her—and sae far left to himsel’
as to be ower penunded 'l'hem was mony advised him {o the contrar,
for Janet was mair than suspeckit by the best folk in Ba'weary. Lang
or that, she had had a wean to a dragoon ; she hadnae come forrit * for
maybe thretty years ; and bairns had seen her mumblin’ to hersel’ up on
Key's Loan in the gloamin’, whilk was an unco time an'place for a God-
fearin’ woman. Howsoever, it was the laird himsel’ that had first tauld

* To come forrit—to offer oneself 88 a communicant,

20



438 THRAWN JANET.

the minister o’ Janet ; and in thae days he wad have gane a far gate to
pleesure the laird. When folk tauld him that Janet was sib to the deil,
it was all snpersmwn by his way of it ; an’ when they cast up the Bible
to him an’ the witch of Endor, he wad threep it doun their thrapples
that thir days were a’ gane by, and the deil was mercifully restrained.

Weel, when it got abont the clachan that Janet M‘Clour was to b2
servant at the mause, the folk were fair mad wi’ her an’ him thegether ;
and some o’ the gudewives had nae better to dae than get round her door
cheeks and chairge her wi' a’ that was ken’t again her, frae the sodger’s
bairn to John Tamson's twa kye. She was nae great speaker; folk
usually let her gang her ain gate, an’ she let them gang theirs, wi’ neither
Fair-gude-een nor Fair-gude-day ; but when she buckled to, she had a
tongue to deave the miller. Up she got, an’ there wasnae an auld story
in Ba'weary but she gait somebody loup for it that day ; they couldnae
say ae thing but she could say twa to it; till, at the hinder end, the
gudewives up and claught haud of her, and clawed the coats off her back,
and pu'd her doun the clachan to the water o' Dule, to see if she were a
witch or no, soum or droun. The carline skirled till ye could hear her
at the Hangin' Shaw, and she focht like ten ; there was mony a gudewife
bure the mark of her neist day an' mony a lang day after; and just in
the hettest o' the collieshangie, wha suld come up (for his sins) but the
new minister.

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

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

“ Woman,” says he to Janet, “is this true?”

“ As the Lord sees me,” says she, “as the Lord made me, no a word
o't. Forbye the bairn,” says she, “ I've been a decent woman a’ my days.”

“Will you,” says Mr. Soulis, “in the name of God, and before me,
His unworthy minister, renounce the devil and his works 1"

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

“And now,"” says Mr. Soulis to the gudewives, “ home with ye, one
and all, and pray to God for His forgiveness.”

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

There were mony grave folk lang ower their prayers that nicht ; but
when the morn cam’ there was sic a fear fell upon a' Ba'weary that
the bairns hid theirsels, and e'en the men folk stood and keeckit frae
their doors. For there was Janet comin’ doun the clachan—her or her
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likeness, nane could tell—wi' her neck thrawn, and her heid on ae side,
like a body that has been hangit, and a girn on her face like an unstreakit
corp. By an’ by they got used wi' it, and even speered at her to ken
what was wrang; but frae that day forth she couldnae speak like a
Christian woman, but slavered and played click wi' her teeth like a pair
o' shears ; and frae that day forth the name o' God cam’ never on her
lips. Whiles she wad try to say it, but it michtnae be. Them that
kenned best said least; but they never gied that Thing the name o’
Janet M‘Clour; for the auld Janet, by their way o't, was in muckle hell
that day. But the minister was neither to haud nor to bind; he
preached aboot naething but the folk’s cruelty that had gi'en her a stroke
o' the palsy; he skelpt the bairns that meddled her; and he had her up
to the manse that same nicht, and dwalled there a’ his lane wi’ her under
the Hangin’ Shaw.

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

About the end o' July there cam’ a spell o' weather, the like o't never
was in that country side; it was lown an' het an' heartless ; the herds
couldnae win up the Black Hill, the bairns were ower weariet to play ;
an’ yet it was gousty too, wi' claps o' het wund that rumm’led in the
glens, and bits o' shooers that slockened naething. We aye thocht it
but to thun'er on the morn ; but the morn cam’, an’ the morn’s morning,
and it was aye the same uncanny weather, sair on folks and bestial. Of
a' that were the waur, nane suffered like Mr. Soulis; he could neither
sleep nor eat, he tauld his elders; an' when he wasnae writin' at his
weary book, he wad be stravagin’ ower a’ the countryside like a man
possessed, when a' body else was blythe to keep caller ben the house.

Abune Hangin' Shaw, in the bield o’ the Black Hill, there's a bit
enclosed grund wi' an iron yett; and it seems, in the auld days, that was
the kirkyaird o' Ba'weary, and consecrated by the Papists before the
blessed licht shone upon the kingdom. It was n great howff o' Mr.
Soulis's, onyway; there he would sit an' consider his sermons; and
indeed it's a bieldy bit. Weel,ashe cam’ ower the wast end o' the Black
Hill, ae day, he saw first twa, an' syne fower, an’ syne seeven corbie
craws fleein’ round an’ round abune the auld kirkyaird. They flew laigh
and heavy, an’ squawked to ither as they gaed ; and 1t was clear to Mr.
Soulis that something had put them frae their ordinar. He wasnae easy
fleyed, an’ gaed straucht up to the wa's; an' what suld he find there
but a man, or the appearance of a man, sittin’ in the inside upon a grave.
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He was of a great stature, an’ black as hell, and his e'en were singular
to see. Mr. Soulis had heard tell o' black men, mony’s the time; but
there was something unco aboot this black man that daunted him, Het
as he was, he took a kind o' cauld grue in the marrow o' his banes ; but
up he spak for a’ that: an’ says he: “ My friend, are you a stranger in
this place?” The black man answered never a word ; he got upon his
feet, an’ begude to hursle to the wa’ on the far side; but he ayelookit at
the minister ; an’ the minister stood an’ loukit back ; till a’ in a meenute,
the black man was ower the wa' an’ rinnin’ for the bield o' the trees.
Mr. Soulis, he hardly kenned why, ran after him ; but he was sair for-
jaskit wi’ his walk an’ the het, unhalesome weather ; and rin as he likit,
he got nae mair than a gliff o’ the black man amang the birks, till he
won doun to the foot o' the hill-side, an’ there he saw him ance mair,
gaun, hap, step, an’ loup, ower Dule water to the manse,

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

“Janet,” says he, “ have ye seen a black man1”

“A black man 1" quo che. “Saveusa’! Ye're no wise, minister.
There's nae black man iha’ Ba’weary.”

But she didnae speak plain, ye maun understand ; but yam-yammered,
like & powney wi' the bit in its moo’.

“Weel,” says he, “ Janet, if there was nae black man, I have spoken
with the Accuser of the Brethren.”

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

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

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

to himsel’ like a christened bairn and minded naething.
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The upshot was that he gaed to the window an’ stood glowrin' at
Dule water. The trees are unco thick, an’ the water lies deep an’ black
under the manse; an' there was Janet washin' the cla’es wi’ her coats
kilted. She had her back to the minister, an’ ho, for his pairt, hardly
kenned what he was lookin' at. Syne she turned round, an' shawed her
face ; Mr. Soulis had the same cauld grue as twice that day afore, an’ it
was borne in upon him what folk said, that Janet was deid lang syne, an’
this was a bogle in her clay-cauld flesh. He drew back a pickle and he
scanned her narrowly. She was tramp-trampin'in the cla’es, croonin’ to
hersel’; and eh ! Gude guide us, but it was a fearsome face. Whiles she
sang louder ; but there was nae man born o’ woman that could tell the
words o’ her sang; an’ whiles she lookit side-lang doun, but there was
naething there for her to look at. There gaed a scunner through the
flesh upon his banes; and that was Heeven's advertisement. But Mr.
Soulis just blamed himsel’, he said, to think sae ill of a puir, auld afflicted
wife that hadnae a freend forbye himsel’; an’ he put up a bit prayer for
him and her, an’ drank a little caller water—for his heart rose again the
meat—an’ gaed up to his naked bed in the gloaming.

That was a nicht that has never been forgotten in Ba'weary, the
nicht o' the seeventeent of August, seeventeen hun'er’ an’ twal’. It had
been het afore, as I hae said, but that nicht it was hetter than ever. The
sun gaed doon amang unco-lookin’ clouds; it fell as mirk as the pit; no
a star, no a breath o' wund ; ye couldnae see your han’ afore your face,
and even the auld folk coost the covers frae their beds and lay pechin’ for
their breath. Wi’ &’ that he had vpon his mind, it was gey and unlikely
Mr. Soulis wad get muckle sleep. He lay an’ he tummled ; the gude,
caller bed that he got into brunt Lis very banes; whiles he slept, an’
whiles he waunkened ; whiles he heard the time o' nicht, and whiles
a tyke yowlin' up the muir, as if somebody was deid ; whiles he thocht
he heard bogles claverin’ in his lug, an’ whiles he saw spunkies in the
room. He behoved, he judged, to be sick ; an’ sick he was—little he
jaloosed the sickness.

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

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

“God forgive us all ! ” thocht Mr. Soulis ; * poor Janet’s dead.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“ Witch, beldame, devil!” he ecried, “T charge you, by the power
of God, begone—if you be dead, to the grave—if you be damned, to
hell.”

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

That same mornin’, John Christie saw the black man pass the
Muckle Cairn as it was chappin’ six; before eight, he gaed by the
change-house at Knockdow ; an’ no lang after, Sandy M‘Lellan saw him
gaun linkin' doon the braes frae Kilmakerlie. There’s little doubt but
it was him that dwalled sae lang in Janet’s body ; but he was awa’ at
last ; and sinsyne the deil has never fashed us in Ba'weary.

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

day.
R. L. 8,
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e
CALENDAR.

December 7—Mary, Queen of Scots, born, 1542
7—Disraeli’s Maiden Speech, 1837.
8—Murder of the Earl of Derwentwater, 174¢
11—Mr. Leo Maxse born, 1864.

13—Duke of Rutland born, 1818.
” 17—Lord George Hamilton's birthday.

LIVELY AND EGGENTRIC STORIES.

THE GREAT GOD PAN.

“I am glad you came, Clarke; very glad indeed.
Have another cigar ?

“Thanks, I think I will, your cigars are wonderful,
like everything else about you. But have you no mis-
givings, Raymond ? Is it absolutely safe ? ™

The two men were slowly pacing the terrace in front
of Dr. Raymond’s house. The sun stitl hung above the
western mountain-line, but it shone with a dull red
glow that cast no shadows ; the delicate blue smoke of
the cigars floated slowly away through the quiet air; a
sweet breath came from the great wood on the hill-side
above, and with it, at intervals, the soft murmuring
call of the wild doves. Below, in the long lovely valley,
the river wound in and out between the lonely hills
and, as the sun set,a faint mist, pure white, began to
rise from its banks. Dr. Raymond turned sharply to
his friend.

“Safe ? Of course it is. You remember that opera-
tion I.performed when we were at Paris tycether 7 1
don’t think my hand has lost its cunning. In itself the
operation is a perfectly simple one ; any surgeon could
do it.”

“ And there is no danger at any other stage 7 "

“None ; absolutely no physical danger whatever, I
give you my word. You were always timid, Clarke,
always; but you know my history. I have devoted
myself to transcendental medicine for the last twenty
years. I have heard myself called a quack and a
charlatan, but all the while I knew ] was on the right
path. Five years ago I reached the goal, and since then
every day has been a preparation for what we shall do
to-night.” \

“1 should like to believe that it is all true.” Clarke
knit his brows and looked doubtfully at Dr. Raymond,
and then at his cigar. “Are you perfectly sure, Ray-
mond, that your theory is not a phantasmagoria—a
splendid vision, certainly, but a mere vision after all "

Dr. Raymond stopped in his walk, and turned round.
He was a middle-aged man, somewhat thin, and of a
pale yellow complexion, but as he answered Clarke's
query his face flushed.

“Look about you, Clarke. You see the mountain
and hill following after hill ; you see the weods and
orchards, the fields of corn and the meadows by the
river. You see me standing here beside you, and hear
my voice; but I tell you that all these things—yes,
from that star that has just shone out in the sky to the
solid ground beneath our feet—I tell you that all these
are but dreams and shadows : the shadows that hide
the real world from our eyes. There is a real world,
but it is beyond them all as beyond a veil. I do not
know whether any humau being has ever lifted that
veil ; but I do know, Clarke, that you and I shall see
it lifted this very night from before another’s eyes.
You may think all this strange nonsense ; it may be
strange, but it is true, and the ancients knew what
liftin'g the veil meams. They called it seeing the God

Clarke shivered ; the white mist gathering over the
river was chilly.

“1It is wonderful, indeed,” he said. *“We are
standing on the brink of a strange world, Raymond,
if what you say is true, I suppose the knife is abso-
lutely necessary 7"
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THOMPSON

THE WOMAN AT THE STORE

All that day theheat was terrible. Thewind blew close to the ground
—it rooted among the tussock grass—slithered along the road, so that
the white pumice dust swirled in our faces—settled and sifted over us
and was like a dry-skin itching for growth on our bodies. The horses
stumbled along, coughing and chuffing. The pack horse was sick—
with a big, open sore rubbed under the belly. Now and again she
stopped short, threw back her head, looked at us as though she were
going to cry, and whinnied, Hundreds of larks shrilled—the sky was
slate colour, and the sound of the larks reminded me of slate pencils
scraping over its surface, There was nothing to be seen but wave
after wave of tussock grass—patched with purple orchids and manuka
bushes covered with thick spider webs.

Jo rode ahead. He wore a blue galatea shirt, corduroy trousers
and riding boots. A white handkerchief, spotted with red—it looked
as though his nose had been bleeding on it—knotted round his throat.
Wisps of white hair straggled from under his wideawake—his mous-
tache and evebrows were called white—he slouched in the saddle—
grunting, Not once that day had he sung "I don't care, for don't
you see, my wife's mother was in front of mel” . .. It was the
first day we had been without it for a month, and now there seemed
something uncanny in his silence. He rode ahead of me—white 2s a
clown, his black eyes glittered, and he kept shooting out his tongue
and moistening his lips. He was dressed in a Jaeger vest—a pair of
blue duck trousers, fastened round the waist with a plaited leather
belt. We had hardly spoken since dawn., At noon we had lunched
off fly biscuits and apricots by the side of a swampy creek.
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